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SEEKING   THE  HOUDT. 


There  was  It  slieplierd  on  the  Unda  of  Meggat- 
dale,  who  onee  set  out  ridiog  with  might  and  main, 
under  cloud  of  night,  for  that  most  important  and 
necessary  personage  in  a  remote  and  niountiunous 
country,  cailed  by  a,  different  name  in  ererj  coun- 
try of  the  world,  excepting  pcrhapa  Egypt  and 
England ;  but  by  the  hlghlanders  most  eipressively 
termed  bean-fftkaitu  or  te  the  lector. 

The  mare  that  Bobin  rode  was  a  black  one,  with 
a  while  face  like  a  cow.  She  had  a  groat  big  belly, 
a  switch  tail,  and  a  back,  Robin  said,  as  sharp  as  a 
knife ;  but  perhaps  this  part  of  the  description  was 
rather  exaggerated.  Howerer,  she  was  laziness  it- 
self personiSed,  and  the  worst  thing  of  all,  her  foal 
was  closed  in  at  home ;  for  Bebin  bad  iviled  the 
mare  and  foal  into  the  bire  with  a  piece  of  bread, 
wliich  be  did  not  give  ber  after  all,  but  put  in  his 
pocket  in  ease  of  tarther  necessity :  he  then  whip- 
ped a  hair  halter  on  the  mare's  head,  and  the  straw 
Bunks  on  her  back,  those  being  the  only  equipment 
within  his  reacb  ;  and  it  having  cost  Robin  a  gi'eat 
deal  of  trouble  to  get  the  foal  into  the  bire,  he  now 
eyed  him  with  an  esulting,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
malicious,  look.  "You  mischievous  rascal,"  said 
he,  "  I  think  I  have  you  now ;  stand  you  there  an' 
chaok  flees,  till  I  come  back  to  teach  you  better 


Robin  then  hurried  out  the  mare  to  the  side  of 
the  kail-yard  dike,  and  calling  out  to  Jean,  his  wife, 
not  to  be  in  ower  giit  a  hurry,  and  to  exercise  all 
the  patience  she  was  mistress  o^  he  flew  on  the 
yaud's  back,  and  offbe  went  at  full  gallop. 

The  hair  halter  that  Robin  rode  vith  had  a 
wooden  Enibbelt  upon  the  end  of  it,  as  all  hair  hal- 
ters had  erewhile,  when  there  were  no  other  bridles 
in  Meggat,  saving  branks  and  hdr  bailors  annexed ; 
consequently  with  the  further  end  of  this  halter  one 
could  bit  an  exceeding  hard  stroke.  Indeed,  I 
never  saw  any  thing  in  my  life  that  hurt  So  sore  as 
a  hair  halter  and  wooden  smbbelt  at  the  end  of  it ; 
and  I  may  here  mention,  as  an  instance  of  its  elS- 
cacj,  that  there  was  once  a  boy  at  Hartwood  mines, 
near  Selkirk,  who  kiUed  with  a  snibbelt  two  High- 
land soldiers,  who  came  to  press  his  horses  in  the 

WeU,  to  this  halter  and  snibbelt  Robin  had  trust- 
40 
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cd  for  a  rod,  there  being  no  wood  in  Meggat-dale, 
not  so  much  as  a  tree :  and  a  more  unlucky  and 
dangerous  goad  he  could  scarcely  have  possessed, 
and  tliat  the  black  mare,  with  a.  white  face  like  a 
cow,  felt  to  her  experience.  Robin  galloped,  by  the 
Ught  of  the  full  moon,  down  by  the  But-haugh  and 
Glengaber-foot  about  as  fast  as  a  good  horse  ivaUis ; 
still  he  was  gaUoping,  and  could  make  no  more  of 
it,  although  he  was  every  now  and  then  lending  the 
yaud  a  ycrk  on  the  flank  with  the  snibbelt.  But 
when  he  came  to  Henderland,  to  which  place  the 
mare  was  accustomed  to  go  every  week  to  meet 
the  eggler,  then  Robin  and  the  mare  spUt  in  their 
opinions.  Robin  thought  it  the  most  natural  and 
reasonable  thing  m  the  world  that  the  mare  should 
push  on  to  the  Sandbed,  about  eight  miles  further, 
to  bring  borne  the  wise  woman  to  his  beloved  wife's 
assistance.  The  mare  thought  exactly  the  reverse, 
being  inwardly  convinced  that  the  roost  natural  and 
reasonable  path  she  could  take  was  the  one  str^ght 
home  again  to  her  foal ;  and  withoutany  further  cere- 
mony, save  giving  a  few  switches  with  her  long  ill- 
shapen  tail,  she  set  herself  with  all  her  might  to 
dispute  the  point  with  Robin. 

Then  there  was  sucb  a  battle  commenced,  as 
nerer  was  fought  at  the  footof  Henderland-bank  at 
niidnight,  rtther  before  or  eiaan.  0,  my  beloved 
and  respected  editor  and  readers!  I  wish  I  could 
make  you  understand  the  humor  of  this  battle  as 
well  as  I  do.  The  branks  were  two  sticks  hung  by 
a  head-stee],  which,  when  one  drew  the  halter  Mrd, 
nipped  the  beast's  nose  most  terribly ;  but  then 
thoj  were  all  made  in  one  way,  and  could  only 
turn  the  beast  to  the  near  side.  Now  the  black 
mare  did  not,  or  could  not,  resist  this  agency  of  the 
branks;  sho  tumod  round  as  often  as  Robin  liked, 
but  not  one  step  farther  would  she  proceed  on  the 
road  to  Sandbed.  So  roundabout  and  roundabout 
the  two  went ;  and  the  mare,  by  a  very  clever  ex- 
pedient, contrived  st  every  circle  to  work  twieo  her 
own  length  nearer  home.  Saint  Sampson  I  how 
Bobin  did  lay  on  with  the  halter  and  snibbelt,  when- 
ever he  got  her  head  round  towards  the  way  he 
wanted  her  to  go  I  No — round  she  came  again! 
He  cursed  her,  ho  flattered  her,  he  romiudod  herof 
the  precarious  state  of  her  mistress,  who  had  so 
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often  Glledher  manger;  but  all  would  not  do;  she 
thonght  onlj  of  the  precurloua  state  of  her  foal, 
closed  in  aa  old  void  amearing-liouse. 

Roliin,  at  last,  fell  upon  a  new  stratagem,  which 
was  this,  that  as  the  mare  wheeled  ronnd,  whenever 
her  head  reached  the  right  point,  he  hit  her  a  yeck 
with  the  wooden  snibbelt  on  the  near  cheek,  to 
stop  that  mill-stone  motion  of  hers.  Thia  occaEion- 
ed  some  furious  plunges,  bat  no  adtmcement  the 
right  WBj,  till  at  length  he  hit  her  such  a  pernicious 
blow  somewhere  near  about  the  ear,  that  he  brought 
ber  emact  to  the  earth  in  a  moment;  and  eo  much 
was  he  irritated,  that  he  laid  on  her  when  down, 
and  nodding  like  one  tailing  asleep.  After  two  or 
three  prolonged  groans,  she  rose  again,  and,  thus 
candidly  admonished,  made  no  further  reeistanee 
for  the  prcacDt,  liut  moved  on  apace  to  the  time  of 
the  halter  and  the  snihhelt.  On  reaching  a,  ravine 
called  the  Capper  Cieuch,  the  mare,  coming  again 
in  some  degree  to  her  senses,  perceived  that  she 
was  not  whore  she  *oughC  to  have  been,  at  least 
wliere  It  was  her  interest,  and  the  interest  of  her 
foal,  that  she  should  have  been ;  and  raising  her 
white  fece,  she  uttered  a  tremendous  neigh.  The 
hills  to  the  left  aro  there  steep  aiid  rocky,  and  the 
night  being  calm  and  frosty,  first  one  fine  echo 
uejghed  out  of  the  hill,  then  another,  and  then  an- 
other. "There  are  plenty  of  foals  here,"  thought 
the  old  mare ;  and  neighing  again  even  louder  than 
before,  she  waa  again  answered  in  the  same  way ; 
and  seeing  an  old  crabbed  thcrn-tree  among  the 
rocks,  in  the  direction  whence  the  echo  proceeded, 
it  struck  her  obtuse  head  that  it  was  her  great  lub- 
ber of  a  foal  standing  on  very  perilous  ground ;  and 
from  the  road,  or  rather 
it  speed,  braying,  as  she 
went,  while  every  seream  was  returned  by  her 
sha^y  colt  with  interest.  It  was  in  vain  that 
Bobin  pulled  by  the  hair  halter,  and  smote  her  on 
the  cheek  with  the  wooden  snibbelt ;  away  she  ran 
through  long  heath  and  large  stones,  with  a  tre- 
mendous and  nncviltivated  rapidity,  neighing  aa  she 
flew.  "  Wo  !  ye  jaudl  Hap-wo  !  chywooo!"  shout- 
ed Robin,  "Hap-wo  !  Hap-wol  Devil  confound  the 
beast,  for  I'm  gone  1" 

Nothing  would  slay  her  velocity  till  she  stabled 
herself  agunst  a  rock  over  which  she  could  not 
win,  and  then  Robin  lost  no  time  in  throwing  him- 
self from  her  back.  Many  and  bitter  were  the 
epithets  he  there  bestowed  on  his  old  mare,  and 
grievons  waa  the  lamentation  he  made  for  his  wife, 
as  endeavoring  to  lead  back  the  tnare  from  the 
rocky  hill  into  the  miserable  track  of  a  road.  Ko  ; 
the  plague  o'  one  foot  would  the  mare  move  in  that 
direotionl  She  held  out  her  long  nose,  with  her 
white  muslin  face,  straight  up  to  heaven,  aa  if  con- 
templatmg  the  moon.  She  weened  that  her  foal 
was  op  among  the  crags,  and  put  on  a  rcsoiutlon 
not  to  leave  him  a  second  time  for  any  man's  plea- 
sure. After  all,  Robin  confessed  that  he  had  some 
excuse  for  her,  for  the  shadow  of  the  old  thorn 
was  so  like  a  colt,  that  he  conld  scarcely  reason 
himself  out  of  the  belief  that  it  was  one. 

Robin  waa  now  hardly  set  indeed,  for  the  mare 
would  not  lead  a  step  ;  and  when  he  came  back  to 
her  side  to  leather  her  with  the  snibbelt,  she  only 
galloped  round  him  and  round  him  and  neighed. 
"  0  plague  on  you  for  a  beast,  that  ever  you  were 
foaled!"  esclaimed  Robin;  "I  shall  lose  a  dearly 
beloved  wife,  and  perhaps  a  couple  of  babies  at 
least,  and  all  owing  to  jour  stupidity  and  obstinacy ! 


I  could  soon  run  on  fobt  to  the  Sandbed,  but  then 
I  cannot  carry  the  widwife  home  on  my  back;  and 
could  I  once  get  you  there,  you  would  not  be  long 
in  bringing  ns  both  home  again.  Plague  on  you 
for  a  beast,  if  I  winna  knock  your  brains  out." 

Robin  now  attacked  the  mare's  white  face  with 
the  snibbelt,  yerk  for  yerk,  so  potently,  that  the 
mare  soon  grew  madly  crazed,  and  came  plunging 
and  floundering  from  the  hill  atagreat  rate.  Robin 
thus  found  out  a  secret  not  before  known  in  Ibis 
country,  on  which  he  acted  till  the  day  of  his  death, 
namely,  "  that  the  best  way  to  make  a  horae  spring 
forward  is  to  strike  it  on  the  face." 

Once  more  on  the  path,  Robin  again  mounted, 
sparing  neither  the  mare  nor  the  halter ;  while  the 
mare,  at  every  five  or  sii  paces,  entertained  him 
with  a  bray  so  loud,  with  its  accompanying  nicker, 
that  every  one  made  the  hills  ring  ag(un. 

There  is  scarcely  any  thing  a  man  hkes  worse 
than  this  constant  neighing  of  the  steed  he  rides 
upon,  especiaily  by  night.  It  makes  him  start  as 
from  a  reverie,  and  puts  his  whole  frame  in  com- 
motion. Robm  did  not  like  it  more  than  other 
men.  It  caused  him  inadvertently  to  utter  some 
imprecations  On  tlie  mare,  that  he  confessed  he 
should  not  have  uttered;  but  it  also  caused  him  to 
say  some  short  prayera  for  preservation;  and  to 
which  of  these  agencies  he  owed  the  following  ain- 
gular  adventure,  he  never  could  divine. 

Robin  had  got  only  about  half  a  mile  farther  on  his 
road,  when  his  mare  ceased  ber  braying,  and  all  at 
onee  stood  stone-still,  cocking  her  large  ears,  and 
looking  exceedingly  fiightenad.  "Oho,  madam! 
what's  the  matter  now r' said  Robin ;  "is  this  an- 
other stratagem  to  mar  my  journey,  for  all  the 
haste  that  you  see  me  in  ?  Get  on,  my  fine  yaud, 
get  on  1     There  ia  nothing  uncanny  there." 

Robin  coaxed  thus,  as  weU  to  keep  up  his  own 
spirits,  aa  to  encourage  his  mare ;  for  the  truth  is, 
that  his  hair  began  to  stand  on  end  with  affright. 
The  mare  would  neither  ride,  lead,  nor  drive,  one 
step  further  ;  but  there  she  stood,  staring,  snuffing 
the  wind,  and  snorting  so  iong,  that  it  waa  frights 
some  to  hear,  as  well  as  to  see  her.  This  was  the 
worst  dilemma  of  all.  What  waa  our  forlorn  shepherd 
to  do  now  ?  He  averred  fliat  the  mare  vmild  not 
go  on  either  by  force  or  art ;  but  I  am  greatly  de- 
ceived, if  by  this  time  he  durst  for  his  life  have 
gone  on,  even  though  the  mare  could  have  beenin- 
duced  to  proceed.  He  took  the  next  natural  expe- 
dient, which  waa  that  of  shouting  out  as  loud  as  he 
could  bellow,  "  Hilloa !  who's  (here  ?  Be  ye  devils, 
be  ye  witches,  or  be  ye  Christian  creatures,  rise  an' 
shaw  yoursels.     I  say  hilloa  I  who's  there  ?" 

Robin  was  at  thia  time  standing  hanging  by  the 
mare's  hair  halter  with  both  his  hands,  for  she  was 
capering  and  flinging  up  ber  white  face  vrith  such 
violence,  that  she  sometimes  made  him  bob  off  the 
ground;  when,  liehoid!  at  his  last  call,  a  being  like 
a  woman  rose  from  among  some  deep  heather  bush- 
es about  twenty  yards  before  him.  Bhe  was  like 
an  elderly  female,  dressed  in  a  coaree  country  garb, 
tall  and  erect,  and  there  she  stood  for  a  apace,  with 
her  pale  face,  on  which  the  moon  shone  fuU,  turned 
straight  towards  Robin.  He  then  beard  her  mut- 
tering something  to  herself;  and,  with  a  half-stifled 
laugh,  she  stooped  down,  and  lifted  something  from 
among  the  heath,  which  Robin  thought  resembled 
a  baby. — "  There  !  the  gipsey  yaud  has  been  mur- 
dering that  poor  bairn  !"  thought  Robin  ti:  ' ' 
"it  was  nae  wonder  my  auld  yaud  w 


,,  Google 


8EEKIHQ  THE  HODDY. 


615 


Bho  keoa  wbat's  what,  for  aa  eontrarjsonie  as  sbe 
ia.  And  courdercss  though  the  hizzybe,  it  isoat  o' 
mj  power  to  pursue  her  wi'  this  positive  ftuld  hack, 
for  DO  another  foot  nearer  her  will  she  move." 

Bobiu  never  thought  but  that  the  mjsterioua 
being  wa9  to  &j  from  him,  or  at  least  go  off  the  load 
to  one  side;  but  in  place  of  that  she  rolled  her  baby, 
or  bundle,  or  whatever  it  was,  deliberately  up  in  a 
blanket,  laatened  it  np  between  her  shoulders,  and 
came  str^ght  to  the  place  whore  Robia  stood 
hanging  by  hia  mare's  head.  The  mare  was  per- 
fectly mad.  She  reared,  snorted,  and  whisked  her 
long  ill-ahiped  tail:  but  Robin  held  her, for  he  was 
a  Btrong  young  man,  and  the  bur  halter  must  have 
been  pcoportionably  so,  else  it  never  could  have 
stood  the  eKcrdae  of  that  eventful  night. 

Though  I  have  heard  Robin  tell  the  story  often- 
er  than  once  when  I  was  a  boy,  there  was  always 
a  confusion  here  which  I  never  uaderalood.  Tliis 
may  be  accounted  for,  in  some  meaaure,  by  sup- 
posing that  Robin  was  himself  in  such  perpJoKity 
and  confusion,  that  he  neither  knew  well  what 
paaeed,  nor  remembered  it  afterwarda.  As  far  aa  I 
reeoUeet,  the  following  waa  the  dialogue  that  pass- 
ed between  the  two. 

'■  Wha's  this?" 

"What  need  ye  speed,  goodman?  kend  foX 
gin  it  war  daylight." 


es  yet.    Why,  ni 

I  an'  bame  agaji 

spaiuing." 

'Doughterl   what's  a' this  about  a  doughter  ? 

3  ray  dear  Jean  really  a  daughter  ?" 

'  Tou  may  be  Sure  she  baa,  elae  I  could  not  have 
been  here." 

"And  has  aheonlyaoe?  for,  od!  ye  maun  ken, 
wifie,  that  I  eipectil  twa  at  the  fewest.  But  I  dinna 
underatand  you.  I  wish  yo  may  be  canny  enough, 
for  my  white-faced  yaud  eeema  to  jalouae  other- 

"  Te  dinna  ken  me,  Robin,  bat  ye  will  ken  roe. 
I  am  Ellen  Grieve.  I  waa  well  brought  up,  and 
married  to  a  respectable  farmer's  son ;  but  he  turn- 
ed out  a  villain,  and,  among  other  qualifications, 
was  a  notorious  thief ;  so  that  I  have  been  reduced 
to  this  that  you  aee,  to  travel  the  country  with  a 
pack,  and  lend  women  a  helping-hand  in  their  hour 
o'  need.  An',  Robin,  when  you  and  I  meet  here 
again,  you  may  be  preparing  for  another  world." 

"I  dinna  comprehend  ye  ata',  wifie.  No:  a'that 
I  can  do,  I  canna  comprehend  ye.  But  I  under- 
stand thua  far.  It  seems  yo  are  a  houdy,  or  a 
meedwite,  as  the  giit  fo'ka  will  ca'  you.  Now  that's 
the  very  thing  I  want  at  present,  for  your  helping 
hand  may  bo  needfu'  yonder.    Come  on  ahinl  me. 


"Maybe  no,  for  ye  never  saw  me  afore.  An' 
yet  it  ia  a  queer  thing  for  a  father  no  to  ken  hia 
^n  doughter." 

"  Ay,  that  wad  be  a  queer  thing,  indeed.  But 
where  are  jou  gaun  at  this  time  o'  the  night?" 

•'  Where  am  I  gaun  !  where  but  up  to  the  Craigy- 
rigg,  to  get  part  o'  my  ain  blithemeat.  But  where 
are  you  riding  at  sic  a  rate  ?" 

"  Why,  Tro  just  riding  my  whole  might  for  the 
houdy :  an'  that's  very  true,  I  hae  httle  need  to 
stand  claverin  here  wi'  you." 

"Ha,  ha,  ha  I  daddy  Robia!  It  ia  four  hours 
sin'  ye  came  frae  hame,  and  ye're  no  won  three 


"Weel,  I  forces  my  yaud  into  the  Cleuch-brae, 
contrary  as  she  waa,  wi'  her  white  face,  for  ahe  had 
learned  by  this  time  to  take  a  wee  care  o'  the  tim- 
mer  anibbelt.  I  waa  on  her  back  in  a  jitfey ;  an'  to 
say  truth,  the  kerlin  wi'  the  pale  round  face,  and 
the  bit  lang  bundle  on  her  back,  wasna  alack;  for 
she  was  on  ahint  me,  bnndle  and'  a',  ere  ever  I  kend 
I  waa  on  myseL  But,  Gude  forgie  us!  sichan  a 
voyage  as  we  gat  I  I  declare  my  yaud  gae  a  enore 
that  gart  a'  the  hills  ring,  an'  the  verra  fire  flew 
frae  her  snitla.  Out  o'  the  Cleuch.brae  she  sprang 
aa  there  hadna  been  a  bane  or  a  joint  within  her 
hide,  but  her  halo  carcass  made  o'  steel  sprioga ;  an' 
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SEEKING   THE  HOTJDT. 


1,  ower  brier,  ower  stock,  an'  ower  gtane 
I  declare,  an'  so  be  it,  foster  than  ever 
ew  through  the  firmitment  of  the  heavena. 


threw  up  her  white  face  wi'  sic 
she  gart  me  play  at  pitch-an'-to™  -i,  .^  ^^„  „,,, 
The  foal  nichered,  an'  (he  mare  nichered,  an'  out 
came  the kimniers ;  an'I  declare,  all'  so  be  it,  there 
was  I  Ijing  in  the  gutter  senEeleas,  wanting  the 
plaid,  an'  wanting  the  bonnet,  an'  nae  meedwife  at 
a' ;  an'  that's  the  truth,  sir,  I  declare,  an'  so  be  it. 

"  Then  they  carried  me  in,  an'  they  washed  me, 
an'  thpy  bathed  me,  an'  at  last  I  came  to  myBel'  ■ 
an',  to  be  sure,  I  had  gotten  a  bonny  doughter,  an' 
gaun  on  as  leeel  as  could  be  expeclit. 


a  Tengeance,  that 


Robin?  Whare's 


is  guide  \u 


"  I  kend  then  that  I  bad  either  a  witch  or  a 
maid  on  ahint  me  ;  but  how  was  I  now  to  get  quit 
o'  her.  The  hair  halter  bad  lost  a'  power,  an'  1  had 
no  other  ahifl  left,  than  to  fis  by  instinct  on  the 
mane  wi'  baith  handa,  an'  cry  out  to  the  mare  to 
atop.  '  Wo,  ye  auld  viper  o'  the  pit !  wo,  ye  beast 
o'  Bashan  !'  I  cries  in  outer  desperation  ;  but  ay  the 
louder  I  cried,  the  faster  did  the  glyde  flee.  She 
snored,  an'  she  grained,  ao'  she  reirdit  baith  ahint 
an' afore;  an'onshedashedjtegardlesa  of  a'  danger. 

"  I  soon  lost  eight  o'  the  ground — off  gaed  my 
bonnet,  an'  away  i'  the  wmd — ofi"  gaed  my  plaid, 
an'  away  i'  tho  wind ;  an'  there  was  I  sitting  lootch- 
ing  forret,  clearing  the  wind  like  an  arrow  out  of  a 
bow,  an'  mj  een  rinning,  pouring  like  streams  of 
water  from  the  south,  it  length  we  came  to  the 
Birh-buah  LinnI  and  alangst  the  very  Terge  of  that 
awsome  precipice,  there  was  my  demcntit  beast, 
scouring  like  a  fiery  dragon.  •  Lord  preserve  me  I' 
cried  I,  loud  out ;  an'  I  hadna  weel  said  the  word, 
tiU  my  mare  gae  a  tremendous  plunge  owcr  some- 
thing, I  never  kend  what  it  was,  and  then  down 
she  came  on  her  nose.  No  rider  could  stand  this 
coneusaiou,  an'  I  declare,  an'  so  be  it,  the  meed- 
wife  lost  her  haud,  and  ower  the  precipice  she  flew 
head  foremost.  I  just  gat  ae  glisk  o'  her  as  she  was 
gaun  ower  the  top  o'  the  birk-bushiike  ashot  stem, 
an'  I  heard  her  gao  a  waw  like  a  cat ;  an'  that  was 
the  last  sight  I  saw  o'  her. 

"  I  was  then  hanging  by  the  mane  an'  the  right 
hough;  an'  during  the  moment  that  my  mare  took 
to  gather  hecsel'  up,  1  recovered  my  seat,  but  only 
on  the  top  q'  the  shoulder,  for  I  couldna  win  to  the 
right  place.  The  mare  flew  on  as  madly  as  ever ; 
and  frae  the  shoulder  I  came  on  the  neck,  an'  fer- 
ret, an'  forret,  piecemeal,  till,  just  as  I  camo  to  my 
Bin  door,  I  had  gotten  a  grip  o'  biuth  the  lugs.  The 
foal  gae  a  screed  of  a  nicher ;  on  which  the  gyde 


hat's  come  o'  the  houdy, 
i  mccuwife,  Eobin?'  cried  thev 
a  HI  BJucB.  1  irow  this  question  gart  me  glowo'r 
as  I  had  seen  a  ghaisl.  'Och!  huh  I'  cried  the 
wives,  an'  held  up  their  hands ;  '  something  has 
happened!  something  has  happened!  We  see  by 
his  looks ! — Robin !  what  haa  happened  ?  Whare's 
the  meedwife  ?' 

'"Hand  your  tongue,  Janet  Reive;  an'  haud  ye 
your  tongue  loo,  Eppie  Diokaon,'  says  I,  '  an'  dmna 
Bpeer  that  question  at  me  again ;  for  the  houdy  is 
where  the  Lord  wiU,  an'  where  my  white-faced  jaud 
was  pleased  to  pit  her,  and  that's  in  the  howe  o'  the 
Birfc-bush  linn.  Gin  she  be  a  human  creature, 
ehc'a  a'  dashed  to  pieces;  but  an'  she  he  nae  a  hu- 
man creature,  ahe  may  gang  where  she  like  for  me ; 
an'  that's  true,  I  declare,  an'  so  be  it.'  " 

Now  it  must  strike  every  reader,  as  it  did  me  at 
first  and  for  many  years  afterwards,  that  this  mys- 
terious nocturnal  wanderer  gave  a  most  confused 
and  unintelligible  account  of  herself.  She  was 
Robin's  daughter ;  her  name  was  Ellen  Grieve ;  she 
was  married  to  such  and  such  a  man  ;  and  had  now 
become  a  peddler,  and  acted  occa^onaUyas  a  mid- 
wife :  and  finally,  when  the  two  met  there  again,  it 
would  be  time  for  Robin  to  be  preparing  for  an- 
other state  of  eiietence.  Now,  in  the  first  place, 
Robin  never  had  a  daughter  till  that  very  hour  and 
jnatant  when  the  woman  rose  out  of  the  heathec- 
buah  and  accosted  him.  All  the  rest  appeared  to 
him  like  a  confused  dream,  of  which  he  had  no 
comprehension,  save  that  be  could  never  again  be 
prevailed  on  to  pass  that  way  alone  by  night ;  for 
he  had  an  impression  that  at  Some  timo  or  other  he 
should  meet  with  her  agdn. 

But  by  far  the  most  curious  part  of  this  story  is 
yet  to  come,  and  it  shall  be  related  in  few  words. 
Robin  went  wilh  some  others,  as  soon  be  it  was  day, 
to  the  Birk-bush  Linn,  but  there  was  neither  body 
nor  blood  to  be  seen,  nor  any  appearance  of  a  per- 
son having  been  killed  or  hurt.  Robin's  daughtor 
was  christened  by  the  name  of  Ellen,  after  her  ma- 
ternal grandmother,  so  that  her  name  was  actuaUy 
""  D  Grieve :  and  from  the  time  that  Robin  first 
hia  daughter,  there  never  was  a  day  on  which 
e  of  her  looks  did  not  bring  the  mysterious  mid- 
wife to  his  mind.  Thus  far  the  story  had  proceed- 
I,  when  I  heard  it  related;  for  I  lived  twelve 
months  in  the  family,  and  the  giri  was  then  only 
about  seven  years  of  age.  But,  strange  to  relate, 
idwife's  short  history  of  herself  has  turned  out 
:aot  history  of  this  once  lovely  ^rl's  life ;  and 
Robin,  a  few  days  before  his  death,  met  her  at  the 
Kirk  Clench,  with  a  bundle  on  her  back,  and  recog- 
nized his  old  friend  in  every  lineament  and  article 
of  attire.  He  related  this  to  his  wife  as  a  secret, 
but  added,  that  "ho  did  not  know  whether  it  waa 
hia  real  daughter  whom  he  met  or  not." 
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SCOTCH   C0LL0P8. 


Many  ore  the  fradiliooa  remaning  in  the  coun- 
try, i-elative  to  the  seeking  of  midwivefl,  or  houilies, 
aa  thej  are  uuiversall;  denoniinated  ail  over  the 
soaih  of  Scotiaud ;  ajid  strange  adventures  are  re- 
lated aa  haring  iiappeoed  in  these  precipitate  excur- 
sions, wbich  were  prorcrbiaily  ccrtiua  to  happen 
bj  night.  Indeed  it  wouid  appear,  tliat  there  hard- 
ly ever  was  a  midwife  brought,  but  some  incident 
occurred  indicative  of  the  fate  or  fortunes  of  the 
little  forChcominji;  stranger;  but,  amongst  them  all, 
I  have  selected  Xma  as  the  moat  remarkable- 


fed  at  the  discontinuance 
lidwifery,  that  piiinitive  and  original  calline.  in 
this  primitive  and  original  country ;  for  in 


there  a 


erry  groups^  ii 


s  the  mid- 


and  their  kimmers  in  former  days,  and  ni 
was  there  Euch  store  of  capital  stories  and  gosap 
circulated  as  on  these  occaaions.    But  those  daya 
are  over !  and  alack,  and  wo  is  me  !  no  future  old 
shepherd   shall  t«ll  another  tale  of  sitifKiNa   the 


LOVE    IS    LIKE    A    DIZZINESS. 


I  LiTELT  Uved  in  quiet  case, 

An'  ne'er  wiah'd  to  marry,  0 ! 
But  whcD  I  saw  my  Peggy's  face, 

I  felt  a  sad  quandary,  0  ! 
Though  wild  as  ony  Athoi  deer. 

She  has  trepann'd  me  fairly,  0 ! 
Eer  cherry  cheeks  an'  een  eae  clear 

Tormeat  mo  late  an'  early,  0 1 
0,  love,  love,  love  1 


Love 


Itw 


i  like  a 


Gang  about  his  biziness ! 

To  tell  my  feats  this  single  weelt 

Wad  niak  a  daft-like  diary,  0 ! 
I  drave  my  cart  outow'r  a  dike. 

My  horses  in  a  miry,  0 ! 
I  wear  my  stockings  white  an'  blue. 

My  love's  sae  fierce  an'  fiery,  0 1 
I  drill  the  land  that  I  ahould  plough, 

An'  plough  the  drills  entirely,  01 
0,  love,  love,  love !  etc. 

Ae  morning,  by  the  dawn  o'  day, 
I  rase  to  theek  the  stable,  O! 

I  kuest  my  coat,  and  plied  away 
As  fast  03  %vias  able,  O ', 


I  wrought  that  morning  out  an'  out, 

As  I'd  been  redding  iire,  0 ! 
Wlien  I  had  done  an  look'd  about, 

Gudefaith,  it  was  the  byre,  0  I 
0,  love,  love,  love  I  etc. 

Her  wily  glance  Til  ne'er  forget. 

The  dear,  the  lovely  blinkin  o't 
Has  pierced  me  through  an'  through  the  heart, 

An'  plagues  ma  wi'  the  prinkling  o't. 
I  tried  to  sing,  I  tried  to  pray, 

I  tried  to  drown't  wi'  drinkin'  o't, 
I  tried  wi'  sport  to  drive't  away, 

But  n'er  can  sleep  foe  thinkin'  o't. 
0,  love,  love,  love !  etc. 

Nae  man  can  tell  what  palna  I  prove. 

Or  how  severe  my  pliskie,  01 
I  swear  I'm  sairer  drunk  wi'  love 

Than  ever  I  was  wi'  whiskey,  0 1 
For  love  has  raked  me  fore  an'  aft, 


lift  a 


pe,  01 


I  first  grew  diiiy,  then  gaed  daft. 
An'  soon  I'U  dee  for  Peggy,  0  ! 
0,  love,  love,  lovel 
Love  ia  like  a  dizziness 


MOEE  TKAS  A.    PROVIDENTIAL   EsCiPE. A  BCrviug 

woman,  who  was  sent  to  bring  wat«r  for  some  do- 
mestic purposes,  returned  completely  drenched, 
after  what  waa  con^dered  rather  an  unreasonable 
length  of  time.  Her  mistress  demanded  what  had 
kept  her  so  long-  "Kept  mo  so  longl"  sud  the 
drippng  absentee,  with  a  look  of  surprise,  "  deed, 
ye  may  be  glad  to  see  rae  again  ;  the  burn  was  mn- 
nin'  frae  bank  to  brae.  I  missed  a  fit  and  fell  in, 
and  if  it  hadna  been  for  Providence  and  another 
woman,  Td  ha'e  been  drowned." 

A  WiTTT  Eeplt- — Sir  Walter  Scott  does  not  seem 
to  have  been  the  fool  at  school  which  some  have 
stated.  Once,  a  boy  in  the  same  clafa  naa  asked 
by  the  "  dominie"  what  part  of  apeech  mth  was. 
"  A  noun,  sir,"  said  the  boy-  "  Ton  young  block- 
head," cried  the  pedagogue,  "what  eiample  can 
you  give  of  such  a  thing?"  "I  can  tell  you,  sir," 
interrupted  Scott;  "you  know  there's  a  verae  itt 
the  Bible  which  says,   'they  bound  Samaon  with 


A  HlOHLAND  CABrNETUiKRB. — A  young  High- 
lander was  apprenticed  to  a  cabinetmaker  in  G£s- 
gow,  and,  as  a  first  job,  had  a  chest  of  veneered 
drawers  to  clean  and  polish.  After  a  sufficient 
time  had  elapsed  for  doing  the  work  assigned  him, 
the  foreman  inquired  whether  he  was  ready  with 
the  dressers  yet?  "Oichno;  it's  a  tough  job  ;  Fve 
almost  taken  the  skin  oif  my  ajn  two  hand  before 
I'll  get  it  off  the  drawera."  "What  I"  replied  the 
startled  director  of  plane  and  chisel,  "you  are  not 
taking  the  veneering  off,  you  blockhead  ?"  "  What 
rn  do  then  ?  I  could  not  aurely  put  a  polish  on 
before  ru  teuk  the  bark  aff!" 

A  DEaiDERiTox, — A  traveller  sitting  down  to  a 
Scotch  breakfest,  gratified  at  the  varied  display  of 
tempting  viands,  saJd  to  the  lasde  in  attendance, 
"  there  is  nothing  wanting  here  to  prevent  me  from 
making  a  most  sumptuous  breakfast,  but  an  appe- 
tite." "An  appetite,"  said  the  poor  creature, 
anxious  to  please,  "  I  dinna  ken  we  ha'  ^c  a  thing 
m  a'  the  house,  but  Til  rin  and  ask  my  mislroas." 
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THE    WONDEEFD'   WEAN. 


OoB  wean'a  tbe  moat  wonderfu'  wean 

It  would  tak'  me  a  lang  eummer  dty  < 

His  pranks,  frae  the  moroin"  till  night  f 

When  he  elccpa  like  b  peerie,  'tween  fa 

For  in  Ma  quiet  turns,  siccan  questions  hell  speir : 

Hon  tbe  moon  can  stick  up  in  the  sky  that's 


What  gi 


I'bkw?  a 


'  whar  frae  Ci 


He's  a  perfect  divert — he's  a  wonderfu'  n 

Or  wha  was  the  first  bodie's  fathe 

Made  the  very  first  snav-show'r  that  e 

An'  wha  made  tbe  first  bird  that  sang  on  a  t 

An'  the  water  that  sooms  a'  the  ships  in  the 

But  after  I've  tauld  as  wcel  as  I  ken, 

Again  he  be^na  wL'  his  wha?  an'  hia  when? 

An'  he  looka  aye  sae  watchfu',  the  while  I  explain 

He's  as  auld  as  the  hills — he's  an  auld-farrant  n 

And  folk  wha  ha'e  skill  o'  the  lumps  on  the  head, 
Hint  there's  mae  ways  than  toilin'  o'  1 


How  hell  bi 


Wi' 


kjtc  like  a  bailiejs,  Bhug  sbugging  afore  him ; 

face  like  the  moon,  sober,  sonsj,  and  douce. 
An'  a  back,  for  its  breadth,  like  tbe  side  o'  a  1 
Tweel  Tm  unco  ta'en  up  wi't,  thej  niak'  . 

He's  just  a  town's-talk — he's  a  bje-or. 

I  ne'er  can  forget  sic  a  laugh  as  I  gat 

To  see  him  put  on  father's  waistcoat  and  hat? 

Then  the  lang-leg^t  boots  gaed  sae  iar  o 

The  tap  loops  wi'  his  fingers  he  grippit  wi'  ease. 
Then  he  marcht  thro'  the  house,  ho  marcht  but,  1 

marcht  ben, 
Sae  like  monj  mae  o'  our  gceat-little  men, 
That  I  ieugh  clean  outright,  for  I  couldna  conUin 
"  '  ■      "  -  -  n  ancient-like  wean. 


But  mid  a'  his  daffin  sii 

he  shows. 

That  he's  dear  to  nij 

theros< 
An'  the  unclouded  hinnie-beam  aye  ii 
Mak'a  him  ererj  daj  dearer  an'  dearer  ti 
Though  fortune  be  saucj,  an'  dorty,  an'  d< 
An'  glooms  thro'  her  fingers,  like   hills 

When  bodies  ha'e  got  ae  bit  hajfi  o'  their 
He  can  cheer  up  their  hearts, — he's  the  v 


COCKIE-LEERIE-LA. 


Theei  is  a  country  gentleman,  who  leads  a  thrifty 
nk  morning  scrapin'  orra  things  (heather  for  his 

Hia  coat  o'  glowin'  rnddy  brown,  and  wavelet  wi' 

gold— 
A  crunson  crown  upon  hia  head,  well  fitting  one  ao 

bold. 

If  ithera  pick  where  he  did  aorape,  he  brings  them 
For,  hke  a  man  o'  mettle,  he — siclike  meets  face  to 
He  gi'es  the  loons  a  letherin',  a  crackit  croon  to 
There  ia  nae  gaun  about  the  buss  wi'  Cockie-leerie- 


His  step  ia 


nly,  his  look  both  grave  o 


To  bear  hia  rich  and  stately  tail  should   have  a 

pretty  page ; 
An'  tho'  he  hauda  his  head  fii'  hio,  he  glinteth  to 

the  grun, 
Nor  fyles  his  silver  spurs  in  dubs  wi'  glow'rin'  at 

the  sun : 


And  whylea  I've  tlioct  had  he  a  haun  wharwi'  to 

grip  a  stickie, 
A  pair  o'  specks  across  his  neb,  an'  roun  his  neck  a 

dickie. 
That  weans  wad  laughin'  haud  their  aides,  an'  cry — 

"Preaerve  us  a'l 
Te're   aome  frien'  to   Doctor  Drawblood,   douce 

CockJe-leerie-la!" 
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So  learn  frae  Lim  to  tbink 

what  ye  need, 
For  lie  that  gapes  till  he  I 

be  dead; 
An'  if  ye   live  io  idleness,  yell  find 


e  to  work  for 
I J  gnpe  till  he 


Tliat  they  wha 


a  work  in  heal  will  hunger  ii 


An'  hain  wi'  care  ilk  B^r-won  plack,  aucl  honest 

pride  will  fill 
Tout  purse  wi'  gear— e'en  far-aff  frien'a  will  bring 

grist  to  your  mill ; 
An'  if,  when  grown  to  be  a  man,  your  name's  with- 

Q  your  pipes  to — 


THE    CHEATERIE    PACKMAN. 


Tlwbelngsofthft  mind 

It  wai  yet  pretty  early  in  the  mornitig  when  I 
arrired  at  the  inn  of  Skreigh,  and  never  having 
been  in  that  part  of  tbe  country  before,  my  heart 
misgave  me  at  the  appearance  of  the  house,  and  I 
thought  that  surely  I  had  mistaken  the  road,  an 
awful  idea  to  a  man  who  had  walked  twelve  miles 
before  breakfast !  It  was  a  buge,  gray,  dismantled 
edifice,  standing  alone  in  a  wild  country,  and  pre- 
senting evident  traces  of  a  time  when  the  baabces 
of  the  traveller  might  have  procured  him  lodgings 
within  its  walls  for  a  longer  period  than  suited  his 
convenience.  On  entering  the  parlor,  although 
the  "  base  uses"  to  which  tbia  ancient  mansion  had 
returned  were  clearly  indicated  by  certain  gill- 
stroups  scattered  about  the  dirty  tables,  yet  the 
eitraordinary  she  of  the  room,  the  iownosa  of  the 
walls,  and  the  scantiness  of  the  furniture,  kept  up 
in  my  mind  the  associations  which  had  been  sug- 
gested by  the  exterior;  and  it  was  not  tiU  the  aro- 
ma of  tea,  and  the  Btill  more  "  fragrant  lunt"  of  a 
Finnan  haddie  had  saluted  my  senses,  that  the 
visions  of  the  olden  time  fled  from  my  eyes. 

While  busy  with  my  breakfeat,  another  traveller 
came  into  the  room.  He  had  a  pack  on  his  back 
and  an  ellwand  in  his  hand,  and  appeared  to  be  one 
of  those  travelling  philanthropistB — answering  to 
the  peddlers  of  the  south — who  carry  into  the  holes 
and  corners  of  the  sylvan  world  the  luxuries  of  the 
city.  Our  scene  being  on  the  bfst  aide  of  the 
Tweed,  I  need  not  say  that  the  body  had  a  sharp 
eye,  an  oily  face,  and  a  God-fearing  look.  He  sa 
down  over  against  me,  upon  one  of  the  tables,  ti 
rest  his  pack,  and  from  his  shining  shoes  and  order 
ly  apparel,  I  juiced  that  he  had  passed  the  night  ii 
the  houEO,  and  was  waiting  to  pay  his  score,  and 
fere  forth  agMn  upon  his  journey.  There  was,  not- 
withstanding, a  singular  eipros^on  of  fatigue  on 
Ma  yellow  eountenance.  A  common  observer  would 
hare  guessed  that  he  had  been  brim^ou  over  night, 
and  had  risen  before  he  had  quite  slept  o9'  the  ef- 
fects; but  to  me,  who  am  curious  in  such  matters, 
there  appeared  a  something  in  his  face  which  in- 
vested with  a  moral  dignity  an  expression  that 
would  otherwise  have  been  ludicrous  or  pitiable. 

Ever  and  anon  he  turned  a  longing  eye  upon  the 
[Innan  haddie,  but  as  often  edged  himself  with  a 
jerk  farther  away  from  the  temptation ;  and  when- 
ever the  landlady  came  into  the  room,  his  remon- 
strances on  her  delay,  at  first  delivered  in  a  moan- 
ing, heart-broken  tone,  became  at  last  absolutely 
cankered.  The  honest  wife,  however,  appeared 
determined  to  extend  the  hospitahty  of  breakfast 
to  her  guest,  and  made  sundry  lame  excuses  for  not 
"  bringing  ben  his  score,"  while  she  was  occupied 
in  displayhig  upon  my  table,  with  the  most  tempt- 


ing liberality,  the  various  good  things  that  const!- 
'     e  a  Scottish  breakfast. 

"  Are  you  not  for  breakfasting,  good  man,"  said 
!it  length,  "  before  you  go  forth  this  morning?" 
"  No,  please  God,"  said  he,  with  almost  a  jump, 
lo  carnal  comfort  shall  pass  my  lips  on  this  ade 
the  mill  of  Warlock!" 

"  The  mill  of  Warlock !"  repeated  I,  with  surprise, 
that  should  be  at  least  twelve  miles  from  this — 
]d  I  can  tell  you,  my  friend,  it  is  not  pleasant 
■aveiling  so  fer  on  an  empty  stomach.  If  you 
_  ive  any  urgent  reason  for  an  abstinence  that  wa 
of  the  kirk  of  Scotland  attach  no  merit  to,  you 
should  cot  have  loitered  in  bed  till  this  hour  of  the 
mornii^." 

The  packman  at  my  reproof,  put  on  a  kind  of 
blate  look,  but  his  features  gathering  graduaUy  into 
solemnity — 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "I  have  urgent  reasons  for  my 
conduct,  and  while  this  weary  wife  is  making  out 
my  score,  I  will,  if  yon  desire  it,  tell  you  the  story." 
Having  eagerly  Mgnified  my  assent,  the  packman 
wiped  his  ghstening  forehead,  and  with  a  heavy 
sigh  began  to  discourse  as  foflowa  r — 

'•  Aweel,  ear — it  was  at  this  time  yesterday  morn- 
ing I  arrived  at  the  mill  of  Warlock.  The  miller 
was  out,  and  his  wife,  glad  of  the  opportunity, 
rampauged  over  my  pack  like  one  demented. 
She  made  me  turn  out  every  article  in  my  augh^ 
and  kept  me  bargaining  about  this  and  that,  and 
fiyting  by  the  hour  about  the  price ;  and  after  all  it 
came  to  pass  that  thejaud  (Godfor^ve  me  I)  want- 
ed naethlng  of  more  value  than  tliree  dls  of  riband ! 
You  may  be  sure  that  I  was  not  that  pleased ;  and 
what  with  iktigue,  and  what  with  my  vexation, 
while  I  was  measuring  the  riband,  and  the  wife 
sklanting  round  at  the  looking-glass,  I  just  chpped 
—  by  mistake  like — a  half-ell  short.  Aweel,  ye'll 
say  that  was  just  naethlng  alter  the  fesh  I  had  had, 
and  moreover,  I  stoutly  refused  the  second  glass  of 
whiskey  she  offered  me  to  the  douroch ;  and  so, 
shouldering  my  pack  again,  I  took  the  way  in  an 
evil  hour  to  the  inn  of  Skreigh. 

"  It  was  late  at  night  when  I  arrived  here,  and  I 
had  been  on  my  legs  all  day,  so  that  you  may  think 
my  heart  warmed  to  the  auld  biggin,  and  I  looked 
forward  to  naething  waur  than  a  cozy  seat  by  the 
ingle-side,  or  chat  with  the  landlady  —  a  douce 
woman,  sir,  and  not  aye  so  slow  as  the  now,  foul 
fa'  her  I  (God  forgive  me!j  forby,  maybe,  a  half 
mutchin — or  twa  ;  and  all  these  things  of  a  truth  I 
had.  Not  that  I  exceeded  the  second  stoup,  a 
practice  which  I  hold  to  be  contra  bunoi  mores — 
but  yell  no  understand  Latin?  ye'll  be  from  the 
south!    AweeL — but  there  was  something  mair,  ye 
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ken,  quite  as  neeesgarj'  for  a  ChristiitQ  traveller 
and  a,  wearied  man  ;  and  at  last,  with  a  great  gaunt, 
I  Bpeered  at  the  Becving  hizrie  for  my  bedroon 

" '  Bed-room,'  quo'  she,  '  yc'il  no  be  gangii 
sleep  bere  the  night  ?' 

"  '  Atwee!,'  said  the  miatreaa.  '  I  am  unco 
but  every  room  in  the  house  is  fu'.  Hout  1  it'i 
a  step  to  the  town— no  abune  twal  milea  and  i 
took — and  ye  ken  every  inch  of  the  way  aa  weel  as 
the  brass  nails  on  your  ellwand.'  I  wish  I  may  be 
forgi'en  for  the  passion  they  put  me  iatjl !  To 
think  of  sending  me  out  such  a  gMt  my  iaue,  and 
near  the  sma'  houra '. 

"  '  0  ye  jaud  1'  cried  I,  '  if  the  gudeman  waa  no 
In  the  yird  the  night,  ye  would  craw  till  a  different 
tune!'  and  with  that  such  a  huliibailoo  was  raised 
amang  us,  that  at  last  the  folks  began  to  put  in 
their  shouthers  at  the  door  in  their  sarka  to  sneer 
what  was  the  matter. 


was  not  a  whiah  in  the  house,  and  not  a  stime  of 
light  in  the  room.  I  counted  over  ray  bargains  for 
the  day,  and  half  wished  I  had  not  made  the  mia- 
take  with  the  miller's  wife  ;  I  put  my  hand  out  at 
the  stock  of  the  bed  and  feit  my  pack,  amusing  my- 
self by  thinking  what  waa  this  lump  and  that;  but 
still  I  could  not  Bleep.  Then  by  degrees  my  other 
senses,  as  well  as  the  touch,  wearied  of  being  awake 
and  doing  nothing— fiend  tak  them— (God  forgive 
me !)  sought  employment.  I  liatencd  aa  if  in  spite 
of  myself,  to  hear  whether  there  waa  any  thing  stir- 
;  in  the  house,  and  looked  out  of  the  curtams  to 
if  any  hght  came  through  the  window  chinks. 
Not  a  whish- not  a  stimel  Then  I  sud  my  prajers 
again,  and  began  to  wish  grievously  that  the 
ure  had  her  half-ell  of  riband.  Then  my  nose 
needs  be  in  the  hobble,  and  I  thought  I  felt  a 
smell.  It  was  not  that  bad  a  smell,  but  it  was  a  smell 
not  know,  and  therefore  did  not  like.  The  air 


"  '  Aweel,  aweel,'  said  the  landlady,  in  the  hinder 
end,  quite  forfaughten,  a  wilfu'  man  maun  hae  liia 
way.  There  ia  but  ae  room  in  the  house  where 
there  is  no  a  living  aoul,  and  it's  naelhing  but  an 
auld  lumber-room.  However,  if  you  can  pass  the 
lime  with  another  half-mutehin  wbiio  Jenny  and  me 
rig  up  the  bed,  it  will  be  aa  much  at  your  service 
as  a  decenter  place.'  And  so,  having  gotten  the 
battle,  I  sat  myself  down  again,  and  Jenny  brought 
in  the  other  stoup — ye'U  be  saying  that  was  the 
third ;  but  there's  nae  rule  without  an  exception, 
and  moreover  ye  ken,  'three's  aye  canny.' 

"  At  last  and  at  length,  1  got  into  my  bed-room, 
and  it  was  no  that  ill-looking  at  all.  It  was  a  good 
wzeable  room,  with  a  few  sticks  of  old  furniture, 
forby  a  large  old-fashioned  bed.  I  laid  my  pack 
down,  aa  is  my  custom,  by  the  bedside,  and  after 
saymg  my  prayers,  put  out  the  candle  and  tum- 
bled in. 

"  Aweel,  sir,  whether  it  was  owing  to  my  being 
over  fatigued,  or  to  the  third  stoup  in  defiance  of 
the  proverb  being  no  canny,  I  know  not,  but  for 
the  life  of  me  I  could  not  sleep.  The  bed  waa  not 
a  bad  bed,  it  waa  roomy  and  convenient,  and  there 


seemed  close— feyeriah ;  Ithrew  off  the  bedclothes, 
and  begau  to  puff  and  pant.  Oh,  I  did  wish  then 
that  I  had  never  seen  the  physiog  of  the  miller's  wife ! 

"I  began  to  he  afraid.  The  entire  alence  seem- 
ed strange,  the  utter  darkness  more  strange,  and 
the  strange  smell  stranger  than  all.  I  at  first  grasp- 
ed at  the  bed-clothes,  and  pulled  them  over  my 
head;  but  I  had  bottled  in  the  smell  with  me;  and, 
rendered  intolerable  by  the  heat,  it  aeemed  like  the 
very  essence  of  typhus.  I  threw  off  the  clothes 
again  in  a  fright,  and  felt  persuaded  that  I  was  juat 
in  the  act  of  taking  some  awful  fever.  I  would 
hare  given  the  world  to  have  been  able  to  rise  and 
open  the  window,  but  the  world  would  have  been 
offered  me  in  vain  to  do  such  a  thing.  I  contented 
myself  with  Sapping  the  sheet  like  a  fan,  and  throw- 
ing my  arms  abroad  to  catch  the  wind. 

"  My  right  hand,  which  was  towards  the  stock  of 
the  bed,  constantly  lighted  upon  my  pack,  but  my 
leil  could  feel  naething  at  all,  save  that  there  waa  a 
space  between  the  bed  and  the  wall.  At  last,  lean- 
ing more  over  in  that  direction  than  heretofore, 
my  band  encountered  sometliing  a  little  lower  than 
the  surface  of  the  bed,  and  I  snatched  it  back  with 
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a  smotliered  cry,  I  knew  no  more  than  the  man  in 
the  moon  what  the  something  was,  but  it  Bent  a 
tingle  through  mj  fmme,  and  I  felt  the  sweat  begin 
to  break  over  mj  brow.  I  would  have  turned  to 
the  other  side,  but  I  felt  as  heasj  to  mj  own  mus- 
cles as  if  I  had  been  made  of  lead  ;  and  besides,  a 
fearful  curiosity  nailed  me  to  the  spot.  I  persuaded 
myself  that  it  was  from  thia  part  of  the  bed  that  the 
smell  arose.  Soon,  howerer,  with  a  anddcn  despe- 
ration, I  plunged  mj  hand  again  into  the  terrible 
abyss,  and  it  rested  upon  a  cauld,  stiff,  clammy 

"Now,  sir,  I  would  have  you  to  ken,  that  al- 
though I  cannot  wrestle  with  the  hidden  sympathies 
of  nature,  I  am  not  easily  frightened.  If  the  stout- 
est robber  that  erer  broke  breeks — ay,  or  ran  bare, 
for  there  ba  such  in  the  Hielands, — was  to  lay  a  fin- 
ger  on  my  pack,  I  would  baud  on  like  grim  death ; 
and  it  is  not  to  t*ll,  that  I  can  flyte  about  ae  baw- 
bee with  the  dourest  wife  In  the  conntry-aide  ;  but 
och,  and  alasl  to  see  me  at  that  moment,  on  the 
braid  of  my  back,  with  my  eyes  shut,  and  my  teelh 
set,  and  one  hand  on  the  phyalog  of  a  corp  1  The 
greatest  pain  I  endured  was  from  the  trembling  of 
my  body,  for  the  motion  forced  my  hand  into 
closer  connection  with  the  horrors  of  its  resting- 
place  ;  while  I  had  no  more  power  to  withdraw  it 
than  if  it  had  been  in  the  thumb-screws. 

"And  there  I  lay,  sir,  with  my  eyes  steeked,  as 
if  with  screw-nails,  my  brain  wandering  and  con- 
fused, and  whole  rivers  of  sweat  spouting  down  my 
body,  till  at  times  I  thought  I  had  got  fou,  and 


was  lying  sleeping  in  a  ditch.  To  tell  you  the 
history  of  roy  thoughts  at  that  time  is  impossible; 
but  the  miller's  wiie,  wo  be  upon  her!  she  rode 
me  like  the  night-hag.  I  tliink  1  must  hare  been 
asleep  a  part  of  the  time,  for  I  imagined  that  the 
wearisome  half-ell  of  riband  was  lied  about  my  neck 
like  a  halter,  and  that  I  was  on  the  eve  of  being 
choked.  I  ken  not  how  long  1  tholed  this  torment; 
but  at  last  I  heard  voices  and  sounds,  as  if  the 
sheriffe'  officers  of  hell  were  about  me,  and  in  a 
sudden  agony  of  great  fear,  I  opened  my  eyes. 

"It  was  broad  morning;  the  sun  was  shining  into 
the  room;  and  the  landlady  and  her  lasses  were 
riving  my  hand  from  the  face  of  the  corpse.  After 
casting  a  bewildeied  glance  around,  it  was  on  that 
fearful  object  my  eyes  rested,  and  I  recognized  the 
remains  of  an  old  serving  lass,  who  it  seems  died 
the  day  before,  and  was  huddled  into  that  room,  lo 
be  ont  of  the  way  of  the  company." 

At  tills  moment  the  landlady  entered  the  room 
with  his  score,  and  while  the  packman  sat  wiping 
his  brow,  entered  upon  her  defence. 

"  Ye  ken,  sir,"  siud  she, "  that  ye  wad  sleep  in  the 
house,  and  a  wilfu'  man  maun  hae  Iiis  way ;  but  ^n 
ye  had  lain  stilt,  like  an  honest  body  wi'  a  clean 
conscience,  and  no  gaen  rampauging  about  wi'  your 
hands  where  ye  had  no  business,  the  feint  a  harm 
it  would  hae  done  ye!"  The  packman  only  an- 
swered with  a  glance  of  ire,  as  he  thundered  down 
the  bawbees  upon  the  table,  and  turning  one  last 
look  upon  the  Pinnan  haddie,  groaned  deeply,  and 
went  forth  upon  his  journey. 
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Now  let's  sing  how  Miaa  M'Wharty, 
T'other  evening  had  a  party. 

To  have  a  cup  of  lea  ; 
And  how  she  had  collected 
All  the  friends  that  she  respected. 

All  as  merry  as  merry  could  be. 
Dames  and  damsels  came  in  dozens. 
With  two-three  country  cousins. 

In  their  lily-whites  so  gay ; 
Just  to  »t  and  chittflr-chatter. 
O'er  a  cup  of  scalding  water, 

In  tho  fashion  of  the  day. 

(Spoken  in  different  femalf  woices.)  'Dear  me, 
how  hae  ye  been  this  hing  time,  mem?  'Pretty 
weel,  I  thank  ya,  mem.  How  hae  ye  been  yonrsei?' 
'  O  mem,  I've  been  vera  ill  wi'  die  rheumatisms, 
and  though  I  were  your  tippet,  1  couldna  be  fu'er 
o'  ititchei  than  I  am ;  but  whan  did  ye  see  Mrs. 
Rnkecton?'  '0  mem,  I  haena  seen  her  this  lang 
time.  Did  ye  no  hear  that  Mrs.  Pinkerton  and  I 
hae  bad  a  difference  f  '  No,  mem,  I  didna  hear. 
What  was't  about,  mem?'  'Ill  tell  you  wliat  it 
was  about,  mem.  I  gaed  o'er  to  ca'  upon  her  ae 
day,  and  whi  n  I  gaed  in,  ye  see,  she's  sitdng  feed- 
ing the  parrot,  and  I  says  to  her,  '  Mrs,  Pinkerton, 
how  dye  do,  mem?' and  she  never  let  on  she  heard 
me ;  and  I  says  agdn,  '  Mrs.  Pinkerton,  how  d'ye 
do  ?'  I  saya,  and  wi'  that  she  turns  about,  and  says 
she,  'Mrs.  M'Saunter,  I'm  really  astonished  you 
should  come  and  ask  me  how  I  do,  considering  the 


and  my  husband  in 
public  companies !'  '  Mrs.  Pinkerton,'  quo'  I, 
'what's  that  ye  mean,  mem?'  and  then  she  began 
and  gicd  me  a'  the  iil-roannered  abuse  yon  can  pos- 
sibly conceive.  And  I  just  says  to  her,  quo'  1,  '  Sirs. 
Pinkerton,'  quo'  I,  'that's  no  what  I  cam  to  hear, 
and  if  that's  the  way  ye  intend  to  gae  on,' quo'  I,  'I 
wish  ye  gudc  morning  ;'  so  I  comes  awa.  Now  I'll 
tell  ye  wliat  a'  this  waa  about.  Ye  see,  it  was  juat 
about  the  term  lime,  ye  ken,  they  flitted  aboon  us, 
and  I  gaed  up  on  tlie  term  morning  to  see  if  they 
wanted  a  kettle  boiled  or  any  thing  o'  that  bind; 
and  when  I  gaed  in,  Mr.  Pinkerton,  he's  sitting  in 
the  middle  o'  the  floor,  and  the  barber's  shaving  him, 
and  IJiG  barber  had  \^i  a'  his  face  round  wi'  the 
while  aaip,  and  Mr.  Pinkerton,  ye  ken,  has  a  very  red 
nose,  and  the  red  nose  sticking  through  the  white 
salp,  j  ust  put  me  in  mind  o'  a  carrot  sticking  through 
a  eoll^ftouxr;  and  I  very  innocently  happened  to 
mention  thia  in  a  party  where  I  had  been  dining, 
and  some  officious  body's  gane  and  tell't  Mrs.  Rn- 
kecton, and  Mrs.  Pinkerton's  ta'en  this  wonderfully 
amiss.  What  d'ye  think  o'  Mrs.  Pinks!'  'Deed, 
mem,  she's  no  worth  your  while ;  but  did  yon  hear 
wliat  happened  to  Mrs.  Clapperton  the  ither  day  f 
'  No,  mem.  What's  happened  to  her,  poor  body  V 
" you  that,  mem.     You  see,  she  w 
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and  a  white  muff,  and  there's  a  bubbly-jock*  coming 
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out  o'  tbe  breweree — and  whether  the  red  ^ 

had  ta'en  the  beast's  ejc  or  no.  I  dmna  ken,  but  the 
bubbly-jock  rins  after  Mrs.  Ciappcrton,' aiid  Mrs. 
Clapperton  ran,  poor  body,  and  the  bubbly-jock  after 
her,  and  in  crossing  the  causey,  ye  see,  her  fit  slip, 
pet,  and  the  mu£f  flew  frae  her,  and  there's  a  cart 
commg  past,  and  the  wheel  o'  the  cart  gaeB  o'er 
the  muff,  and  ae  gentleman  rins  and  hfta  Mrs.  Clap- 

Grton,  and  anither  hfts  the  mu^  and  whei  ' 
)ks  into  the  muff,  what's  there,  but  a  wee 
broken  bottle,  wi'  a  wee  soup  brandy  in't ;  and  the 
gentlemen  fell  a  looking  and  laughing  to  ano  ani- 
ther, and  they're  gaun  about  to  their  dinnerparties 
and  their  supper  parties,  and  telling  about  Mrs. 
Clapperton  wi'  the  bubbly-jock  and  the  bottle  o' 
brandy.  Kow  it's  vera  ill  done  o'  the  gentlemen  to 
do  any  thing  o'  the  kind,  for  Mrs.  Clapperton  was 
just  Uke  10  dcap  down  wi'  perfect  veiaUon,  for  she's 
a  body  0'  that  kind  o'  laithfu'  kmd  a'  dispodtion,  ehe 
wouldjiist  as  soon  take  aquafortis  as  she  would  take 
brandy  in  ony  clandestine  kindo'  manner  I 
Each  gemman  at  his  post  now, 
In  hanjjing  tea  or  toast  now, 

la  striving  to  outshine ; 
While  keen  to  find  a  handle 
To  tip  a  little  Ecandal, 

The  ladies  all  combine ; 
Of  this  one'a  dress  or  carriage. 
Or  t'other's  deatii  or  marriage, 

The  dear  chit-ehat'a  kept  up  ; 
While  the  kdy  from  the  table. 
Is  calling  while  sbe'a  able — 
"Will  jou  have  ano^er  cup?" 
'Dear  me,  you're  no  done,  mem— you'll  take  an- 
other cup,  mem— take  out  your  spoon.'  'Oh  no, 
mem,  I  never  take  midr  than  ae  cup  upon  ony  occa- 
sion.' '  Toots,  sic  nonsense.'  'You  may  tools  awa, 
but  it's  true  sense,  mem.  And  whan  did  ye  see  Mrs. 
Petticraw,  mem?'  'Deed,  I  haena  seen  her  this 
lang  time,  and  I'm  no  wanting  to  see  her ;  she's  a 
body  o'  that  kind,  that  just  gangs  frae  house  to 
house  gathering  clashes,  and  gets  her  tea  here  and 
her  tea  there,  and  tolls  in  your  house  what  she 
hears  in  mine,  and  when  she  begins,  she  claver 
clavera  on  and  on,  and  the  claver  just  comes  fi-ae 
her  as  if  it  cam'  aff  a  clem,  and  there's  nae  end  o' 
her.'  '  0  yoa  maun  eicuse  her,  poor  body,  ye  ken 
she's  lost  a'  her  leetli,  and  her  tongue  vjeariei  in  her 
mouth  wantin'  eompaay.'  '  Deed  they  may  eicuse 
her  that  wants  her,  for  it's  no  me.  Oh !  ladies,  did 
ye  hear  what's  happened  m  Mr.  M'Farlane's  family  f 
there's  an  awtu'  circumstance  happened  in  that 
femily,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M'Farlane  haevna  spoken  to 
ane  anither  for  this  fortnight,  and  I'll  tell  you  the 
reason  o't.  Mra.  M'Farlane,  poor  body,  had  lost 
ane  o'  her  teeth,  and  she  gaed  awa  to  the  dentist  to 
get  a  tooth  put  in,  and  the  dentist  showed  her  twa- 
Mree  kinds  0'  thera,  and  amang  the  rest  he  showed 
her  a  Waterloo  ane,  and  she  thought  she  would  hae 
a  Waterloo  ane,  poor  body.  Weel  the  dentistputs 
in  ane  to  her,  and  the  tooth's  tuitning  in  her  head 
a'  day,  and  when  ahe  gangs  to  her  bed  at  nieht,  aa 
she  tells  me — but  I'm  certain  she  must  hare  been 
dreaming— just  about  ane  or  tvra  o'clock  0'  (he 
morning,  mem,  just  about  ane  or  twa  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  when  she  looks  out  o'  her  bed,  there's  a 
great  lang  sodger  standing  at  the  bedside,  and 
quo"  she,  '  Man,  what  are  ye  wanting  ? '  she  says. 
Quo'  be,  '  Mrs.  M'Farlane,  that's  my  tooth  that  ye've 
got  in  your  mouth.'     '  Your  tooth ! '  quo'  she,  '  the  | 


very  tooth  I  bought  the  day  a 
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terloo.'     'Yo  lost  it  i..    , 

Weel,  wi'  that  he  comea  forret  to  pit  hia  finger  into 
Mra,  M'Farlane's  mouth  to  tak'  the  teeth  out  o'  her 
mouth,  and  ahe  gies  a  anap,  and  catch'd  him  by  the 
finger,  and  he  gied  a  great  ecriech  and  took  her  a 
gowf  i'  the  side  0'  the  head,  and  that  waukened  her, 
and  when  she  waukena,  what  has  she  gotten  but 
Mr.  M'Farlane's  finger  atween  her  teeth,  and  him 
roaring  like  to  gang  out  o'  hia  judgment !  I  Koo, 
Mr.  M'Farlane  has  been  gaun  about  wi'  bis  thumb  ina 
clout,  and  looking  as  auriy  as  a  bear,  for  he  thinks 
Mrs.  M'Farlane  had  done  it  out  o'  apite,  because  he 
wadna  let  her  buy  a  sofa  at  a  sale  the  other  day ; 
noo  it's  vera  ill-done  0'  Mr.  M'Farlane  to  think  onv 
thing  0'  that  kind,  us  if  ony  woman  would  gang 
and  Sifeher  dn/ssAand  blood  if  she  kenl  o't.' 
Miss  M'Wharty,  with  a  smile, 
Asks  the  ladies  to  beguile 

An  hour  with  whist  or  loo  ; 
While  old  uncle  cries  "  Don't  plague  us  ; 
Bring  the  toddy  and  the  negus — 

We'll  have  a  song  or  Wo?' 
"  Oh  dear  me,  uncle  Joseph  ! 
Pray  do  not  snap  one's  nose  off; 

You'll  have  tojdy  when  you're  dry, 
With  a  little  ham  and  chicken, 
An'  some  other  dainty  piokin' 
For  the  ladies,  by-and-by." 
'  Weel,  mem,  how's  your  frien'  Mrs.   Howdyson 
coming  on  in  thae  times,  when  there  is  sac  muckle 
influenza  gaunaboutamangfamifies?  '     'Mrs.  How- 
dyson !  na,  ye  maun  ask  somebody  that  kens  better 
about  her  than  I  do.     I  La  nae  seen  Mrs.  Howdy- 
son for  three  months.'     'Dear  me  I  do  ye  tell  me 
sae?  you  that  used  to  be  hke  twa  sisters!  how  did 
sic  a  wonderfu'  change  as  that  come  about  ? '  '  'Deed, 
mem,  it  was  a  very  silly  matter  did  it  a'.    Some  five 
months    since,  ye   see,   mem  (but    ye  maunna  be 
speaking  about  it),  Mrs.  Ilowdyson  called  on  mc  ae 
forenoon,  and  after  atting  awhile  she  drew  a  paper 
parcel  out  o'  her  muff : — '  Yell  no  ken  what  this  is  t ' 
'dshe.    'No.'quol, 'it'snoverylikely,'   'Weel, 
my  worthy  husband's  satin  brocks,  that  he  had 
the  day  we  were  married ;  and  I'm  gaun  awa  to 
S3  Gushat  to  get  her  to  mak  them  into  a  bonnet 
for  myseL  for  I  hae  a  great  respect  for  them  on  ac- 
mnt  of  him  that's  awa','    RespectI  thinksl  to  my- 
1  (for  about  this  time  she  was  spoke  0'  wi'  Deacon 
Purdie),  queer  kind  o'  respect! — trying  to  catch  a 
— idman  wi' a  bonnet  made  out  o' the  auld 
■eeka! — but  I  said  nothing.     Weel,  twa  or 
three    weeks   after   this,  1  was  taking  a  walk  wi' 
anither  lady,  and  wha  should  we  meet  but  Mrs. 
Ilowdyson,  wi'  a  fine,  Uashy,  black  satin  bonnet  on  1 
itopped,  and  chatted  about  (he  weather, 
and  (he  great  mortality  that  was  in  the  town,  and 
when  shaking  hands  wi'  her  at  parting,  I,  without 

ing  ony  ill,  gae  a  nod  at  her  bonnet,  and  hap- 

I  to  say,  in  my  thoughtless  kind  0'  way,  'Is  that 
reeks?' never  mlndin' at  the  time  that  there 
stranger  lady  wi'  oie.  Now  this  was  maybe 
wrang  in  me,  but  considering  our  intimacy,  I  never 
dreamed  she  had  ta'en't  amiss  tiU  twa  three  Sun- 
days after,  I  met  her  gaun  to  the  kirk  atang  wi' 
Miss  Furdie,  and  I  happened  to  hae  on  ane  0'  thae 
new  fashionable  bonnets — reaUy,  it  was  an  elegant 
shaped  boimet  I  and  trimmed  in  the  most  tasteful 
and  becoming  manner^— it  was,  in  short,  such  a  bon- 
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net  RS  onj  lady  might  have  been  proud  to  be  Been 
in.  Weel,  for  a'  that,  mem,  we  hadna  stood  kiig 
before  she  began  on  my  poor  boonet,  and  called  it 
a'  the  ngly-lookicg  things  sho  could  think  o',  and 
adtlaed  me  to  gang  hame  and  change  it,  for  I 
looked  ao  vulgar  and  dafrUke  lo't.  At  length  I  got 
netted  at  her  abuse,  for  I  kent  it  was  a'  out  o 
spite;  Mrs.  Howdysoa,  Baya  I,  the  bonnet  may  bo 
baith  Tulgar  and  daftlike,  as  jou  say,  but  I'm  no 
half  aae  vulgar  or  eae  daitlike  aa  I  wad  be,  if,  like 
some  folte,  I  were  gaun  to  the  Mrk  wi'  a  pair  o' 
aidd  breeki  on  tny  head  !  So  I  turns  On  my  heel  and 
laft  them ;  but  though  it  was  the  Sabbath-day,  I 
could  not  help  thinking  to  myael — mj  lady,  I  trow 
I've  ^ven  yon  a  lozenge  to  aook  that'll  keep  you 
frae  sleeping  better  than  ony  confecliouary  you've 
ta'en  to  the  kirk  wi'  je  this  while,' 

'Weel,  ladies,  there  are  some  strange  kind  o' 
folks  to  ba  met  with  after  a'.  I've  just  been  listen- 
ing to  your  crack,  and  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  now 
married  ladj  I  was  visiting  the  ither  day.  Before 
she  waa  married,  she  waa  one  of  the  dresaiest  belles 
we  had  about  the  town  j  and  as  for  chan^ng  bon- 
ncta,  you  would  seldom  meet  her  twice  wi'  the  same 
ane  on.  But  now,  though  she  has  been  little  mair 
than  three  months  married,  she  has  become  one  of 
the  most  idle  tawpie  drabs  that  ever  was  seen,  and 
has  so  many  romantic  fancies  and  stupid  conceits 
about  her,  that  I  oft«n  canna  help  pitying  the  poor 
husband.  Besides,  she  kens  nac  mair  about  house 
matters  than  if  she  had  never  heard  o'  sio  things. 
She  was  an  only  dochter,  you  see,  aud,  like  the  ewe's 
pet  lamb,  she  got  mair  licking  than  learning.  Just 
to  ^e  je  au  instance  o'  her  maoagement,- 
me  she  was  making  preparations  for  a  d! 
her  husband  was  going  to  give  in  a  day  or  twa,  and, 
amang  ither  things,  she  said  that  he  wanted 
key  in  ruffles.'  'Turkey  hi  ruffles!  quo  I,  tl 
queer  kind  o'  a  dish  I '  '  Queer  as  it  is.  111  m 
it.'  'I  would  Uke  to  see  it,'  quo'  I.  So  wi 
she  rings  the  bell  and  orders  the  servant  to  bi  _ 
ben.    Wccl,  what's  this  but  a  turkey  ;  the  feathers 


were  aff,  to  be  sure,  which  showed  some  snia'  glim- 
mering o'  sense,  but  the  neck  o'  the  beast  waa  a' 
done  up  wi'  fine  cambric  ruffles ;  these  were  to  be 
ta'eu  aff,  it  seems,  till  it  was  roasted,  and  then  it 
was  to  get  on  ila  finery  again,  so  as  to  appear  in  full 
puff  before  the  company,  and  this  was  what  she 
called  a  turkey  in  mfBes.  '  Dear  me,  quo'  I,  this  is  a. 
way  o'  dreising  a  turl^  I  never  saw  before — fm 
thinking  the  guidman^ust  have  meant  tarkey  and 
truffles.'  'Truffles!'  cried  she,  looking  like  a  be- 
wildered goose,  and '  what's  truffles,  in  a'the  woridf 
'  Just  look  your  cookery-book,  quo'  I,  and  you'll 
find  that  trutSes  are  no  made  o'  cambric  muslin.' 
Now,  ladies  did  you  ever  hear  such  ignorance?  but, 
better  than  that,  she  went  on  to  t«ll  nie  how  she 
had  sent  the  servant  to  the  market  to  buy  a  hare, 
but,  Bays  she,  '  what  do  yon  think 
the  stupid  creature  did  P  instead  of  a  hare,  she 
brought  n 


_its  dinna  mak  guid  haresoup.'  '  No,  quo'  I ;  hare- 
soup  made  o'  ratlnli  may  be  a  rare  <^sh,  but  it's  no 
to  my  taste.'  'That's  just  my  opinion;  ao,  as 
they're  gay  and  white  in  the  flesh,  I'm  thinking  just 
to  make  a  bit  veal-pie  o'  them ;— Vbat  do  you  think 
o'that  for  economy?'  'Eicellent,  quo'  I,  if  you 
can  manage  it.'  '  But,'  aaid  she,  '  I'm  to  hae  A 
haggia  too,  as  a  novelty  to  some  Engfish  gentlemen 
that  are  to  be  of  the  parly;  now,  I'm  thmking  of 
having  the  bag  of  the  haggia  died  tuckey-red  ;  it's 
a  fancy  o'  my  ain,  and  I  think  it  would  astonish 
them ;  besides,  it  would  cut  such  a  dash  on  the  ta- 
ble.' 'Dash  on  the  tabic!  quo'  I,  uae  doubt  it 
would  cut  a  dash  on  the  table; — but  wha  ever 
heard  o'  a  turkey-red  haggis  before?'  Now,  I 
think,  ladies,  if  my  frien'  can  either  make  hore-iaap 
or  a  veal-pie  out  of  a  pur  of  rabbiU,  she'll  beeven 
a  greater  genius  than  Mrs.  Howdyaon,  wi'  her  new 
bomiet  made  out  o'  a  piur  of  auld  breeks  1 ' 

So  thus  to  ait  and  chitter  chatter 
O'er  a  cup  o'  scalding  water, 
Is  the  fastuon  o'  the  day. 


EXTRACTS   TROM    "THE    LAIRD  OF  LOGAN." 


The  Uscit  Apolobt.  — Logan^  happened  one  | 
evening  to  be  at  a  convivial  party  in  Irvine,  where 
the  toast  and  the  song  performed  their  merry 
round.  A  lady  present  being  called  on  to  con- 
tribute to  the  hilarity  of  the  evening,  eicused 
heraelf  by  saying  she  had  only  one  song,  and  it  was 
so  threadbare,  ahe  was  afraid  to  aing  it.  "  Hoot, 
madam,"  cried  our  wag,  "  so  much  the  better,  for 
if  its  tlu'eadbare,  you'll  get  the  easier  through  it." 

Good  Esccsk  for  i  Bad  Hat,— Logan,  like  some 
other  eccentrics,  seema  to  have  disliked  parting 
with  his  old  habiliments.  Visiting  London  on  some 
occasion,  hs  was  met  by  an  acquaintance  In  one  of 
the  fashionable  re^Ons  of  the  city,  who,  obsecvmg 
the  Liurd  to  have  on  a  "  shocking  bad  hat,"  could 
not  refrain  from  espceaaing  bis  surprise  at  his  negli- 
gence. "  Oh,"  rejohia  the  wit,  "  it  makes  nae  dif- 
ference what  I  wear  here — no  ane  kena  me."  This, 
of  course,  was  a  settler.  Some  short  time  after- 
wards, however,  the  parties  met  again  inEdinburgh, 
at  Logan'a  old  favorite  haunt — the  old  favorite 
'    '-    crowning    — ^ 


Now,  thinks  the  assailant,  I  shall  certainly  hedge 
him.  "  Well,  Logan,  stil!  Btickmg  to  the  old  hat  1" 
"Hoot,  man!"  replies  the  wit,  dryly,  "what  mat- 
ters what  I  wear  here  ? — everybody  kens  me." 

LovK  AT  Sight. — A  servant  gW,  of  no  strong 
intellect,  who  lived  with  a  lady  m  the  neighborhood 
of  PMsley,  one  day  surprised  her  miatresa  by  giving 
up  her  place.  The  lady  inquired  the  cause,  and 
found  that  it  was  that  fertile  source  of  diaaensiou 
between  mistress  and  maid-servant — a  lad.  "  And 
who  is  this  lad !"  inquired  her  mistress.  "  On,  he's 
a  nice  lad — a  lad  that  sits  in  the  kirk  Just  forenant 
me."  "  And  when  does  he  intend  that  you  a.nd  he 
should  be  married  ?"  "I  dimia  ken."  "Are  you 
sure  he  intends  to  marry  you  at  all?"  "I  daur  say 
he  does,  mem."  "Have  you  had  much  of  each 
other's  company?"  "No  yet."  "When  did  you 
last  converse  with  him  ?"  "  Deed,  we  hae  nae  con- 
versed ava  yet."  "Then  how  should  you  suppose 
that  he  ia  going  to  marry  you  ?"  "  Ou,"  replied  the 
simple  girl,  "he's  been  lang  lookin'  at  me,  and  I 
think  he'll  soon  be  speakin'." 
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arose  from  their  unusual  eipoEoro  in  the  w  tnesa 
boi,  (a,  aquare  structare  in  the  centre  of  tbe  Court 
Httll,  elevated  couaiderablj  above  the  floor  )  f  om 
fear  of  their  expresaons  being  laughed  at  or  Irom 
whatever  cause,  certain  it  is,  Qiej  spoke  o  maud 
bly  and  indistinctly,  that  the  jury,  again  and  again, 
complMoed,  and  hia  lordship  aa  often  admonished 
them  to  apeak  out ;  but,  notwithatanding  repeated 
admonitions,  they  again  and  again  resumed  their 
under  tono  till  of  new  reminded :— on  this  aeeount, 
the  patience  of  the  Judge  was  most  severely  tried, 
and  by  the  time  the  examination  was  finished,  he 
was  visibly  suppressing  great  irritation.  At  this 
juncture,  there  approached  through  the  crowd,  to- 
wards the  witness  boi,  a  tall,  st«ut  fellow,  with  a 
fiiBtian  sleeved  j'acket,  capacious  corduroy  inei- 
presables,  blue  rig-and-fur  hoae,  and  strong  lumps 
of  shoes,  well  eupphed  with  lackcts— who,  with 
pavier-lifce  thumpa,  tramped  up  the  wooden  steps 
inl<i  the  boi,  kid  liis  bonnet  on  the  seat,  a,nd  sous- 
ing himself  down  on  it,  stared  about  with  seeming 
indifference,  as  if  he  tad  nothing  more  to  do. 
This  uncomtaon  nonchalance  his  lordship  eyed 
with  flurprlae,  and  having  promptly  ordered  him  to 
stand  up,  and  adminietored  the  oath,  he,  with  a 
fearfiil  scowl  and  gruff  manper,  addressed  him ; 
"Witness,  let  me  tell  you,  that  my  brother  (mean- 
ing the  other  Judge)  and  I  have  this  day  been  put 
to  great  trouble  examining  witnesses  who  would  not, 
or  could  not,  speak  above  their  breath ; — now,  sir,  I 
see  you're  a  strong  young  man,  and  being  a  carter, 
as  I  understand,  and  accustomed  to  speak  out  to 
your  horses,  you  can  have  no  such  apology ;  and. 


Ere  Ilia  vollci  wag  well 
«ioua  of  wrong  by  him  to 
call  for  such  a  threat,  changed  color — atare'd  wildly 
around — hitched  up  the  headband  of  his  small 
clothes, — and  betrayed  such  strange  symptoms,  that 
his  lordship,  imputing  them  to  disrespect  or  in- 
difference, called  out.  "  stand  still,  sir— mind  what 
Tve  said  to  you."  This  acted  like  an  electric  shock 
on  the  witness,  for  he  instantly  grasped  the  har  be- 
fore him,  stood  Block-still,  gaping  as  petrified,  Hia 
lordship  then  resumed  hie  seat,  and  called  out  to 
the  witness,  "What's  your  name?"  "Bauldy 
M'Luckie,"  was  instantly  roared  out  in  a  voice  more 
resembling  the  diecharge  of  a  piece  of  artillery, 
than  the  ordinary  action  of  the  vocal  organs.  The 
amazement  was  succeeded  by  a  burst  of  irrepresd- 
ble  laughter  from  the  audience,  and  the  lengthened 
bawl  of  "  Si-lecoe,"  by  the  macer,  while  the  effect 
of  it  on  his  lordship  was  such,  that,  instinctively 
dropping  the  pen,  clapping  both  hands  to  his  ears, 
and  looking  daggers  at  Bauldy,  he  eidaimed, 
"What's  the  meaning  of  that,  sirP"  Bau]dy,  who 
thought  his  lordship  now  meant  to  quarrel  with 
him  for  not  speakmg  loud  enough,  immediately  an- 
swered in  the  same  tone,  "  I  never  spoke  louder  to 
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the  brutca  in  mj  life."  A  perfect  explosion  of 
langhler  eucoeeded;  which,  for  some  time,  defied 
every  effort  of  the  macer  and  the  court  to  get  re- 
pressed; cTcn  his  lordship,  whose  kindness  of 
heart  was  wall  Isnown,  smilingly  obseryed,  "Surely 
you  doa't  consider  us  your  brutes,  sir, — you  should 
know  there's  a  ^fferenoe  betwixt  roaring  and  speak- 
ing. Remember  where  you're  standing,  sic."  This 
memento  wrought  on  Bauldy  prodi^oualy — his 
bands  clenched  convulsively  the  bar  in  front — the 
perspiration  broke  in  drops  on  his  face — his  eyes 
seemed  fixed,  andhis  whole  frame  fearfully  agitated. 
In  vain  were  questions  put  to  him  from  both  sides 
of  the  bar — fruitless  were  eipostulations  or  threats 
— Ilia  answers  were  all  of  the  non  mi  reeordo  class, 
except  two,  to  which  no  importance  seemed  at- 
tached by  any  one,  unless  Bauldy,  namely,  "That 
he  stiud  wi'  his  jnither  in  the  Bri^ate;  and  ho 
kent  she  was  aulder  than  Mmsel'."  Seeing,  there- 
fore, that  nothing  further  could  be  elicited  from 
Bauidj,  bis  lordship  imputed  it  to  Bauldy's  wish  to 
conceal  the  truth,  in  a  surly  roaaner  ordered  him  to 


get  away.  This  operated  like  a  charm;  Bauldy 
and  bonnet  were  instantly  in  motion.  His  preci- 
pitate tramp  down  the  narrow  steps,  however, 
ended  rather  angracefully,  for  having  tripped  him- 
self, down  he  came,  at  length,  on  the  top  of  a  man, 
whose  rueful  gestures  and  looks,  under  the  weight 
and  desperate  grasp  of  Bauldy,  found  no  consola- 
tion or  apology,  other  tiian  the  convulsive  laughter 
of  the  audience,  and  the  hasty  remark  of  Bauldy  at 
striding  away — "Did  ye  e'er  see  sick  a  cankry  buf- 
fer as  3iat."  On  getting  outside  the  court,  Bauldy's 
mother  and  some  cronies  were  overheard  asking 
him  how  he  had  come  on ; — "  Come  on,"  said  he, 
"  I  thought  the  auld  buffer  would  hac  worried  me ; 
he  said  Tie  would  send  me  down  to  jail  whaur  I 
stood — I  lost  my  sight — and  gaed  clean  doited — I 
was  Ilka  to  swarf,  but  I  held  firm  by  the  bauk,  for 
fear  they  might  knock  the  boddom  frao  neath  my 
feet,  and  send  me  below  in  an  instant,  as  he  said — 
yon's  nae  fun  ava.  Come  awa,  lads,  my  throat's  as 
dry  as  a  whistle,  and  ^'e  me  a  dram  to  drajk  the 
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From  the  first  moment  I  clapped  eye  on  the 
caricature  thing  of  a  coat,  that  Tommy  Bodkin 
had,  in  my  absence,  shaped  out  for  Cursecowl  the 
butcher,  I  foresaw,  in  my  own  mind,  that  a  catas- 
trophe was  brewing  for  us ;  and  never  did  soldier 
ard  himself  to  fight  the  French,  or  sailor  prepare 
for  a  sea-storm,  with  greater  alacrity,  than  I  did  to 
cope  with  ^0  bull-dog  anger,  and  buffet  back  the 
uproarious  vengeance  of  our  heathenish  customer. 

At  first  I  thought  of  letdng  the  tiung  take  its 
natural  course,  and  of  threaping  down  Cursecowl's 
throat,  that  he  must  have  been  feloniously  keeping 
in  his  breath,  when  Tommy  took  Ws  measure ;  and, 
moreover,  that  as  it  was  the  ^hion  to  be  strught- 
laced,  Tommy  had  done  his  utmost,  trying  to  make 
him  loot  like  his  betlere ;  till,  my  conscience  cheek- 
ing me  for  such  a  nefarious  intention,  1  endeavored, 
as  became  me  in  the  relations  of  man,  merchant, 
and  Christian,  to  solder  the  matter  peaceably,  and 
show  him,  if  there  was  a  fault  committed,  that 
there  was  no  evil  intention  on  my  side  of  the  house. 
To  this  end,  I  despatched  the  bit  servant  wench,  on 
the  Friday  afternoon,  to  deliver  the  coat,  which 
was  neatly  lied  up  in  brown  paper,  and  directed — 
"Hr.  Cursecowl,  with  care,"  and  to  buy  a  sheep's 
head ;  bidding  her,  by  way  of  being  civil,  give  my 
kind  compliments,  and  enquire  how  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Cursecowl,  and  the  five  little  Miss  Cursecowls,  were 
keeping  their  healths,  and  truating  to  his  honor  in 
sending  me  a  good  article.     But  have  a  moment's 

Being  busy  at  llie  time,  turning  a  pair  of  kutti- 
kins  for  old  Mr.  Mooleypouch,  the  mealmonger, 
when  the  lassie  came  back,  I  had  no  mind  of  ask- 
ing a  sight  of  the  sheep's  head,  as  I  aye  like  the 
Uttle  black-faced,  in  preference  to  the  white,  (at, 
iaxy  Cheviot-breed;  but,  most  providentially,  I 
eatched  a  gliskie  of  the  wench  passing  the  rfiop- 
window,  on  the  road  over  to  Jacob  Coom,  the 


smith's,  to  get  it  singed,  having  been  despatched 

there  by  her  mistress.    Running  round  the  counter 

like  lightning,  I  opened  the  sneck,  and  hallooed  to 

'   r  to  wheel  to  the  right  about,  having,  somehow 

other,  a.  superstitious  lon^ug  to  look  at  the 

]icle.    As  I  was  saying,  there  was  a  Providence 

this,  which,  at  the  time,  mortal  man  coold  never 

have  thought  of. 

James  Batter  had  popped  in  with  a  newspaper 
in  his  hand,  to  read  me  a  curious  account  of  a 
Mermaid,  that  was  seen  ringing  a  Gaelic  song, 
and  combing  its  hair  with  a  tortoiseshell  comb, 
someway  terrible  fer  north  about  Shetland,  by  a 
respectable  minister  of  the  district,  riding  home  in 
the  gloaming,  after  a  presbytery  dinner.  So,  as  he 
was  just  taking  off  hia  spectacles  cannily,  and  say- 
ing to  me — "And  was  not  that  droll  ?"— the  lasae 
spread  down  her  towel  on  the  counter,  when,  lol 
and  behold  I  such  an  abominable  spectacle  1  Jamea 
Batter  observing  me  run  back,  and  turn  white,  put 
on  hia  glasses  again,  cannily  taJdng  them  oi'  '"    " 


ring  a 


with 


at  the  towel,  almost  touched  the  beast's  : 

"  And  what  in  the  name  of  goodness  is  the  mat- 
ter?" quo'  James  Batter;  "ye  seem  in  a  wonderful 
quandary !" 


with  atrdght  horna,  and  a  vlsnomy,  all  colors  of  the 
rainbow — red,  blue,  orange,  green,  yellow,  white, 
and  black  ?" 

"Deed  it  is,"  said  James,  after  a  nearer  inspec- 
tion; "it  must  be  a  lowsj-naturay.  I'm  sure  I 
have  read  most  of  Buflbn's  books,  and  I  have  never 
heard  tell  of  the  hke.    It's  gey  and  qnerish." 

"Od!  James,"  answered  J,  "ye  take  everything 
very  canny ;  you're  a  philosopher,  to  be  sure  ;  but. 
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I  dare  Kaj,  if  the  moon  vas  to  fall  from  the  lift, 
and  knock  down  the  old  kirk,  ye  would  aaj  no 
more  than  '  it's  gej  and  queerish.' " 

"Queerish,  manl  do  ye  not  see  that?"  added  I, 
shoving  down  hia  head  mofitly  on  the  top  of  it. 
"  Do  je  not  Bee  that  ?  awful,  most  awful  1  eilonish- 
ingl  I     Do  ye  not  Bee  that  long  beard?    Who,  in 

sheep's  head,  in  a  ChHsCiaa  laad,  with  a  beard  nko 
an  unshaken  jew,  crying  '  ow!  olowee,'  with  a  green 
bag  over  his  left  shoulder  I" 

"Dog  OQ  it,"  said  James,  giving  a  fii^e  with  hia 
hiJnchea  ;  "  Dog  on  it,  a8  I  am  a  liring  sinner,  that 
is  the  bead  of  a  Willy  goat," 

"Willie,  or  Nannie,'' answered  I,  "it's  not  meat 
for  me  [  and  never  shall  an  ounce  of  it  eroas  the 
eraig  of  my  family ; — that  is,  as  sure  as  ever  James 
Batter  drave  a  shuttle.  Give  counsel  in  need, 
James ;  what  is  to  be  done  f " 

"That  needs  consideration,"  quo' James,  giving 
a  bit  hoast.  "  Unless  he  makes  ample  apology,  and 
eiplains  (he  mistake  in  a  feaablo  way,  it  is  my 
humble  opinion  that  be  ought  to  be  summoned  be- 
fore his  betters.  That  is  the  legal  nay  to  make 
him  smart  for  his  sins." 

At  last,  a  thought  struck  me,  and  I  saw  farther 
through  my  difficulties  than  ever  mortal  man  did 
through  a  millstone ;  but,  like  a  politician,  I  minted 
not  the  matter  to  James,  keeping  my  tongue  can- 
nHy  within  my  teeth.  I  then  laid  the  head,  wrapped 
up  in  the  bit  towel,  in  a  corner  behind  the  counter ; 
and,  turning  my  face  round  again  to  James,  I  put 
my  hands  into  my  breeches  pockets,  as  if  nothing 
in  the  world  had  happened,  and  ventured  back  to 
tbe  story  of  the  Mermaid.  I  asked  him  how  she 
looked — what  kind  of  dresa  she  wore — if  she  swam 
with  her  corsets — what  was  the  color  of  her  halt — 
where  she  would  buy  the  tortoiseshell  comb — and 
BO  on;  when,  just  as  he  was  clearing  his  pipo  to 
reply,  who  should  burst  open  tbe  shop-door,  like  a 
clap  of  thunder  with  burning  cat's  ecu  and  a  face 
as  red  as  a  soldiers  jacket  but  Cursecowl  bmiself 


with  the  ce? 

ing  a  tremer 
essentialiy  i 
elder  of  our 


I  killing-coat  in  his  hand,— which,  giv- 
idous  eurse,  the  words  of  which  ore  not 
leceasary  for  me  to  repeat,  being  an 
kirk,  he  made  play  flee  at  me  with 
ouuu  n  uiiT,  that  it  twisted  round  my  neck,  and 
mostly  blinding  me,  made  me  doze  like  a  tottum. 
At  the  same  time,  to  clear  hia  way,  and  the  better 
to  enable  him  to  take  a  good  mark,  he  gave  James 
Batter  a  above,  that  made  him  stoiter  against  the 
wall,  and  snacked  the  good  new  farthing  tobacco- 
pipe,  that  James  was  taking  his  first  whiff  out  of; 
crying,  at  the  same  bleaaed  moment — "  Hold  out  o' 
my  road,  ye  long  withered  wabater.  Ye're  a  pair 
of  havering  idiots ;  but  I'll  have  pennyworths  out 
of  both  your  sktna,  as  I'm  a  sinnerl" 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  There  waa  no  time  for 
speaking,  for  Curaecowl,  foaming  like  a  mad  dog 
with  passion,  seized  hold  of  the  ellwand,  which  he 
flourished  round  bis  head  like  a  highlandec's  broad 
sword;  and,  stamping  about,  wiSi  bis  stockings 
drawn  up  his  thighs,  threatened  every  moment  to 
commit  bloody  murder. 

If  James  Batter  never  saw  service  before,  he 
learned  a  little  of  it  that  day,  being  in  a  pickle  of 
bodily  terror  not  to  be  imagined  by  living  man; 
but  hia  presence  of  mind  did  not  forsake  him,  and 
he  cowered  for  safety  and  succor  into  a  far  corner, 
holding  out  a  web  of  buckram  before  him, — me 
crying  all  tbe  time,  "Send  for  the  town-offlcerl 
will  ye  not  send  for  the  town-officer  ?" 

You  may  talk  of  your  General  Moores,  and  your 
Lord  Wellingtona,  as  ye  like;  but  never,  since  I 
waa  born,  did  I  ever  see  or  hear  tell  of  any  thing 
braver  than  the  way  Tommy  Bodkin  behaved,  in 
saving  both  our  precious  lives,  at  that  blessed  nick 
of  time,  from  touch-and-go  jeopardy;  for,  when 
Curaecowl  was  rampa^g  about,  curaing  and  swear- 
ing like  a  Bua^an  bear,  hurling  out  Tolhea  of  oatha 
that  would  have  frighted  Joha  Znoi,  forbye  the 
like  of  us,  Tommy  stole  in  behind  him  like  a  wild 
cat  foil  wed  by  Jo  eph  Breekey,  Jerry  Staytape, 
and  Jack  Tborl,  the   three  apprentices,  on  their 
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Stocking  holes,  and,  having  strong  and  dumpy  arms, 
pinned  back  hifl  elbows  like  a  Hash  of  lightning, 
giring  the  other  callante  time  to  jump  OH  liia  back, 
and  hold  him  like  a  vice ;  while,  having  got  time  to 
draw  my  breath,  and  screw  up  my  pluck,  I  ran  for- 
ward tike  a  lion,  and  houghed  the  whole  concern- 
Tommy  Bodkin,  the  three  faithful  apprentices, 
Cursecowl,  and  all,  coming  to  the  ground  like  a 
battel    " 


Itw 


OUp   11 


line ;  and,  though  a  douce  man  (being  savage  for 
the  ineultiog  way  that  Cursecowl  had  dared  to  use 
tum),  he  dropped  down  like  mad,  with  his  knees  on 
Cursecowl's  breast,  who  was  yelling,  roaring,  and 
grinding  his  buck-teeth  like  a  mad  bull,  kicking 
light  and  spurring  left  with  fire  and  fury;  and, 
tsiing  hia  Kilmarnock  off  his  head,  thrust  it,  like  a 
battering  ram,  into  Cursecowl's  mouth,  to  hinder 
him  from  alarming  the  neighborhood,  and  bringing 
the  whole  worid  about  onr  ears.  Such  a  stramaeh 
of  tumbling,  roarmg,  tearing,  swearing,  kicking, 
pushing,  cuffing,  roughing,  and  riving  about  the 
floor! !  I  thought  they  would  not  have  left  one 
another  with  a  Airt  on ;  it  seemed  a  combat  even 
to  the  death.  Cursecowl's  breath  was  chocked  up 
within  him  like  wind  in  an  empty  bladder,  and  when 
I  got  a  glisMe  of  his  face,  from  beneath  James's 
cowl,  it  was  growing  as  black  aa  the  crown  of  my 
hat.  It  feared  me  much  that  mnrder  would  be  the 
upshot,  the  webs  beuig  all  heeled  over,  both  of 
broad  cloth,  buckram,  caasimir,  and  Welch  flannel; 
and  the  paper  shapings  and  worsted  rounds  coiled 
about  their  throats  and  bodies  like  fiery  serpents. 
At  long  and  last,  1  thought  it  became  me,  being 
the  head  of  the  bonse,  to  sound  a  parley,  and  bid 
them  pve  the  savage  a  mouthful  of  fresh  '  ' 
if  he  had  any  thing  to  say  in  hia  defence. 
Cursecowl,  by  this  time,  hod  forcible 
of  onr  ability  to  overpower  him,  and  finding  he  had 
by  far  the  worst  of  it,  was  obUged  to  grow  tamer, 
using  the  first  breath  he  got  to  cry  out,  "  A  barley, 
ye  thieves,  a  barley!  I  tell  ye,  give  me  wind. 
There's  not  a  man  lu  nme  of  ye  !" 

Finding  our  own  strength,  we  saw,  by  this  time, 
that  we  were  masters  of  the  field ;  nevertheless  we 
look  care  to  make  good  terms,  when  they  were  in 
our  power ;  nor  would  we  allow  Cursecowl  to  sit 
upright,  tiU  after  he  had  said,  three  times  over,  on 
hia  honor  as  a  gentleman,  that  he  would  behave  as 
became  one. 

After  giving  his  breeches-knees  a  skuff  with  his 
loof;  to  dad  off  the  stoure,  ha  came,  right  foot 
foremost,  to  the  counter  side,  while  the  laddies  were 
dighting  their  brows,  and  stowing  away  the  webs 
npon  their  ends  round  about,  saying,  "Maister 
Waueh,  how  have  ye  the  conscience  to  send  hamc 
such  a  piece  o'  wark  as  that  coat  to  ony  decent 
man?  Do  ye  dare  to  imagine  that  I  am  a  Jerusa- 
lem spider,  that  1  could  be  crammed,  neck  and 
heels,  into  such  a  thing  as  thatf  Fye,  shame — it 
would  not  button  on  yourself,  man,  scarecrow-look- 
ing mortal  though  ye  be !" 

James  Batter's  blood  was  now  up,  and  broiling 
like  an  old  Roman's  ;  so  he  was  determmed  to  show 
Cursecowl  that  1  had  a  fl-iend  in  court,  able  and 
wilUng  to  keep  him  at  stave's-end.  "  Keep  a  calm 
EOogh,"  siud  James  Batter,  interfering,  "and  not 
miscall  the  head  of  the  house  in  his  own  shop ;  or, 
to  say  nothing  of  present  consequences,  by  way  of 
showing  ye  the  road  to  the  door,  perhaps  Maister 
Sneckdrawer,  the  penny-writer,  '11  ^ve  ye  a  cap- 


tion paper  with  a  broad  margin,  to  claw  your  elbow 
with  at  your  leisure,  my  good  fellow." 

"Pugh,  pugh,"  cried  Cursecowl,  snapping  bis 
finger  and  thumb  at  James's  beak,  "I  do  not  value 
your  tlireatening  an  ill  halfpenny.  Come  away  out 
your  ways  to  the  crown  of  the  cattseway,  and  I'll 
box  any  three  of  ye,  over  the  banny'a,  for  half-a 
mutchkin.  But  od'sake,  Batter,  my  man,  nobody's 
speaking  lo  you,"  added  Cursecowl,  giving  a  hack 
[low  and  then,  and  a  bit  spit  down  on  the  floor ; 
"go  hame,  man,  and  get  your  cowl  washed;  I  dare 
say  you  have  pushioned  me,  so  I  have  no  more  to 
say  to  the  like  of  you.  But  now,  Maister  Wauch, 
just  speaking  hooly  and  fairiy,  do  you  not  think 
b^ck  burning  shame  of  yourself,  for  putting  such 
an  article  into  any  decent  Christian  man's  hand, 
like  mine?" 

"Wait  a  wee—wait  a  wee,  friend,  and  111  give 
ye  a  lock  salt  to  your  broth,"  answered  I,  in  a  calm 
and  cool  way ;  for,  being  a  confidential  elder  of 
Maister  Wiggle's,  I  kept  myself  free  from  the  sm  of 
getting  into  a  passion,  or  fighting,  eseept  in  self- 
defence,  which  is  forbidden  neither  by  law  nor 
gospel ;  and,  stooping  down,  I  took  up  the  towel 
from  the  corner,  and,  spreading  it  upon  the  counter, 
bade  him  look,  and  see  if  he  knew  an  auld  ac- 

Cnrsecowl,  to  be  such  a  dragoon,  had  some  ra- 
tional points  in  his  character ;  so,  seeing  that  he 
lent  hear  to  me  with  a  smirk  on  his  rough  red  face, 
I  went  on;  "Take  my  advice  as  a  friend,  and  make 
the  beet  of  your  way  home,  killing-coat  and  all ; 
for  the  moat  perfect  will  sometimes  fall  into  an  in- 


ost  perfi 
datake, 


any  r 


helped  now.  But  if  ye  show  any  symptom  of  ob- 
strapuloaity,  I'll  find  myself  under  the  necessity  of 
puhlishmg'yon  abroad  to  the  world  for  what  you 
are,  and  show  about  that  head  in  the  towel  for  a 
wonder  to  broad  Scotland,  in  a  manner  that  will 
make  customers  flee  from  your  booth,  as  if  it  was 
infected  with  the  seven  plagues  of  Egypt," 

At  wght  of  tiio  goat's-head,  Cursecowl  clapped 
his  hand  on  his  thigh  two  or  three  times,  and  could 
scarcely  muster  good  manners  enough  to  keep  him 
from  bursting  out  a  laughing. 

"  Ye  seem  to  have  found  a  fiddle,  friend,"  Baid  I ; 
but  ^ve  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  yell  may  be 
find  it  liker  a  hanging-match  than  a  musical  matter. 
Are  you  not  aware  that  I  could  hand  you  over  to 
the  sheriff,  on  two  special  indictments :  in  the  first 
place,  for  an  action  of  assault  and  batterfication,  in 
cuffing  me,  an  elder  of  our  kirk,  with  a  sticked 
killing-coat,  in  my  own  shop ;  and,  in  the  second 
place,  as  a  swindler,  imposing  on  his  M^esty's  loyal 
subjects,  taking  the  coin  of  the  realm  on  false  pre- 
tences, and  palming  off  goat's  flesh  upon  Christians, 
as  if  they  were  perfect  pagans." 

Heathen  though  Cursecowl  was,  this  oration 
alarmed  him  b  a  jiffy,  soon  showing  him,  in  a  oouple 
of  hurries,  that  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  be  our 
humble  servant :  so  he  said.  Still  keeping  the  smirk 
on  his  face,  "Kay,  kay,  it's  not  worth  maMog  a 
noise  about,  after  all.  Gie  me  the  jacket,  Mansie, 
ray  man,  and  it  '11  maybe  serve  my  nephew,  young 
Killim,  who  is  as  lingit  in  the  waiste  aa  a  wasp. 
Let  us  take  a  shake  of  your  paw  over  the  counter, 
and  be  friends.    Bye-ganes  should  be  bye-gones." 

Never  let  it  be  said  that  Mansie  Wauch,  though 
one  of  the  king's  volunteers,  ever  thrust  aside  me 
olive  branch  of  peace;  so,  ill-used  though  I  had 
been,  to  say  notiiiug  of  James  Batter,  who  had  got 


,,  Google 


CATCHraG   A   TAKTAR. 


hiB  pipe  smashed  lo  crunches,  and  one  of  tbc  eyes 
of  his  spcotaclea  knocked  out,  I  gave  him  mj  fist 
franklj. 

James  Batter's  bjree  had  been  so  fiercely  put  vip, 
and  DO  wonder,  that  it  was  not  so  easily  sleeked 
down ;  eo,  for  a,  while,  he  looked  unco  glum,  till 
Cursecowl  inaialed  that  our  meeting  should  not  be 
a  dry  ore  ;  nor  would  bo  hear  a  single  word  on  me 
and  James  Batl«r  not  accepting  his  treat  of  a  mutch- 
kin  of  Kilbagie. 

I  did  not  think  Jamea  would  base  been  so  doure 
and  refractory, — funlting  and  flinging  like  oid  Jero- 
boam ;  but  at  last,  with  the  persuasion  of  the  treat, 
he  eame  to,  and,  sleeking  down  his  front  hair.  Be 
all  three  t«ok  a,  step  down  to  the  far  end  of  the 
close,  at  the  back  street,  where  widow  Thompson 
kept  the  sign  of  "The Tankard  and  Ihe  Tappit  Hen," 
Cursecowl,  when  we  got  ourselTes  seated,  ordering 
in  the  spirits  with  a  loud  rap  on  the  table  witli  his 
knuckles,  and  a  whistle  on  the  landlady  through 
his  fore-teeth,  that  made  the  roof  ring.  A  bottle 
of  beer  was  also  brought ;  so,  after  drinki 
another's  healths  round,  with  a  tasting  out  of  the 
dram-giasa,  Cursecowl  swashed  the  rest  of  the  raw 
creature  into  the  tankard,  saying, — "Now  take 
your  will  o't;  there's  drink  fit  for  a  king;  that's 
real '  papin.'" 

He  was  an  awful  body,  Cursecowl,  and  had  a 
power  of  queer  stories,  wbich,  weil-a-wat,  did  not 
lose  in  the  telhng.  James  Batter,  beginning  to 
brighten  up,  hedged  and  leuch  like  a  nine-year-old ; 
and  I  freely  confess,  for  another,  that  I  was  so  di- 
verted, that,  I  dare  Bay,  had  it  not  been  for  his 
fearsome  oaths,  which  made  our  very  hair 
end,  and  were  enough  to  open  the  stoni 
would  have  both  sate  from  that  time  to  tli 

We  got  the  whole  story  of  the  Willie-Goat,  out 
and  out,  it  seeming  to  be,  with  Cursecowl,  a  prime 
matter  of  diversion,  especially  that  part  of  it  regal- 
ing to  the  head,  by  which  he  had  won  a  crown-piece 
from  Deacon  Paunch,  who  wagered  that  the  wife 
and  me  would  eat  it,  without  ever  finding  out  our 
mislake.    But,  ah  ha,  lad  ! 

The  long  and  the  short  of  the  matter  was  this. 
The  Willie-Goat  had,  for  eighteen  year,  belonged 
to  a  dragoon  marching  regiment,  and,  in  its  better 
days,  had  seen  a  power  of  service  abroad;  till, 
being  now  old  and  infirm,  it  had  fallen  ofi'  one  of 
the  baggnge-cartfi,  and  got  its  lee  broken  on  the 
road  to  Piershell,  where  it  was  sold  to  Cursecowl, 
by  a  corporal,  for  half-a-crown  and  a  dram.  The 
four  quarters  he  had  managed  to  sell  for  mutton, 
like  lightning— this  one  buymg  a  jigget,  that  one  a 
back-ribs,  and  soon.  However,  he  iiad  to  weather 
a  gay  brisk  gale,  in  making  his  point  good.  One 
woman  remarked,  that  it  bad  an  unearthly,  rank 
smell;  to  which  he  said,  "No,  no^ — ye  do  not  ken 
jour  blessings,  friend,— that's  the  smell  of  venison, 
for  the  beast  was  brought  up  along  with  the  deera 
in  the  Duke's  parka."  And  to  another  wife,  that, 
alter  smell — smelling  at  it,  though  it  was  a  wee 
humphed,  he  replied,  "  Faith,  that's  all  the  thanks 
folks  gets  for  letting  their  sheep  crop  heather  among 
the  Cheviot  Hills ;"  and  such  like  fics.  But  as  for 
the  head,  tliat  had  been  the  doure  bn^ness.  Six 
times  had  it  been  sold  and  away,  and  aii  times  had 
it  been  brought  back  again.  One  baorn  stud,  that 
her  "  mother  did  na  like  a  sheep's  head  with  horns 
like  these,  and  wanted  it  changed  for  another  one." 
A  second  one  said,  that  "  it  had  tup's  een,  and  her 
father  liked  weather  mutton."    A  third  customer 


found  mortal  fault  with  the  colors,  which,  she  said, 
"were  not  canny,  or  in  the  course  of  nature." 
What  the  fourth  one  said,  and  the  fifth  one  took 
leave  to  observe,  I  have  stupidly  forgotten,  though, 
I  am  sure,  I  heard  both;  but  I  mind  one. remarked, 
quite  off-hand,  as  she  sought  back  her  money,  that, 
"nnleaa  sheep  could  do  without  beards,  like  their 
neighbors,  she  would  keep  the  pot  boiling  with  a 
piece  beef,  in  the  mean  time."  After  all  this,  would 
any  mortal  man  befieve.  Deacon  Paunch,  the  greasy 
Daniel  Lambert  that  he  is,  had  taken  the  wager,  as 
I  before  took  opportunity  to  remark,  that  our  familv 
would  swallow  the  bait?  But,  ah  ha,  he  was  ofl' his 
egga  there. 

Jamea  and  me  were  so  tickled  with  Cursecowl's 
wild,  outrageous,  off-hand,  humoraome  way  of  tell- 
ing his  crack,  that,  though  sore  with  the  neighering, 
none  of  the  two  of  us  ever  thought  of  rising ;  Curse- 
cowl chapping  in  first  One  stoup,  and  then  another, 
and  birling  the  tankard  round  the  table,  as  if  we 
had  been  drinking  dub-water.  I  dare  say  I  would 
never  have  got  away,  had  I  not  slipped  out  behind 
Lucky  Thompson's  back— for  ahe  was  a  broad  fat 
body,  with  a  round-ear  dm  ai    d 

check   apron — when  s       was  dra      g    h  h 

bottle  of  small  beer,  w  h  kscre     be        n 

her  knees;  Cursecowl  1         mg  h    di    d 

ual  moment,  like  a  Rlasg  w  p     es  Jam 

Batter,   whose  een  we      g  g      raw 

pliskie  he  had  once,  in  h  rse  rad  p  d 
on  a  conceited  body  of    F  k      rse 

'  ig  her  a  lump  of  fat  pork  to  make  beef-tea  of  to 


zebubs. 

Ohone,  and  woes  me,  for  old  Father  Adam  and 
the  fall  of  man!  Poor,  sober,  good,  honest  James 
Batter  was  not,  by  a  thousand  miles,  a  match  for 
siich  company.      Every  thing,   however,   has  its 


moral,  and  Ihe  truth  will  out.    When  Nanse  and 
'ere  Bitting  at  our  breakfast  next  morning, 
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arlj   up  j  pftble,  far  in  the  night,  by  Curseeowl  i 
!  whole  I  labovei' — that  Bleeped  ra  Widow  T''ot 


aleeped  ii 

,    hanil-biirrow,    D 

ervant-Iass,  Jeanv 


The  ass  turned  gentleman. 


In  the  year  11 — , 
of  literature  and  science  had  made 
such  progress  among  the  peasantry 
of  this  country — when  our  less  en- 
lightened forefathers  ascribed  every 
phenomenon  of  nature,  which  they 
did  not  understand,  to  some  super- 
natural agency,  cither  benevolent 
or  malevolent,  as  the  case  might  be ; 
and  an  avowal  of  disbeiief  in  the 
esistence  of  witchcraft, 
cy,  the  black  art,  hobgoblins,  fairies, 
brownies,  etc.,  would  bave  subjected  a  person 
more  annoyance  and  persecution,  than  an  open 
avowal  of  infidelity  would  do  at  present — three 
young  men  of  family  set  out  from  Edinburgh,  on  a 
pleasure  excursion  into  the  country.    After  visiting 


on  their  way  back  to  Anld  Reekie.  Fmding 
of  yoathfol  revellers  there  to  their  mind,  they  spent 
several  days  and  nighCa  in  drinking  and  carousing, 
never  dreaming  of  the  heavy  bill  they  were  run- 
ning up  with  the  "kind  landlady."  Tlie  truth 
flawed  upon  them  at  last;  and  they  discovered, 
when  it  was  too  late,  that  they  bad  not  wherewithal 
to  clear  their  heavy  score.  A  consultation  was 
held  by  the  trio,  and  many  plans  for  getting  rid  of 
their  disagreeable  situation  were  proposed  and  re- 
jected. At  last,  one  of  them,  more  fertile  in  eipe- 
dienta  than  the  other  two,  hit  upon  the  following 
method,  which  good  fortune  seemed  to  favor,  of  es- 
tricating  both  himself  and  hia  brethren : — 

"  Don't  you  see  yon  cadger's  ass  standing  at  the 
door  over  the  way?"  said  he. 

"Yes;  but  what  of  that?" 

"Come  along  with  me — loosj;  the  ass — unburden 
him  of  his  creels — disengage  him  from  hia  sunka 
and  branks — put  me  in  iiis  place — equip  me  with 
his  harneaa — hang  the  creels  likewiae  upon  me— tie 
me  to  the  door  with  his  own  haller — get  another 
for  him — lead  him  away  to  the  next  town — you  will 
41 


get  him  easily  sold— 
the  bill — and  leave  i 

The  plan  was  instantly  put  in  practice ;  the  youth 
was  soon  accontred  in  the  aaa's  furniture,  and  away 
went  the  other  two  to  sell  the  ass. 

In  the  mean  time,  out  comes  the  honest  cadger 
from  the  house,  where  he  had  been  making  a  con- 
tract with  the  guidwife  for  eggs;  but  the  moment 
he  beheld,  as  he  supposed,  his  ass  transformed  into 
a  fine  gentleman,  he  held  up  his  hands  in  the  ut- 
most wonder,  cxcluming  at  the  same  time,  "Guid 
hae  a  care  o' us!  what  means  a'tliiso'tJ  Speak, 
in  the  name  o'  Gude,  an'  tell  me  what  ve  are — are 
ye  an  earthly  creature,  or  the  auld  thief  himsel'?" 

"Alas!"  responded  the  youth,  putting  on  a  sad 
countenance,  "hae  ye  forgotten  jour  ain  assf  Do 
ye  no  ken  me  now?— me!  that  has  served  you  aae 
lang  and  sae  faithfn' ;  that  has  trudged  and  toiled 
through  wat  and  through  drj-,  mid  eauld  and  hun- 
ger; hooted  at  by  blackguard  callanta — lashed  by 
yoursel' — an'  yet  ye  dinua  ken  mel  Waes  me, 
that  ever  I  becam'  your  ass !  (hat  ever  I  should,  by 
my  ain  disobedience,  hae  cast  out  wi'  my  father, 
au"  provoked  him  u>  turn  me  into  a  stupid  creature 


"  Sic  a 


?e  ye  ! — instead  o'  an  ass,  I  now 
see  a  braw  young  gentleman." 

"  A  braw  young  gentleman ! — 0  Gude  be  praised 
that  my  father  has  at  last  been  pleased  to  restore  me 


,,  Google 


THE   SCHOOL   FOR    SCAMPS, 


to  my  ain  eliape,  and  that  I  can  now  see  wi'  the 
een,  an' speak -wi'  the  tongue  o'  a  man  !" 

"  But  nha  are  jg,  mj  braw  kd,  and  wha  is  your 
fttherV" 

"  Oh,  did  you  never  hear  o'  Maiater  James  San- 
diknds,  the  third  eon  o'  the  Earl  o"  Torpichen  ?" 

"Heard  o'  himt  ay,  an'  kent  him  too,  when  he 
iras  a.  bairn,  but  he  was  sent  awa'  abroad  when  kc 
was  young,  an'  I  ne'er  heard  tell  o'  him  sin'  syne." 

"Wecl,  I'm  that  $ame  Master  James;  and  ye 
maun  ken  ttiat  my  father  learned  the  black  art  at 
the  college,  an'  that  I  happened  to  anger  him  by 
makin'  lore  to  a  Sue  young  leddy,  against  his  will, 
an'  that,  in  short,  when  he  faund  out  that  I  waa 
in  love  wi'  her,  he  turned  mo  into  an  ass  for  my 
diEobedienoe." 

"  Wee!,  weel,  my  man,  since  that  ia  the  Case,  gae 
»wa'  bame,  an'  gree  wi'  your  father  ;  tak'  my  bless- 
ing wi  you,  an'  1  will  e'en  try  to  get  anitber  ass, 
whether  your  father  send  me  as  muckle  siller  aa  buy 
auither  ane  or  no ;  fare  ye  weel,  an'  my  blessing 
gang  wi'  you." 


Away  went  the  youth,  released  from  his  bondage, 
and  soon  meeting  with  his  comradts,  related,  to 
their  joint  gratification,  his  strange  adventure  nith 
the  honeat  cadger.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  ass 
was  EOld,  the  bill  paid,  and  the  youths  got  safely 
back  to  Edinburgh. 

So  soon  as  Ihey  got  matters  arranged,  they  sent 
a  Hum  to  the  worthy  cadger,  sufficient  to  purchase 
three  asses.  On  receiving  the  money,  he  lost  no 
time  in  looking  out  for  another  ass,  and  as  next 
week  was  "Culder  fair,"  he  repaired  thither  with 
the  fuU  intention  of  making  a  purchase.  He  was 
not  long  in  the  fair,  looking  about  for  an  animal  to 
suit  his  purpose,  when,  behold  1  he  sasr  with  new 
wonder  and  astonishment,  his  own  identical  old  aasi 
The  dumb  brute  knew  him  alao,  and  made  signs  of 
recognition  in  the  best  manner  he  could.  The 
honest  cadger  could  not  contain  himself,  the  tears 
gushed  from  his  eyea,  he  looked  wistfully  in  the 
creature's  face,  and  aniiously  cried  out,  "  Gude 
liave  a  care  o'  us  I  hae  you  and  your  father  cuieten 
out  again  V 


THE    SCHOOL    FOE    SCAMPS. 
0  "JBlan&arl)  ®ia  ifomebii,"  in:  Ji6t  ^.tts.)    §''^3*^''  i°  %f  |tig:timisiB. 


Jerev  Cowslip  (lis  (on.) 


—A  Room  in  Lord  BdmonCs  Son. 
Enter  Lord  Belmont. 


LoED  Belmont.  Why  did  I  do  it?  Why  did  I 
forge  the  deeds  which  made  roe  the  lord  of  nil  I  see 
around  me  ?  Why  did  I  cause  my  aster's  child  lo 
be  kidnapped,  and  sent  to  aea  ?  Oh,  Remorse !  Oh, 
Despair!  How  the  throbbing  of  a  guilty  brow 
(hakes  the  coronet  which  gilds  it.  Hal  who's 
there?    My  evil  genius  1 


Enler  Lawyer  Vennm. 

Lawyer  Venom.  How  is  your  Lordship  f  Plot- 
ting mischief?  Hal  ha!  ha!  Nothing  like  it.  I 
hate  all  the  world ;  don't  yon?  Here  is  the  inetm- 
ment  for  turning  the  Cowahps  out  of  their  cottage — 
it  only  wants  your  signature.  [Gives paper. 

Lonn  Belmont.  Alas!  must  I  affiiit?  [Aside.) 
Crinie,  crime,  how  thou  forccat  us  on  from  one 
villany  to  another.  [//e  vaites. 

Scene  doses. 

Scene  11.— A  Street  in  the  Village. 

filter  Old  Gopta  and  Young  6opu». 

Olr  Gopcs,     Stick  up,  my  boy ;  stick  up  to  Miss 

Belmont.    You  are  the  fellow  for  her.     Gad!  when 

Yonso  Gopus.  Oh!  You  old  heathen!  Go 
along.     But  do  you  think  she'd  have  me,  dad  f 

Olo  Gofos.     Think.     D ,  I  know  it.    She'd 

jump  at  you  lilio  a  cat-a-mounlain.     ITiew  ! 

YouNO  Gopus.  Tm  in  such  spirits.  (Sings)  Fal 
de  ral  de  ral  de  la. 

[Exeunt  both,  dancing  and  singing. 

SCENK  m.— ^  Soom  in  Lord  Belmont' t  House. 
Enter  Lady  Belmont  ami  Miss  Belmont. 

L*nT  Belmont.  Pr'ythce,  child,  talk  no  more. 
The  blood  of  the  Belmonta — 

Miss  Belmont.  Can  never  be  degraded  by  an 
alliance  in  which  love  consecrates  the  heart,  and 
honor  seals  the  hands. 

LiDY  Belmomt.     Sir  Frederick — 

Hiss  Belmont.    Again  that  odious  name. 
Enler  Sir  Frederick  wnperceived  at  hack. 

Sir  Frederick  (w!(fc}.     Ha!     Confuaon! 

Lirr  Belmokt.     While  that  Frank  Friendly— 

Miss  Beluont,      Frank    Friendly!      Heavenly 
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Enter  Frank  Friendly,  wnpercetved,  at  back. 
FRiSK  (aside).     Hal     Blee^ngs  on  her  t 
liiDr  Belmont.    1  lell  jou  jou  shall  bo  the  wife 

FriemUg  and  Maiimn  coming  foncard,  and  both 
speaking  iogeilur — 

Fhikndlt  and  Malibok.     Of  me. 

7%e  two  Ladies  faint  in  each  other's  arms,  whUe 
the  Rivals  yaie  fariaualy  on  each  other  over  them. 


ACTIL 

Scene  I.     Old  Cowslip's  Cottag'. 

Old  Cowilip.     Jerry  CoiesUp.     Dorcas. 

DoBOAB  (wMpinj).     We  be  all  undone. 

JerrT.     I  zay  dom  Lawyer  Venom.     DftQR'd  an 

I  doant  break  every  boan  in  hia  ugly  body  loike ! 

Old  Cowslip.     My   eon.     My  son.     Learn  pa- 
tience from  your  aged  sire. 

Enter  Lawyer  Venom  and  Baili^. 
Venom:     Turn  'em  out.     Turn  'era  out.     I  hate 
aUlhe  trorld.    Ha!  hal  ha! 

Jebrt  (kept  baek  by  Dorcas  and  Old  Comlip). 
Leat  me  get  at  un,  I  say. 

£nter  Friendly. 

Prikkdlt.    a  distressed  family !     Ha !     May  the 

tree  of  benevolence  be  ever  watered  bj  the  tears 

of  gratitude.     (To  Ike  Sailifs).     Sharks,  take  your 

prey.  [Flings  damn  purse,  and  Exit. 

Old   Cowslip.      May  an   old  man's  blefiaing— 

a         1  [  W^fps- 

ScENE  n.     Lord  Selmmtes  House. 
Enter  Lord  Belmont  and  Sir  Frederick. 
Lord  Belmont.    Sir  Frederick,  she  shall  marry 
you.     I  pledge  the  word  of  a  British  nobieman. 
Enter  Venon,. 
Venom.     I'll  manage  it.    I  sball  make  Mies  Bel- 
mont believe  that  Friendly  is  in  love  with  Dbrcaa, 
and  that  that  was  the  reason  for  Ma  late  romantic 
generowty.    Ha!  ha!  ha!  I  hate  all  the  world. 

Sir  Frkderick.     Ercellent.     Come  along   and 
concoct  the  plot.   [Eieennt  Sir  Frederick  and  Venom. 


JlUI  III. 

Lord  Bebnont't  Garden. — Enter  Friendly  and  Jfiij 

Belmont,  talking. 

FRiENrLT.     Itwas  HO.     I  know  not  my  parents — 

never  did.     My  love  for  you  is  my  only  solace — 

J  only  comfort. 

Miss  Beiuost.     Be    still,  bursting  heart!     Oh, 
Frank,  do  you  really  love  me  ? 

Friendly.    And  can  then  Miss  Belmont  doubt 
tbe  sincerity  of  my  devotion? 

Miss  BetMOST.     Never,      For  the  heart  which 
worships  at  tbe  shrine  is  hallowed  by  the  altar. 

[Exeunt. 
Scene    II.     TTie    Village.— Enter  Jerry    Comlip. 
Jerby.    Dang'd  if  I  beant  as  glad  as  our  red 
cow  in  a  field  of  dover,  loike. 

Enter  Venom.  "" 

Venom.     Know  that  Friendly,  in  the  guise  of  be- 
nevolence, seeks  to  seduce  your  sister.  Ha!  hal  ha! 
[Exit  Venom. 
Jerry.     Seduce !  Sister  Dorcaa !  It  beaot  poirf- 
ble.     But  lawyer  Venom  looked  as  If  he  meant  it 
loike.     I  dunna  know  what  to  think.     Tm  like  OUT 
donkey  Jack  between  two  bundles  of  hay. 
Enter  Sir  Frederick. 
Sir  Frederick.    Friendly  wishes  (o  seduce  your 
sister,     I  am  your  friend.     Take  this  jwstol— (jiuei 
pitioZ)— he  is  in  the  nert  field.     Adieu.     Beware. 
[Exit  Sir  JFVederiek. 
Jerry.   I'm  all  over  woonder  loike — seduce  sister 
Dorcas — Noa,  noa.     There's  summut  here  will  pre- 
vent it.  [Strikei  his  vjaiiteoat  and  exit. 

Scene  HI.     A  Beld— Enter  FrienSy  and  Dorcas. 

Friendly.     Nay,  nay — open  your  heart  to  me 
as  to  a  friend.     Ton  love  Sir  Frederick. 

DoaCiS  (lobbing).     Alasl  yes! 

Enter  Jerry  at  hack. 

Jerry  (aside).     In  tears!  blood  and  'ounds! 

Friendly.     Come- — come — let  me  dry  those  eyes. 


IT  (rushing  forvford  and  presentiny  pistol.) 
Tlie  benefactor  of  the  feythec  may  yet  be 
!•  .1..  --— gp_     Qroup. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Lord  Belmonfi  Hoxite. 

Enter  Miaa  Belmont  and  Sir  Frederick. 

Miss  Belmont.    My  brain  is  bursting.     Itcaon 
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Enter  FneruUy. 
Phiindly.     Mj  dearest  Matilcia- 


9  Belmont,  nUain — who  would  beguile  one 
woman  of  her  heart  while  he  robbed  another  of 
her  honor.  [Sxit  Misi  Belniont. 

Friendly.     Tm  petrified. 

Snler  Jerry. 

Jebry.  And  you  call  jonrself  a  foinc  gentleman 
loike?  What  thof  ye  have  gotten  a,  good  coat  on 
jour  back — je  cannot  stroike  jour  heart  and  eaj 
it'H  all  right  here.      [Strikei  kU  waiatcoat  and  Escits. 

Fbiendlt.    What  means  this? 

Enter  Young  Gopim. 
ToENH  GloFBS  (osiife).    EefuBedl   and  by  a  wo- 
man I  thought  I  was  certain  of!     (Set*  FrtenMy). 
Hal    there   stands   mj  successliil   rival.     {A\<r«d). 
Sr,  if  you  are  not  a  coward  follow  me. 

\E^t  Yotmg  Oopat. 


I'a 


Eoad 


e  afte 


[Exit  folloaing. 
!■  Old  Gopus  and  Mri.  Gopas. 


[The  reports  of  tao  pistols  are  heard. 


Scene  II.    Lord  Selmoal's  Library. 

Enter  Lord  Belmont  and  Venom. 

Venom.    My  Lord,  it  must  be.    Sir  Frederick 

must  marry  Misa  Belmont.     I  have  my  reasons  for 

it.     If  you  don't  press  the  marriage,  I  denounce  you 

to-day,  and  will  Bee  you  dragged  to  gaol  to-morrow. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  [Exit  Venom, 

Lord  Belmont.    Earth  open  and  swallow  me! 

Enter  JKm  Belmont. 


[Mis>  Belmont  tereamn  and  faints.  Lord  Belmont 
rings  the  bell  violently.  Enter  Servants  and  Lady 
Belmont,  and  form  a  group. 


Scene  I.     A  Room  in  Lard  BelmonCs  House. 

Enter  Miae  Belmont  and  Doreas. 
Miss  Belmont.     Tou  say  go. 
Dorcas.    Lady,  yes,  a  thousand  times  yes  ( 
,  Miss  Beihont.     Oh,  Friendly,  how  ha\e  I  wrong- 
ed thee!     Seek  him,   Dorcaa— bring  him   hither. 
(Exit  Dorcas],     Alaa!    when  suspicion   rankles   in 
the  heart,  love,  instead  of  a  healing  balm,  becomes 
a  subtle  poison.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Sir  J^Vafcrici  and  Venom. 
Sir  Frederick.     An  hour  after  Misa  Belmont  be- 
comes Lady  Malison,  the  money  shall  be  yours! 
Venom.    Agreed!     Ha!  ha!  bal 

Enter  Lord  Belmont  and  Lady  Belmont. 
Lord  Belmont.    Is  all  prepared? 


Lady  Belmont.    Where  is  the  bride  f 

MiHS  Belmont  (appearing  at  right).    Here. 

Yenom.    And  the  bridegroom.    I  take  it  is — 

FniKHnLY  {appearing  at  left).     Here! 

All.    Ha  I 

Lord  Belmont.    What  means  this  intrusion  » 

Sir  Fredebice.    SufTer  me  to  chastise  his  inso- 

Friendlt.      Miserable  trickster  \     I   knoiy  all- 
Tour  compact  with  Venom  amongat  the  rest. 
Sir  Fkederice.     Ha!  betrayed! 
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Venost.  This  is  trifling.  Lord  Belmont,  I  call 
upon  YOU  to  cause  this  marriage  to  proceed — else— 

Lord  Belmont,  1  care  not.  1  am  «earj  of  life  I 
My  daughter  shall  not  marry  Sir  Frederick. 

Vbnom.  Then  jour  blood  he  on  your  own  head. 
I  iiccuse  fou  of  having  murdered  joui  Gister'g  son. 

All.     Ha ! 

Venom.  If  he  be  not  dead  produce  him.  He 
wilt  be  known  by  a  moie  on  his  left  elbow.  I  hare 
myself  had  an  affidavit  taken  of  its  existence. 

LoKD  BzLMONT.     Alas! 


of  his  sleeve)  a  niole- 


ErUer  Old  Cowslip,  Jen-y,  and  Sorcnn, 
Old  CovfSLip.     I  know  it — I  fcel  it — I  remember 
him  well.     Many  a  time  have  I  dandled  him  on  my 
knee :  it  ia — it  is  the  true  Lord  Belmont  I 
Vekob.     Confuwon! 

Lord  Bklmont.     Thanks  be  to.heaven.     Knee!, 
kneei  my  children,  and  receive  my  blessing. 

[Friendly  and  Miss  Belmont  kneel. 


1,J01 


May  the  Devil  take 

ped  b^  Old  Gopwi, 
r  banker  has  iailed. 


Enter  Young  Oopua. 
Young  Gopks,     Mr.  Venom,  jour  house  and  all 
■our  property  is  burnt. 

Enter  Mrs.  Gopns. 
Mbs.  Gopfs.     All — Mr.  Venom  —  except   your 
'ife !  [  penom  staggers  out. 

SiK  Frederick.  I  feel  I  have  turned  virtuous  all 
if  a  eudden.  Dorcas  Cowslip,  wiQ  you  marry  me? 
[They  embraee. 
Jerry.  Dang  it — Fm  a  going  clean  mad  wi'  joy 
oike — who'll  marry  I? 

Enter  Abigail. 
Abigail.    Me!  [They  embrace. 


Lord  Belmont.  Thus,  my  children  and  friends, 
we  see  how,  on  the  one  hand,  virtue  is  rewarded, 
and  how,  on  the  other,  vice  is  punished — how  the 
watering  pot  of  fertility  nourishes  the  useful  tree, 
and  the   hatchet  of  destruction  clears  away  the 
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Mbs.  M'Crie  was  simphcity  itself,  and  her  heart 
overflowed  with  the  warmest  affections  of  human 
nature.  Mr.  Josiah  Flowerdew,  of  Manchester, 
had  occasion  to  visit  Edinburgh,  that  free-stone  vil- 
lage which  Scotsmen  call  a  metropoha,  situated  a 
mile  or  two  from  leitb,  a  sea-port  town  on  the 
rirer  Forth.  He  had  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
the  Rev.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  M'Crie,  and  was  received  by 
them  with  all  the  frank  and  courteous  kindness  of 
their  disposition. 

One  Sunday,  after  having  attended  divine  service 
in  the  Doctor's  church,  he  returned  with  his  hospi- 
table friends  \o  their  residence.  A  nice,  hot,  tasty, 
but  frugal  dinner,  was  quickly  placed  upon  the 
table. 

"  Good  folk  hunger  after  the  word,"  observed 
the  old  iady,  putting  a  haddock  of  fourteen  inches 
long,  with  an  ocean  of  oysters  and  butter,  on 
Josiah's  plate  ;  and  tak'  a  willy  waught  of  that  Ma- 
laga— it's  gusty  and  priesome  ;  our  guidman  he  was 
dry  m  the  pulpit,  and  ye  hae  as  guide  right  to  be 
dry  out  of  itr-^em  !  Excuse  me,  Doctor — Lord, 
sir,  ye  are  filing  your  hands." 

Mr.  Josiah  was  a  devoted  admirer  of  the  fair  sex, 
and  could  not,  even  when  an  aged  and  wrinkled 
face  met  hia  gaze,  fail  to  remember,  that  once  the 
same  cheek  was  dyed  with  the  hue  of  the  rose,  and 
the  eyes  cast  a  lustre  which  would  have  maddened 


an  anchorite.  He  therefore,  out  of  devotion  to 
what  was  past,  ate  and  drank  as  directed,  of  what 
was  present.  After  having  in  this  fashion  labored 
with  a  vigor  and  industry  which  would  have  done 
credit  to  an  Irish  laborer  deepening  the  Thames,  or 
a  student  of  Stinkomalee  ettling  at  comprehending 
the  last  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  he  was 
constrained,  from  absolute  want  of  local  capacity, 
to  give  over — "  to  cease  labor,  to  dig  and  to  delve,?' 
ill  a  horrid  brute,  of  the  bird  species,  which  must 
have  been  cousin-german  to  the  penguins  of  the 
Falkland  Island. 

"The  'tilher  leg,  Mr.  Josiah  Powderjew?"  said 
the  Doctor.  "The  'tither  leg,  Doctor!  May  I 
perish  if  one  joint  of  the  whole  carcase  has  moved 
the  flutter  of  a  gnat's  wing,"  answered  Josiah.  "Ye 
are  ower  genty  with  the  beast,  Mr.  Flowerdew,"  ob- 
served the  old  lady.  "Doctor,  mark  ye  that,  and 
abuse  nae  man's  gude  name.  Rive  it,  sir — Rive  it." 
"It  is  teugh — it  is,  of  a  verity,"  said  the  Doctor,  as 
bis  eye-tooth  snapped  in  a  struggle  with  a  tendon 
which  would  have  held  his  Majesty's  yacht  in  a 
hurricane.  "  And  toothsome  forbye,"  observed 
Mrs.  M'Crie  \  "  but  it's  wrang  to  sport  wi'  a  human 
creature's  distresses.  Na,  na,  Mr.  Josiah,  ye  iieed- 
na  look  sae  wae  like.  Possession,  nae  doubt,  is 
nine  points  of  the  law;  but  the  rightful  owner  of 
that  yellow  stump  is  lang  syne  gathered  to  his  for- 
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Of  a  troth,  it  would  be  a 


Mr.  Mowerdew  ahui 
osn  very  well  be  understood,  agreed  most  heartily 
with  bis  hostess.  "  But  as  I'm  in  th»  land  of  the 
living  1"  continued  Mrs.  U'Crie,  "our  taiipj  lass  has 
a'thegether  neglected  the  syllabub.  There  it  stands, 
in  the  pride  ol  its  beauty,  in  the  aumry.  Surely 
I've  been  carried  mysetl.  Doctor,  whenever  you 
gae  by  the  hour  and  five  minutes,  I'm  clean  done 
for  ony  mair  use  that  day — I  can  mind  naething." 
"  Neither  can  I,  Mrs.  M'Crie,"  observed  Mr.  Josiah, 
innocently.  "It's  a  blessing  for  you,  Mr.  Josiah," 
answered  the  old  lady  ;  "if  I  had  minded  a'  I've 
beard,  I  would  by  this  time  have  been  demented." 
"  Right,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Doctor,  "  the  female 
ia  the  neaker  vessel — a  cracked  pitcher,  as  a  man 
may  aay,  and  in  no  way  fit  to  be  the  repoMtory  of 
the  wonders  of  airt  and  science."  "And  yet,"  re- 
torted Mrs.  M'Crie,  somewhat  piqued  at  the  obser- 
vation, "  there  are  some  airts,  of  the  whilk  ye  are 
as  ignorant  as  a  dead  dog — saving  the  compairi- 
shon."  "And  in  what,  may  I  be  permitted  to  ask?" 
answered  the  Doctor,  with  much  solemnity;  "in 
what  f  Te  see,  Mr.  Lourhew,"  he  added,  "  I  in  nae- 
wise  eschew  the  inquiry."  "Na,  then,  gudeman," 
eiclaimed  the  old  lady  eiultingly,  "  I  had  you  now 
on  the  hip— that  is— God  save  us— excuse  the  ei- 
pressiOD,  Mr.  Jo^ah ;  we  are  plain  folk."  "  Madam," 
answered  Mr.  Howerdew,  "make  no  apology.  "The 
recollections  of  youth  are  delightful.  I  have  many 
warm  remembrances  of  the  bind.  But  pray,  madam, 
don't  let  us  lose  the  advantage  of  knowing  in  what 
matter  of  lore  you  transcend  the  Doctor.  Fray  be  so 
condescending."  "  Nay,  kind  sir,"  said  the  old  lady, 
"*t's  a  j  ke  of         own    b  t   as  't  "s    o  neUcd 


lady,  "  I  maun,  be  the  espounder  of  the  teit  myseL 
So  ye  see,  Mr.  Flowerdew" — 

But  before  the  secret  is  disclosed,  we  must  in- 
form our  readers  that  there  ia  a  certain  jug  or  pip- 
kin of  earthenware,  used  in  various  culinary  and  de- 
tergent purposes  in  Scotland,  called  a  "  pig,"  and 
which,  front  the  tenacious  kind  of  earth  (iaam  or 
loam)  of  which  it  is  composed,  goes  by  the  distinctive 
name  of  a  "lame  pig;"  a  utensil  of  which,  fifty 
years  ago,  to  have  been  ignorant,  would  have  been 
a  confession  of  stultification  as  great  as  if  you 
thought  that  the  Red  Sea  was  rubicund. 

"  So,  sir,"  continued  Mrs.  M'Crie,  "when  I  want 
to  make  a  syllabub — it's  grand  for  a  cold,  or  a  kit- 
tling m  the  throae" — 

"Madam!" —  ' 

"  Yes,  it's  nae  doubt  of  healing  virtues,"  observed 
the  Doctor, — "medicinal  in  all  matters,  thoracical, 
if  I  may  use  the  expression ;  and  Mr.  Towerfiew,  it 
has  the  advantage  of  being  divertive  and  jocund  in 
tbe  swallow.  Sir,  I  hold  in  utter  execration  your 
sennas  and  g^obara ;  the  latter  are,  of  a  certy,  an 
abomination  before  the  Lord.  I  ance  had  a  dose 
thereof — gin  I  live  to  the  age  of  Uethusalcm,  the 
day  will  be  to  me  like  yestreen :  they  took  a  good 
forty  minutes  to  chow,  my  inside  was  cunnurring 
like  doos  in  a  docket.  It  was  most  special  unsav- 
ory, Mr,  Sourspew." 

"  So,"  continued  the  old  lady,  after  an  impatient 
pause,  "  I  send  to  the  market,  and  our  Bell  brings 
me  a  lame  pig." 

"  But  why  a  lame  pig  ?" 

"Why  a  lame  pig,  sir? — what  way  no?  Sir, 
naething  but  a  lame  pig  will  answer  the  purpose." 

"  I  cry  your  mercy,  good  lady." 

"  So  our  Bell  brings  me  a  lame  pig     I  aye  tell 


with  that  very  syllabub  lliat  oiiv  lass  has  Set  before    . 
you,  I  shall  ask  tht  Doctor  ogiiin.     Ye  that  ken  the    , 
three  wonncrfiil  things  in  the  warld,  yco,  the  four    . 
wonnerfnl    things,    and     strange,    how    mak     ye 
the  syllabub?"     "I  tak  the  lass."- "Whisht,  Doc- 
tor; ^n  ye  begin  that  gate,"  interrupted  the  old 


I  (she  has  been  wi'  us  these  thirteen  years 
artinmas ;  she  ia  the  O*  of  her  grandfather. 
Doctor  says,  when  he  is  facetious,)  to  pick 


O  ^salflas  graadchlld. 
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"  Very  right,"  said  Mr.  JoMah.  "  But  I'm  afraid 
jou  would  Uyb  but  little  choice  in  that  respect." 

"  Ye  are  wrang,  Mr.  Cowereew,'"  said  the  Doctor, 
"  they  are  aye  weel  waahed  outside  and  in." 

"Oh,  Doctor,  no  joking;  this  is  a.  serious  mat- 

"  Sa  ;  there's  no  joking,"  observed  the  old  lady. 
"  They  are  weel  scraped  wi'  a  heather  ringe." 
"A  what,  madam!" 
"A  nievefu' o'  heather;  wi' the  whilk  yon  get 

"  No  doubt,  madam,  if  you  are  permitted" — 
"Permitted,  Mr.  Josiahl  and  gin  I  buy  a  pig, 
may  I  no  do  what  I  chuse  wi'  it  ?  or  wi'  ony  ither 
face  of  cky  for  which  I  gave  ready  cuiniie  ?  Ye 
have,  sir,  great  charaetec  in  England  for  cleanli- 
ness, and  I  am  sure  that  Mrs,  Flowerdew  never  has 
a  pig  in  her  aught  for  she  -washes  it  inade  and  out, 
as  clean  aa  the  driven  snaw." 

"  Hay  in  that,"  said  Mr.  Flowerdew, 
sure  you,  you  are  mistaken.     Before  thi 


"Weel,  weel;  ither  folk  do  it,  and  that  is  the 
same  thing.  So,  when  Bell  comes  hame,  I  says, 
hand  me  down  the  can  with  the  vir^a  honey, 
I  drap  twa  dessert  spoonfuls   into  the  pig's 


lonth"- 


"And  may  I  e 


>  know  with  what  you 
re  ;  ye  wadna  hae  me  to 


"Ay,  to  be  sure,  sir ;  where  would  you  have  ii 
put! — a  pig's  mouth  was  nae  gien  to  ittor  naething 
—or  jelly  wjll  do  aa  weel.  Na,  I've  tried  your  large 
bergamot  preserved  pear ;  but  whiles  the  pig's  neck 
is  no  that  wide  to  admit  of  a  pear  of  size,  and  it's 
fashioos  squeeMng  it  iq." 

"No  doubt,  madam,  and  dangerous." 

"Yes,  gin  the  neck  break;  but  when  ye  meli 
and  meddle  wi'  pigs,  je  maun  mind  ye  deal  wi'  slip- 
pery gear." 

"  Very  true,  madam. 

"Weel,  then,  our  lasa  carries  the  pig  to  the  eow, 
and  there  she  gently  milks  a  pint  and  a  half  of 
warm  milk  in  upon  the  herniy  or  jelly,  or  pear,  as  it 

"  Into  the  pig,  madam  !" 

"  Aj,  into  the  mouth  o't.  Surely  that's  nae  kittle 

r,  that 


Wi'  a  spoon,  t< 

twi'  mj  fingers  , 

God  forbid,  madam!  I  would  use,  if  heaven 
_._r  employed  me  in  the  manner  you  mention,  a 
spoon  with  a  most  respectably  long  handle." 

"  It's  better  of  length,  certainly,  sir.  Kacthing 
can  escape  you,  then  I  Weel,  the  nest  thing  we 
do  is  this,  to  gently  put  the  pig  afore  the  fire  to 

"To 'simmer!" 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  there  stand  or  it  reeks  agam.  But 
you  must  not  let  it  get  o'er  liet ;  it  would  burn  the 


"Oh I  that's  naething.  Wo  dinna  fash  ourselves 
wi'  the  pig.    What  .vere  they  made  for?" 

"Why,  truly,  ma  iam,  I  thought,  until  this  day, 
that  I  knew  someth  ng  of  their  history  ;  but  1  find 
I  have  been  wofuUy  ignorant." 

"We  eanna  reach  perfecUon  at  ance,  as  our 
gudemon  says  (wha,  by-the-bye,  is  and  has  been 
this  half  hour,  as  sound  as  a  top).  And  so,  after 
the  jMg  has  simmered  and  simmered,  je  in  wi'  the 
spoon  again." 


"Ay,  si 


D  ye  B 


wadna  hae  it  all  ii 

1  it,  madam  ;  as  far  as  posable.' 
nither  ei'      "     "—    ' 


Into  it 


lonthl" 


___ g  wi'  the 

lae  hands,  and  milking  a  cow  with  the  tither  ?" 

"  I  really,  madam,  in  my  innocence  of  heart, 
thought  that  the  pig  might  have  run — " 

"  Run  o'er  ?  Nae  doubt  P  so  wud  it  gin  ye  filled 
it  o'er  fu'.     So  hame  comes  the  jwg" — 

"Of  itself,  madam!" 

"Su'!  Lord,  sir,  you  speak  as  if  the  pig  could 
walk  I" 

"  I  beg  you  a  tbonsand  pardons,  madam ;  I  truly 
forgot  the  milk  and  jelly.  It  would  be  eitraordi- 
nary  if  it  could." 

"Very,  dr.    So  the  lass  brings  me  my  lame  pig." 

"  Ah,  that's  another  reason.  Well,  may  I  be 
drawn  to  a  thread  if  I  could  divine  why  you  pre- 
ferred a  lame  pig !" 

"  Ye  needna  gang  to  Rome  to  learn  that ;  a  lame 
pig  is  aye  fendiest.     So  I  begin  to  t 
the  milk  and  jelly." 

"Steer  and  steer,  madam  1" 

"  Ay — mi'  a'  wee!  up  thegether," 


"Sings,  madam?  And  does  the  pig  make  no 
other  noise  during  all  this  operation  ?" 

■  Scarce  any  other,  gin  it's  a  good  pig  ;  but  all  de- 
pends on  that.  I've  seen  a  lame  pig,  that  afore  the 
had  touched  its  sides  a  matter  of  five  minutes, 
would  have  gane  off  in  a  crack." 

I  don't  wonder  at  that  in  the  least,  madam," 
You  would  wonder,  if  your  Enghah  jags  had 
half  the  value  of  the  Scotch." 
"  Possibly,  madam." 

"Of  a  verity,"  continued  Mrs.  M'Crie,  "there 
«as  a  pig  played  me  ance  a  maiat  mischancy  trick. 
Ye  sea,  1  eipected  a  pairty  of  our  presbytery  to 
lenner,  and  I  had  sent  our  Bell  oat  for  the  mdat 
;apacions  pig  she  could  grip ;  and  1  had'  poured  in 
^he  quantum  auff,  as  the  mediciners  say,  of  het  milk 
>n  the  gooseberries  (I  was  making  a  posset),  and  a' 
went  weel;  but  when  I  thought  it  was  done  to  a. 
hair,  out  lap  a  het  aizle ;  our  Bell  {the  hiizy !) 
sprang  to  the  tae  side ;  the  pig  gaed  the  tither — a' 

"And  the  poor  pig — what  became  of  it?" 

"Puir,  indeed!  It  wasna  worth  the  minding: 
its  head  was  dung  in,  and  it  gat  a  sma'  fracture  on 
the  side  ;  but  as  it  was  bonny  in  its  color,  and  gentj 
in  its  mak.  Bell  syncd  it  out  in  clear  water,  then 
rubbed  it  up  wi'  a  duster,  and  clapped  it  on  the  shelf 
in  the  kitchen,  where  it  lies  to  this  blessed  day,  in 
peace  and  (juiet,  as  I  may  say.  In  my  opinion,  sir, 
the  pig  hadna  been  right  made." 

"Not  right  made,  madam?" 

"  Not  right  made,  ar.  You  look  surprised.  Thmk 
yon  ony  body  can  make  a  pig  ?" 

"  Far  from  it,  madam." 

"  It  would  sarely  fash  you  and  me,  Fm  jalouaing, 
Mr.  Josiah  Flowerdew." 

"Admitted,  madam;  admitted. — But,  my  dear 
Mrs.  M'Crie,  I  have  just  one  other  thing  to  ask. 
You  have  told  me— (here  Josiah  gave  a  shudder) — 
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how  the  milb  and  hooey  gets  in.     Now,  madam, 
may  1  be  allowed  to  ask,  how  you   get  the  sjt- 

"  How  we  get  it  out  ?  Lord,  sir,  you  surprise 
me  !  Just  the  way  we  put  it  In.  How  would  you 
get  it  out  P     Sure,  there's  nae  maj;ic  in  that !" 

"Kay,  madam,  I  don't  pretend  to  Tenture  upon 
any  apecuUtions  on  the  point.  There  are  many 
reasons,  no  doubt,  why  the  pig  would  easier  let  it 
out  than  in ;  and  I  am  quite  willing  to  prefer  the 
mouth.  Bui,  after  it  is  out,  pray,  madam,  who  eats 
the  syllabub? — or,  pray,  madam,  do  you  also  cat 
the  pig?" 

"  Ila,  ha !  Weel,  that's  guide.  Lord,  sir,  the  pig's 

"Ged,  madam,  you  are  right;  I  had  forgot  the 
frying.     But  as  to  the  milk  and  jelly,  or  the  berga- 


ar,  after  the 


,  fori 


they  devoted?" 

"Sir?" 

"Pray,  madam,  who  devours  that?"  pointing 
with  his  finger  to  the  horrid  potion  before  him. 

"  Yon,  sir,  if  you  will  do  me  that  honor." 

"Ue,  madam!  Mei  Good  night,  madam.  Pray 
don't  walien  the  doctor.  I  am  particularly  engaged. 
Kay,  madam,  not  a.  morsel— (I  would  as  soon  bolt 
a  barbecued  toad,  or  mouth  a  curried  hedge-hog) — 
I  do  entreat  you  to  keep  it  fop  the  next  presbytery. 
If  tliey  resemble  our  clergy  in  the  south,  they  are 
more  familiar  with  pjga  than  I  am.— Well,  well?" 
Mr,  Flowflrdew  was  heard  to  exclaim,  as  he,  in  a 
manner,  tumbled  down,  in  hia  haste,  from  top  to 
the  bottom  of  the  stair,  "I  hate  often  heard  that 
the  Scotch  were  dirty  ;  but,  by  all  the  stripes  in  a 
yard  of  gingham,  they  were  born  barbarians  !" 

"  Mr.  Dourstew  t"  eiclaimeil  the  Doctor,  awaken- 


ing.     ■'  Where  are  you  ?     Here's  my  wife  with  the 
syllabub.     Where  are  yon,  Mr.  Moorskew  !" 

"  I'm  off!"  answered  Mr.  Josiah ;  and  it  is  said 
by  his  friends,  that  during  a  long  hfe  of  some 
seventy  years,  no  persuasion  could  induce  him  over 
again  to  visit  Edinburgh.  "The  lame  pig,"  he 
would  mutter  to  himself,  "  the  jelly  and  hot  milt  1 
Heaven  save  mc  from  such  a  calamity  I" 


THE    MIGRATIONS    OF    A    SOLAS    i 


ELL,  Bryce,"  said  Mrs.  Maxwell  one  day  to  her  house- 
keeper, "what  has  the  gamekeeper  sent  this  week 
from  Maiwetl  Hall?"— "Why,  madam,  there  are 
three  pair  of  partridges,  a  brace  of  grouse,  a  wood- 
cock, three  hares,  a  eouple  of  pheasants,  and  a 
solan  goose,"-— "A  solan  goose  I"  ejaculated  the 
lady;  "what  could  induce  him  to  think  I  would 
poison  my  house  with  a  solan  goose?" — "He  knows 
dish  that  my  master  is  very  fond  of,"  replied 


_  I  is," 


retorted  the  lady;  "let  it  be  thrown 
before  Mr.  Maxwell  sees  it." 

The  housekeeper  retired,  and  Mrs.  Maxwell  re- 
sumed her  cogitations,  the  subject  of  which  was 
how  to  obtain  an  introduction  to  the  French  no- 
blesse who  bad  recently  taken  up  Ibeir  abode  in 
Edinburgh,  "  Good  heavens !"  said  she,  as  she  has- 
tily rung  the  bell,  "  how  could  I  be  so  stupid  ? — 
there  is  nothing  in  the  world  that  old  Lady  Crosby 
IS  Eo  fond  of  as  a  solan  goose,  and  I  understand  she 
knows  all  the  French  people,  and  that  they  are  con- 
stantly with  her. — Bryce,"  she  continued,  as  the 
ho  isekeeper  obeyed  her  summons,  "  is  the  goose  a 
fine  bird?"  "Very  fine  indeed,  madam;  the  beat 
IS  broken,  and  one  of  the  legs  is  a  little  ruffled,  but 
I  never  saw  a  finer  bird."  "  Well,  then,  don't  throw 
It  away,  as  I  mean,  to  Send  it  to  my  friend,  lady 
Crosby,  as  soon  as  I  have  written  a  note."    Mrs. 
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Bryce  oaca  more  retreated,  nnd  Mrs.  Maxwell,  hav- 
iug  selected  a,  beauriful  sheet  of  note  paper,  quickly 
peimed  the  following  effusion ; 

"  Mj  dear  Ladj  Croaby,  permit  me  to  request 
your  acceptance  of  a  eokti  |;oose,  which  has  just 
been  sent  me  from  Maxwell  Hall.  Knowing  your 
fondness  for  this  bird,  I  am  delighted  at  having  it 
in  my  power  to  gratify  you.  I  hope  that  you  con- 
tinue to  enjoy  good  health.  Tbis  is  to  be  a  very 
gay  winter.  By  the  bye,  do  you  know  any  one 
who  is  aequainted  with  the  French  noblesse?  I 
am.  dying  to  meet  with  (hem.  Ever,  my  dear  Lady 
Crosby,  yours  tculj,  M.  Maxwell." 

Lady  Crosby  being  out  when  this  billet  reached 
her  house,  it  was  opened  by  one  of  her  daughters. 
"BleES  me,  Maria!"  she  exclaimed  to  her  sister, 
"how  fortunate  it  Was  that  I  opened  this  note; 
Mrs.  Maxwell  has  sent  mamma  a  solan  goose !" 
"Dreadful!"  eielumed  Eliza;  "  I  am  sure  if  mamma 
hears  of  it  she  will  have  it  roosted  immediately,  and- 
Captain  Jessamy,  of  the  Lancers,  is  to  call  to-day, 
and  you  know,  a  roasted  solan  goose  is  enough  to 
contaminate  a  whole  parish, — I  shall  certainly  go 
distracted!"  "Don't  discompose  yourself,"  repUed 
Uaria  ;  "I  shall  take  good  care  to  send  it  out  of 
tjie  house  before  mamma  comes  home ;  meanwhile, 
I  must  write  a  dvil  answer  to  Mrs.  Maiwell'a  note. 
I  dare  say  she  will  not  think  of  alluding  to  it ;  but, 
if  she  should,  mamma,  luckily,  is  pretty  deaf,  and 
may  never  be  a  bit  the  wiser."  "I  think,"  said 
Eliza,  "  we  had  better  send  the  goose  to  the  Napiers, 
as  they  were  rather  affronted  at  not  being  asked  to 
our  last  musical  party;  I  dare  say  they  will  make 
no  use  of  it,  but  it  looks  attentive."  "  An  eicellent 
thought,"  rejoined  Maria.  No  sooner  said  than 
done;  in  five  Eninutes,  the  travelled  bird  had  once 
more  changed  its  quarters. 

"A  Solon  goose!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Napier,  as  her 
footman  gave  her  the  intelligence  .of  Lady  Crosby's 
present.  "Fray,  return  my  compliments  to  her 
ladyship,  and  I  feel  much  obliged  by  her  poUto  at- 
tention.    Truly,"  condnued  she,  when  the  domestic 


had  retired  to  fulfil  this  mission,  "if  Lady  Crosby 
thinks  to  stop  our  mouths  with  a  solan  goose,  she 
will  find  herself  very  much  mistaken.  I  suppose 
she  means  this  as  a  peacc-offcring  for  not  having 
asked  us  to  her  last  party.  I  suppose  she  was 
afraid,  Clata,  my  dear,  you  would  out  out  her 
clumsy  daughters  with  Sir  Charles."  "  If  1  don't,  it 
shall  not  be  my  fault,"  replied  her  amiable  daughter. 
"I  flirted  with  him  in  such  famous  style  at  the  last 
concert,  that  I  thought  Eliza  would  hare  fainted  on 
the  spot.  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  the 
odious  bird^"  "Oh,  I  shall  desire  John  to  carry 
it  to  poor  Mrs.  Johnstone."  "I  wonder,  mamma, 
that  you  would  take  the  trouble  of  eendtng  all  the 
way  to  the  Canongate  for  any  such  purpose;  what 
good  can  it  do  you  to  oblige  people  who  are  so 
wretchedly  poor?"  "Wby,  my  dear,"  replied  the 
lady,  "to  tell  you  the  truth,  your  father,  in  early 
life,  received  such  valuable  as^stance  from  Mr. 
Johnstone,  who  was  at  that  time  a  very  rich  man, 
as  laid  the  foundation  of  bis  present  fortune.  Severe 
losses  reduced  Mr.  Johnstone  to  poverty  ;  he  died, 
and  your  father  has  always  been  intending,  at  least 
promising  to  do  something  for  the  family,  but  has 
never  found  an  opportunity.  Last  year,  Mrs. 
Johnstone  most  unfortunately  heard  that  he  had  it 
in  bis  power  to  get  a  young  man  Out  to  India,  and 
she  applied  to  Mr.  Napier  on  behalf  of  her  son, 
which,  1  must  say,  was  a  very  ill-judged  step,  as 
showing  that  she  thought  he  required  to  be  re- 
minded of  his  promises,  which,  to  a  man  of  any 
feeling,  must  always  be  a  grating  circumstance; 
but  I  have  often  (jiserved,  that  poor  people  have 
very  llttlo  delicacy' in  such  points;  however,  as 
your  papa  fancies  sometimes  that  these  people  have 
a  sort  of  claim  on  him,  I  am  sure  he  will  be  glad  to 
pay  tbem  any  attention  that  costs  bim  nothing." 

Behold,  then,  oar  hero  eiiled  from  the  fashion- 
able regions  of  the  West,  and  laid  on  the  broad  of 
his  nack  on  a  table,  in  a  small  but  clean  room,  in  a 
humble  tenement  in  the  Canongate,  where  three 
hungry  children  eyed  with  deligbt  his  fat  legs,  his 
Ewelhng   breast  and  magnificent   pinions.       "Oh, 
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mamma,  mamma,"  cried  the  children,  skipping 
round  the  table,  and  clapping  their  hands,  "what 
■  beautiful  goose !  how  nice  it  will  be  when  it  is 
roasted!  Tou  must  have  a  great  large  slice, 
mamma,  for  you  had  very  little  dinner  yesterday. 

"Hush,  little  chatter-bo  I,"  said  her  brother  Henry, 
a  fine  stripling  of  sixteen,  seeing  tears  gather  in 
hia  mother's  eyes.  "  My  dear  boy,"  said  Mrs.  John- 
stone, "  iC  goes  to  my  heart  to  think  of  depriving 
these  poor  children  of  their  expected  treat,  but  I 
think  wo  ought  to  send  this  bird  to  our  benefac- 
tress. Lady  Bethune.  But  for  her,  what  would 
have  become  of  ua?  While  the  Napiers,  who  owe 
all  they  have  to  your  worthy  and  unfortunate  fa- 
ther, have  given  us  nothing  bnt  empty  promises, 
she  has  been  a  consoling  and  ministring  angel,  and 
I  should  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  of  showing 
my  gratitude ;  trifling  as  the  offering  is,  J  am  sure 
it  wHl  be  received  with  kindness."  "  I  am  sure  of 
it,"  replied  Henry ;  "  and  I  will  run  and  buy  a  few 
nuts  and  apples  to  console  the  little  ones  for  losing 
their  eipected  feaat." 

The  children  gazed  with  lengthened  faces  as  the 
goose  was  carried  from  their  sight,  and  conveyed 
by  Bem'y  to  the  house  of  Lady  Bethune,  who,  ap- 
preciating the  motives  which  had  dictated  the  gift, 
received  it  with  benevolent  kindness.  "Tell  your 
mother,  my  dear,"  said  she  to  Henry,  "  that  I  feel 


most  particularly  obliged  by  her  attention,  and  be 
sure  to  say  that  Sir  James  has  hopes  of  procuring  a 
situation  for  you ;  and  if  he  succeeds,  1  will  come 
over  myeeif  to  tell  her  the  good  news."  Henry 
bounded  away  as  gay  as  a  lark,  while  Lady  Bethune, 
after  havmg  given  orders  to  her  butler  to  send 
some  bolls  of  potatoes,  meal,  and  a  side  of  fine 
mutton,  to  Hrs.  Johnstone,  neit  issued  directions 
for  the  disposal  of  the  present  she  had  just  re- 
ceived. 

"  La,  madam  1"  escliumed  Mrs.  Bryce,  as  she  once 
more  made  her  appearance  before  her  mistrefs,  "  if 
hece  be  not  our  identical  solan  goose  come  hack  to 
ua,  with  Lady  Bethune's  compliments  I  I  know 
him  by  his  broken  beak  and  raffled  leg;  and  as 
sure  aa  eggs  are  eggs,  that's  my  master's  knock  at 
the  door!"  "Kun,  Bryce!  fly!"  cried  Mrs.  Max- 
well in  despair ;  "  put  it  oui  of  sight  I  give  it  to  the 
house-dog  1" 

Away  ran  Mrs.  Bryce  with  her  prize  to  Towler  ; 
and  he,  not  recoliccUng  that  he  had  any  favor  to 
obtain  from  any  one.  Or  that  he  had  any  dear 
friends  lo  oblige,  received  the  present  very  grate- 
fully, and,  aa  he  lay  in  his  kennel, 
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M  Grb     r  vas  a  ^mple-minded  rustic,  of 
m  g         d      osition,  with  a  vein    of  Sar- 

wh   h  h    could  work:  with  very  deci- 
d        ft         h  ion  required.    He  rented  a 

m  p  b  gr  d  that  fringed  the  muir  of 
E  p     a  h      state  of  Stirling  of  Carden. 

Isaa     h  d  se       much  of  the    great   world. 

W  rses,  he  contrived  to  keep  the 

thatch  over  his  shoulders,  and  the  wheels  of  life  in 
working  condition,  by  carrying  whiskey  for  the  far- 
famed  Kepp  distillery,  the  proprietor  of  which,  the 
late  Mr.  Cassits,  was  distantly  related  to  him.  Isaac 
pqaed  himself  on  his  knowledge  of  horses,  and  was 
generally  his  own  ferrier,  whether  as  respected 
medical  treatment,  or  arming  the  hoofs  of  that 
noble  animal  against  the  tei 


Isaac 


leof  a 


the  fair  of  Shandon,  which,  though  sold 
turned  out  afterwards  to  have  some  defect  in  the 
hoof;  and  an  action  was  raised  before  the  sherifr, 
and  proof  allowed,  to  show  that  the  disease  was  of 
long  standing,  and  the  fault  must  have  been  known 
to  the  vender  at  the  time  of  sale.  Isaac  was  sum- 
moned to  Dumhlane,  to  give  evidence  before  the 
sheriff  in  favor  of  the  defender. 

The  agent  employed  by  the  purchaser  was  as  pom- 
pons a  "  quill  driver"  as  ever  scribbled  on  parch- 
ment or  small  pott.  Peter  Dudgeon  (for  that  was 
his  name)  boasted  that  he  had  a  more  complete 
knowledge  of  the  English  language  than  any  prac- 
titioner in  sheriff  or  burgh  court,  from  the  Gram- 
plans  to  Cheviot,  from  his  having  the  whole  of 
Johnson's  dictionary  at  his  finger-ends.  The  words 
selected  by  Peter  for  common  use,  were  remarkable 
more  for  ue  quantity  of  the  alphabet  employed  in 


their  constructioD,  than  from  their  adaptation  to 
the  idea  meant  to  be  conveyed. 

I'eter  thought  to  dash  Isaac,  and  so  confuse  him 
at  first,  that  his  evidence  would  want  coherence, 
and  therefore  he  rejected.  The  officer  called  out, 
"Is  Isaac  M'Gregor  in  court?"  "Yes,  sir!"  shout- 
ed Isaac,  in  a  voice  like  the  report  of  school-boy  artil- 
lery.    "Come  forward,  then." 

Peter  threw  himself  back  into  his  seat  and  looked 
terror,  at  the  same  time  displaying  a  frill  of  cambric 
of  extraordinary  depth  and  longitude.  "  Tonr 
name  is  Isaac  M'Gregor — is  it?"  "The  minister 
ance  ca'd  me  that,  and  1  haena  had  ony  reason  to 
change  't  since,  but  you  ueedna  speir  my  name,  for 
ye  hae  kent  me  ony  time  this  twenty  years."  "  It 
is  only  for  the  information  of  the  court."  "Giff 
that  be  a',  you're  abler  to  tell  them  than  I  am — 
you're  gUbher  in  the  tongue."  "Very  well;  gen- 
tlemen of  the  court,  the  deponent's  name  is  Isaac 
M'Gregor,  a  most  enlightened,  ratiocinating,  and 
philosophic  carter,  from  the  bloody  mires  of  Lock- 
Leggin.  Notice  that,  gentlemen !  Do  you  know 
any  thing  about  tite  vending,  transtulation,  or  trans- 
fer of  the  quadruped  in  question  F"  "  I  didua  bring 
my  dictionary  in  my  pouch  this  day,  or  else  I  micbt 
hae  been  able  to  spell  your  meaning :  maybe,  my 
lord  judge,  ye'U  be  able  to  eiplun  what  he  means, 
for  to  me  there's  just  as  muokle  sense  in  the  blether 
o'  the  heather  blubber !"  "  He  means  to  ask,  wit- 
ness, do  you  know  any  thing  about  the  sale  of  the 
horse,  the  subject  on  which  you  are  summoned 
here?"  "Thank  you,  my  lord.  Yes,  I  ken  that 
the  horse  was  selt  to  Joek  Faterson  tliere;  and  he 
appeared  to  me  to  be  weel  worth  a'  the  siller  he 
gied  for  him." 
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"  Well,  my  Besagenarian  friend  leaac,"  resumed 
Peter,  "  liow  do  you  know,  or  how  can  you  ealiafy 
your  mind  as  to  the  valiiKty  of  the  testimony  upon 
which  your  powers  of  perception  bai'e  chosen  to 
arbitrate  BO  temerarioualy?"  "Oeh,  inanl  it  would 
titk  you  a  laag  time  to  ken  as  macble  about  horses 
aa  I  do;  ye  would  need  to  gang  out  and  eat  grass 
wi'  them  for  seren  years,  lite  auld  Nebuchttdneizac, 
afore  ye  learnt  your  lesson." 

Peter  was  fairly  put  out,  and  got  into  a  violent 
rage.  "  My  lord,  I  have  asked  a  plain  question, 
and  I  must  demand  a  categorical  answer,  or  I  shall 
more  that  the  witness  be  committed  for  contempt 
of  court."  "I  would  advise  you,  Mr.  Dudgeon," 
said  the  judge,  "to  put  your  questions  in  a  more 
inleUi^ble  shape,  and  I  have  no  doabt  but  the  wit- 
ness will  give  jou  a  respectful  answer."  "  That 
saira  you  right,  Peter,"  said  the  imperturlmble 
laaac,  "  and  gin  I  had  you  in  the  muir  o'  Kippen,  1 
would  let  ye  fin'  the  weight  o'  that  shakle-bane 
alang  the  side  o'  your  head — and  mak  thae  hom- 
sbottie  teeth  in  jour  mouth  dance  the  Dusty  Miller. 
Ony  mair  to  spin,  ye  manifest  piece  o'  impudence  ?" 

"  What  do  you  know  about  the  value  of  a  horse  !" 
resumed  Peter.  "I  wonder  what  I  should  ken 
about,  if  I  didna  ken  about  horse— I  may  say  bom 
and  brought  up  amang  them — mair  than  ye  can 
say,  Mr.  Peter,  o'  the  profession  ye  hae  t[i«n  by  the 
hand."  "Have  you  made  it  your  bu^ness  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  the  veterinary  art,  whether 
as  applied  to  the  general  anatomy  of  the  horse, 
tbe  moral  and  physical  habits  of  this  useful  animi 
and,  to  attain  the  requisite  degree  of  knowledge,  ha 
you  studied  carefully  the  article  on  that  subject  in 
the  Encyclopedia  Biitannica,  and  most  particularly, 
as  in  the  niinutis  of  detail  on  the  subject,  have  you 
bought  from  your  bookseller,  a  copy  of  the  worit, 
entitled  The  Horse,  published  mider  the  sanction 
and  patronage  of  the  society  denominating  them- 
selves, The  Society  for  Diffusing  Useful  Knowledge, 
and  made  it  your  study  by  night  and  by  day  ?" 


"Hech,  sirs!  nae  wonder,  Peter,  that  you're 
blawing  like  a  bursting  haggis,  after  a'  that  blabber 
o'  words;  you'll  hae  pitten  a'  the  lair  ye  e'er  got 
at  the  cottage  in  that  speech,  I'se  warrant;-^ ye 
mind  sin'  you  and  I  were  at  Ckymire'a  school  the- 
gether,  what  a  poor  fusionleas  whey-faced  shawp 
o'  a  creature  you  war',  baith  in  soul  and  body,  and 
that  you  couldna  spell  your  ain  name !"  "  Do  you 
know,  then,  any  thing  about  the  diseases  that  horses 
are  predisposed  to?"     "Lang-winded  is  no  ane  o' 

"From  your  knowledgeof  the  veterinary  art,  and 
the  profound  attention  that  you  have  bestowed  on 
the  subject,  would  you  presume  to  say,  that  a 
horse's  hoof  might  be  the  seat  of  any  latent,  un- 
manifested  ailment — disease — malady — gangrene  or 
tumor,  protected  though  it  be  by  the  crust  or  wall 
of  the  foot,  without  being  visible  to  the  ocular 
faculty!    Now?" 

"  Did  ye  hear  the  thunder  down  there,  lads  ?  Ye 
may  be  verra  thankfu',  Mr.  Dudgeon,  that  ye  haena 
mony  teeth  left  in  the  front  o'  your  mouth,  or  thae 
big  words  could  never  hae  gotten  ont."  "Really, 
Mr.  Dudgeon,"  aaid  the  Judge,  "  yon  are  taking  up 
too  much  time  of  the  court,  by  nseleas  preliminaries. 
If  you  have  any  of  your  young  men  in  court,  would 
you  allow  one  of  tbem  to  take  up  the  examination?" 
"  Very  well,  my  lord." 

"  JVilliam,  take  up  this  brief,  or  case,  and  fiirther 
interrogate  that  incorrigible  carter."  "Witness! 
the  next  question  in  my  brief  or  case, — and  recol- 
lect you  are  Still  upon  oath,  is — Do  you  suppose  it 
possible  for  a  disease  or  ailment  to  eiist  in  the  pet- 
ibrating  £cah  or  tendon,  without  immediately  mani- 
festing itself  in  occasioning  lamcnees  by  its  action 
in  the  chamber  of  the  hoof?"  "Weel,  my  lord- 
judge,  after  a',  are  thae  twa  no  a  bonny  pair  ?  as 
the  craw  said  o'  his  claws."  The  court  became  per- 
fectly convulsed,  so  that  the  sheriff  nua  hiinself 
obliged  to  finish  the  e: 


A    COOK'S    LEGACY. 


I' the 


arid  looks  cauld  ai 


[  blae ; 


Doaen'd  sit  on  the  frosted  spray ; 
But  though  the  wintry  winds  blaw  keenly, 

What  are  the  wintry  winds  to  me, 
When  by  the  kitchen  fire  aae  cleanly, 

My  love  ia  baking  a  pie  for  me ! 

Oh  when  I  think  on  her  cheeks  sae  greasy, 
Oh  when  I  think  on  her  shoulders  faf. 

Never  a  lass  have  I  seen  like  Lcezy, 
She  makes  my  poor  heart  to  go  pitty-pat ! 


All  the  way  hame  though  never  so  dreary. 
It  charms  my  heart  to  think  of  thee ; 

Howbj  the  kitchen  fire  sae  cheery. 
My  love  is  baking  a  pie  for  me. 


Some  yield  their  hearts  to  the  charms  of  beauty, 

Doating  with  pleasure  upon  her  smile, 
But  when  they've  caught  their  iong-wish'd  booty, 

Twin  neither  make  pat  nor  pan  to  boil ; 
-Ind  wi'  their  beauty  they  afteateh  a  Tartar — 

Often  it  happens,  as  aU  may  see  : 
Then  for  beauty,  111  scorn  to  barter 

The  maid  that  ia  baking  a  pie  for  me. 


Toe  Last  Debt. — An  old  man  about  to  die,  had 
his  friends  around  him,  when  he  was  deiired  by 
his  wife   to   tell  what  debts  were  owing  to  him. 

"There's owes  me  five  shillings  for  mutton." 

"Oh,"  interjected  the  dehghted  helpmate,  "to  see 
a  man  at  this  time  o'  day,  and  just  gauD  to  close  his 
last  account,  hae  the  use  o'  his  faculties — just  say 
a«ay,  James."     "  Ay,  an' —  ten  BhiUings  ftw  beef." 


'What  a  pleasant  thing  to  si 
othekstl  ony  mair r   "A 


bein'  sensible 
/a  for  a  cow's 
Ay,"  quoth  the  wife,  "  sensible  yet — 
weel,  James,  what  was't  ye  was  gaun  to  say?" 
"Nae  mair,"  quoth  James,  "but  I  am  ow'n  Jock 
Tamson  twa  pounds  in  balance  o'  a  cow."  "  Hoot, 
toot,"  quoth  the  wife,  "he's  a  ravin'  now — he's  just 
demented — dinna  mind  ony  mair  that  he  says." 
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THE  STUDENT  OF  JENA. 


Ohcb — 't  WM  when  I  lived  at  Jena — 

At  a  Wirthshaus'  door  I  sat ; 
And  in  peueive  contemplation, 

Ate  the  saaaage  thick  and  fat ; 
Ate  the  kraut,  that  i 

Tasted  to  my  lips  than  here  ; 
Smoked  my  pipe  of ,         ^ 

Sipped  my  fifteenth  jug  of  beet; 
Glazed  upon  the  glancing  riTer, 

(ittzed  npon  the  tranquil  pool, 
Whence  the  silver-voiced  Undine, 

When  the  nights  were  cahn  and 

As  the  Baron  Fouqnfi  tells  us, 
Eose  from  out  her  shelly  grot, 

Caisting  glamour  o'ei 
Witchmg  that  enchanted  spot. 
From  the  shadow  which  the 

FBd^  acrOBB  the  ripplmg  st 
Did  I  hear  a  Eound  of  music — 

Was  it  thought,  oi 
There,  beside  a  pile  of  linen. 

Stretched  along  the  didsied  si 


ls  her  thrush-like  song  I  heard, 
jisermore  within  the  eddy 

Did  she  plunge  the  white  < 
And  her  robes  were  loosely  gathered 

Kather  far  above  her  knees ; 

Then  my  breath  at  once  forsook  me. 

For  too  surely  did  I  deera 
That  I  saw  the  fair  Undine 

Standing  in  the  glandng  stream — 
And  J  felt  the  charm  of  knighthood  ; 

And  from  that  remembered  dayj 
Every  evening  to  the  Wirthshaus 

Took  I  my  enchanted  way. 
Shortly  to  relate  my  story, 

Many  a  week  of  snmmer  long, 
Came  I  there,  when  beer-o'ertaken. 

With  my  lute  and  with  my  song ; 
Sung  in  mellow-toned  soprano 

All  my  love  and  all  my  woe. 
Till  the  river-maiden  answered, 

IJIting  in  the  stream  below  : — 
"  Fair  Dndino  !  sweet  Undine ! 

Dost  thou  love  as  I  love  thee  ?  " 
"  Love  is  free  as  running  water," 

Was  the  answer  made  to  me. 

Thus,  in  interchange  seraphic. 

Did  L  woo  my  phantom  fay, 
Till  the  nights  grew  long  and  chilly. 

Short  and  shorter  grew  the  day  ; 
Till  at  iast — 't  was  dark  and  gloomy. 

Dull  and  starless  was  the  sky. 
And  my  st«ps  were  alt  unsteady. 

For  a  little  flushed  was  I,— 
To  the  well  accustomed  signal 

No  response  the  maiden  gave  ; 
But  I  heard  the  waters  washing. 

And  the  moaning  of  the  wave. 


So  I  took  ray  trusty  meerschaum,  ' 

And  I  took  my  lute  Ukewise; 
Wandered  forth  in  minstrel  fashion, 

Undemeati  the  lowering  skies ; 
Sang  before  each  comely  Wirthshaua, 

Sang  beside  each  puchng  stream. 
That  same  ditty  which  I  chanted 

When  Undine  was  my  theme. 
Singing,  as  I  sang  at  Jena, 

When  the  shifts  were  hung  to  dry, 
"Fair  Undine  1  young  Undine! 

Dost  thou  love  as  well  as  I  ?  " 

But,  alas !  in  field  or  village, 

Or  beside  the  pebbly  shore, 
Did  I  see  those  glancing  ankles, 

And  the  white  robe,  never  more ; 
o  greet  me, 


No  SI 


e  torn 


ThemosoiiigofllieTi 
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r  wife's  cousra. 


MY    WIFE'S    COUSIN. 


Decked  wltli  shoes  of  blackest  poHsb, 

And  with  ahirt  ae  white  as  snow, 
Alter  iDatutinal  breakfast 

To  toy  ddlj  desk  I  go ; 
First  a  fond  salute  bestowing 

On  my  Marj's  ruby  lipa, 
Wiich,  perchance,  may  be  rewarded 

With  a  pair  of  playful  nips- 
All  day  long  across  the  ledger 

Still  my  patient  pen  I  drive. 
Thinking  what  a  feast  awaits  mo 

In  my  happy  home  at  five ; 
In  my  small,  one-storied  Eden, 

Where  my  wife  awalta  my  coming, 
And  OUF  sohtary  handmaid 

Mutton  chopa  with  care  is  crumbing. 

When  the  clock  proclaims  my  freedom. 

Then  my  hat  I  seize  and  vanish ; 
.Every  trouble  from  my  bosom. 

Every  anxious  care  I  banish. 
Swiftly  brushing  o'er  the  pavement. 

At  a'fiirioua  pace  I  go, 
Till  I  reach  my  darling  dwelling 

In  the  wilds  of  Pimlioo. 

"  Mary,  wife,  where  art  thou,  dearest  ?" 

Thus  I  cry,  while  yet  afar ; 
Ahl  what  scent  iavadesmy  nostras? — 

'Tis  the  smoke  of  a  cigar ! 


And  his  other  hand  is  playing 

Most  familiarly  with  hers ; 
And  I  think  my  BriA*«is  carpet 

Somewhat  damaged  by  his  spurs. 
"Fire  andfurieal  what  the  blazes  I" 

Thus  in  frenzied  wrath  I  call; 
When  my  spouse  her  arms  upraises, 

With  the  most  astounding  squall. 


"  Was  there 


Ah !  how  long  must  I  endure  it, 

How  protract  this  hateful  life  t 
All  day  long,  quite  unprotected. 


Even  when  they  kindly  cornel" 

Then  the  young  Life -Guardsman,  riang. 

Scarce  vouchsafes  a  single  word. 
But  with  look  of  deadly  menace. 

Claps  his  hand  upon  his  sword ; 
And  in  fear  I  faintly  falter — 

"This  your  cousin,  then  he's  mine! 
Very  glad,  indeed,  to  see  you — 

Won't  you  stop  with  us,  and  dine  ?" 

Won't  a  ferret  suck  a  rabbit? — 
As  a  thing  of  course  he  stops; 

And  with  moat  voracious  swallow 
Walks  into  my  mutton  chops. 

In  the  twinkling  of  a  bed-post, 
Is  each  savory  platter  clear, 


Andb 


Andh. 


a  glass  of  something  hot. 
Neither  chopa  nor  beer  I  grudge  him. 

Nor  a  moderate  share  of  goes ; 
But  I  know  not  why  he's  always 

Treading  upon  Mary's  toes. 

Evermore,  when,  home  returning, 

From  the  counting-house  J  come. 
Do  I  find  the  young  Life-Guardsman 

fcmoking  pipes  and  drinking  ruin. 
Evermore  ne  stays  to  dinner. 

Evermore  devours  my  meal; 
For  I  have  a  wholesome  horror 

Both  of  powder  and  of  steel. 

Yet  I  know  he's  Mary's  cousin. 

For  my  only  son  and  heir 
Much  resembles  that  young  Guardsman, 

With  the  self-same  curly  hair ; 
But  I  wish  he  would  not  always 

Spoil  my  carpet  with  his  spurs ; 
And  I'd  rather  see  his  fingers 

In  the  Sre,  than  touching  hers. 
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4RS    OF    DIJON. 


When  honcat  men  confces'd  their  sina, 
And  p<dd  the  church  genteelly — 

111  Burgundy  two  Capuchins 
Lived  jovially  an^freely. 

They  march'd  about  from  place  to  place, 

With  shrift  and  dispeneation  ; 
And  mended  hroken  consciences, 

Soul-tinkers  by  vocation. 

One  friar  was  Father  Bonitaee, 

And  he  ne'er  knew  disquiet. 
Save  when  condemn'd  to  saying  grace 

O'er  mortifying  diet. 

The  other  was  lean  Dominick, 
Whose  slender  form,  and  sallow, 

Would  scarce  have  made  a  candlewick 
For  Boniface's  tallow. 

Albeit,  he  tippled  like  a  fish. 
Though  not  the  same  potation  ; 

And  mortal  man  ne'er  clear'd  a  dish 
With  nimbler  mastication. 

Those  saints  without  the  shirla  arrived, 

One  evening  late,  to  pigeon 
A  country  pair  for  alms,  that  lived 

About  a,  league  from  Dijon. 

Whose  supper-pot  was  set  to  boil, 

On  faggols  briskly  crackhng; 
The  friars  enter'd,  with  a  smile 

To  Jaoquez  and  to  Jacqueline. 

They  bow'd  and  bless'd  the  dame,  and  then 

In  pious  terms  besought  her, 
To  give  tn-o  holy-minded  men 

A  meal  of  bread  and  water. 


Those  mouths  that  even  on  Lent  days 
Scarce  knew  the  taste  of  water,  save 
When  watering  for  dainties. 

Quoth  Jacquez,  "  That  were  sorry  cheer 
For  men  fatigued  and  dusty; 

And  if  ye  supp'd  on  crusts,  I  fear, 
You'd  go  to  bed  but  crusty." 

So  forth  he  brought  a  flask  of  rich 

Wine,  fit  to  feast  Silenus, 
And  viands,  at  the  sight  of  which 

They  laugh'd  like  two  hyenas. 

Alternately,  the  host  and  spouse 
.'       Regaled  each  pardon-ganger, 
Who  told  them  tales  right  marvellous. 
And  hed  as  for  a  wager. — 

'Bout  churches  like  balloons  convey'd 

With  ffironautic  martyrs; 
And  wetla  made  warm,  where  holy  maid 

Bad  only  dipp'd  her  garters. 


And  if  their  hearers  gaped,  I  guesi 
With  jaws  three  inch  asunder, 

'Twas  partly  out  of  weariness, 
And  partly  out  of  wonder. 

Then  striking  up  duets,  the  freres 


From  these  to  glees  and  catches. 

At  last,  they  would  have  danced  outright, 
Like  a  baboon  and  tame  bear, 

If  Jacquez  had  not  drunk,  Good  night. 
And  shown  them  to  their  chamber. 

The  room  was  high,  the  host  was  nigh — 

Had  wife  or  he  suspicion. 
That  monks  would  make  a  raree-show 

Of  chinks  in  the  partition? — 

Or  that  two  confessors  would  come, 

Their  holy  ears  out-reaching 
To  conversations  as  hum-drum 

Almost  as  their  own  preaching? 


Shame  on  you.  Friars  of  orders  gray. 
That  peeping  knelt,  and  wriggling. 

And  when  ye  should  have  gone  to  pray. 
Betook  yourselves  to  ^gglJng  I 


Look  black  with  conaternatit 

The  farmer  on  a  hone  prepares 
His  knife,  a  long  and  keen  oi 

And  talks  of  killing  both  the  ft 
The  fat  one,  and  the  lean  on. 
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THE  FBIAK8   OF   I 


To-morrow  bj  the  break  of  day. 

Be  orders  too,  saltpetre, 
And  pickling-tubs ;  but,  reader,  staj. 

Our  host  wa      " "" 


The  priests  knew  not  that  country-folk 

Give  pigs  the  name  of  friars ; 
But  startled,  witless  of  the  joke, 

As  if  they  trod  on  brieca. 

Jfeanwhilc,  as  they  perspired  with  dread, 

The  h^r  of  either  craveo 
Had  stood  ere«t  upon  his  liead. 

But  that  their  heads  were  shaven. 

What,  pokle  and  smoke  us  limb  by  Umbt 
God  curse  him  and  his  lardners! 

St.  Peter  will  bedevil  him, 
If  he  saltpetres  pardoners. 

Yet,  Dominiok,  to  die  ! — the  bare 

Idea  shakes  one  oddly  ; — 
Yes,  Boui&co,  'tis  time  we  were 

Beginning  to  be  godly. 

Would  that,  for  absolution's  sake 

Of  alt  our  ans  and  cog^ng. 
We  had  a  whip,  to  give  and  take 

A  last  kind  mutual  flog^ng. 

0  Dominick,  thy  nether  end 

Should  bleed  for  expiation, 
And  thou  shouldst  have,  my  dear  fat  friend, 

A  glorious  Sagellation. 

But  having  ne'er  a  switch,  poor  souls, 
They  bow'd  like  weeping  willows, 

And  told  the  Saints  long  rigmaroles 
Of  all  their  peccadillos. 

Tet,  'midst  this  penitential  plight 
A  thought  their  fancies  tickled, 

'Twere  better  brave  the  window's  height, 
Than  be  at  morning  pickled. 

And  so  they  ^rt  themselves  to  leap. 

Both  under  breath  imploring 
A  regiment  of  Sdnts  to  keep 

Their  host  and  hostess  snoring. 

The  lean  one  lighted  like  a  cat. 
Then  scampered  off  like  Jehu, 

Kor  stopp'd  to  help  the  man  of  fat. 
Whose  cbeek  was  of  a  clay  hue— 

Who,  being  by  nature  more  design'd 

For  resting  than  for  jumping. 
Fell  heavy  on  his  parts  behind, 

That  bcoaden'd  with  the  plumping. 

There  long  beneath  the  window's  seonee, 

His  bruises  he  sat  pawing. 
Squat  as  the  figure  of  a  bronze 

Upon  a  Chinese  drawing. 

At  length  he  waddled  to  a  sty ; 

The  pigs,  you'd  thought  for  game  sake. 
Came  round  and  nosed  him  lovingly. 


Meanwhile  the  other  flew  to  town, 

And  with  short  respirafion 
Bray'd  like  a  donitey  up  and  down 


Aa  if  they'd  known  thdr  tu 


Men  left  their  beds,  and  night-capp'd  heads 
Popp'd  out  from  every  casement ; 

The  cats  ran  frighten'd  on  the  leads  ; 
Dijon  was  all  amazement. 

Doors  bang'd,  dogs  bay'd,  and  boys  hurra'd, 
Throats  gaped  aghast  in  bare  rows. 

Till  soundest  sleeping  watchmen  woke. 
And  even  at  last  ihe  mayor  rose— 

Who  charging  him  before  police. 

Demands  of  Dominiok  surly, 
What  earthijuake,  Ere,  or  breach  of  peace 

Made  all  this  hurly-buriy  ? 

Ass — quoth  the  priest — asa-asans,  Sir, 


Soon  at  the  magistrate's  command, 
A  troop  from  the  gens-d'arm's  hous 

Of  twenty  men,  rode  sword  in  hand, 
To  storm  the  bloody  farm's  hoase. 


As  they  were  cantering  towards  the  piai 
Comes  Jacquez  to  the  swine  yard, 

But  started  when  a  great  round  face 
Cried,  ■'  Rascal,  hold  thy  whinyard." 

'Twas  Boniface,  as  mad's  King  Lear, 
Playing  antics  in  the  piggery:— 
"  And  what  the  devil  brought  you  here, 
■  'a  of  ft  friar,  eh?" 
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Ah,  once  how  jotly,  now  how  wan, 
And  hlubber'd  with  the  vapors, 

Tbat  fr&ntic  Capuchin  beguQ 
To  cut  fantuBtio  cupecs — 

Crying,  "help,  halloo,  the  bellows  blow. 

The  pot  13  011  toetjswme; 
I  am  ft  pretty  pig,  bul,  no  t 

They  shall  not  barbacue  me." 

Nor  WRS  this  raying  fit  a  ehftm ; 

In  truth,  he  was  hysterical. 
Until  they  brought  him  out  a  dram. 

And  that  wrought  like  ft  miracle. 

Just  as  the  horsemen  halted  near. 
Crying,  Murderer,  stop,  ohoy,  oh  ! 

Jacquei  was  eomforliog  the  freru 
Willi  a  good  glass  of  noyeau — 


Wbo  bockon'd  to  them  not  to  kick  up 

A  row  ;  but,  waxing  mellow, 
Squeez'd  Jacques'  hand,  and  with  a  hiccup 

Said,  You're  a  d d  good  fellow, 

Eipliuning  lost  but  little  breath:-— 

Here  ended  all  the  matter ; 
So  God  save  Queen  Elizabeth, 

And  long  live  Henry  Quatrel 

The  gens-d'arms  at  the  story  broke 

Into  horse-fits  of  laughter, 
And,  as  if  they  had  known  the  joke, 

Their  horses  neigh'd  thereafter. 

Lean  Dominick,  methinks,  his  chaps 
Yawn'd  weary,  worn,  and  moody; 

So  may  my  readers  too,  perhaps. 
And  thus  I  wish  'em  Good  day. 


CHANGEABLE    CHARLIE, 
g.  not  al  %  jDminie. 


It  was  in  the  early  part  of  my  life,  when  I  was 
;eC  in  the  apprenticeship  of  my  fortune,  thai,  1  had 
the  teaching  of  a  pIcHSant  boy,  whose  name  was 
Charlie  Cheap.  Charlie's  father  was  a  weel-speeked 
witless  body,  who  kept  a  shop  in  tbe  largest  village 
near ;  and  having  mftde  money  by  mere  want  of 
Benee,  and  Helling  of  the  jigs  and  jags  of  a  country 
town,  was  called  by  the  name  of  John  Cbeftp  the 
Chapman,  after  the  classical  story  of  that  person- 
age with  which  we  used  to  be  diverted  when  we 
were  children ;  EO  the  old  man  seeing  indications  of 
genius  in  his  son,  sent  the  lad  to  me  to  finish  his  ed- 

Thero  was  not  a  bettcr-likcd  boy  in  the  whole 
school  than  Charlie  Cheap;  for  though  he  never 
wouid  leam  any  thing  efiectually,  and  was  the  head 
and  ringleader  of  every  trick  that  was  hatched,  he 
had  such  a  laughing,  happy  dispoddon,  and  took 
bis  very  punishment  so  good-hum oredly,  that  it  went 
to  my  heart  to  think  of  chastising  him ;  and  as  for 
the  fool's  cap  and  the  broom  sceptre,  they  were  no 
punishment  to  him,  for  he  never  seemed  better 
pleased  than  when  he  had  them  on ;  and  when 
mounted  thus  on  the  top  of  the  black  stool,  he 
seemed  so  delighted,  and  pulled  such  faces  at  the 
rest  of  the  boys,  that  no  mortal  flesh  could  stand 
to  their  gravity  near  him,  and  my  seat  of  learning 
was  in  danger  of  becoming  a  perfect  hohbleehow  of 
diversion.  How  to  master  this  was  past  my  power. 
But  Charlie's  versatility  ended  it  by  his  own  will, 
and  before  he  was  half  learned  in  bis  prefiminary 
humanities,  his  father  and  he  bad  taken  some  scheme 
into  their  heads,  and  he  waa  removed  from  tne  and 
sent  to  the  college. 

I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  for  several  years  I 
lost  sight  of  Charlie,  until  I  heard  that  his  father 
was  dead,  and  that  he  was  now  a  grown  man,  and 
was  likely  u>  make  a  great  fortune.  This  news  was 
no  surprise  to  me,  for  I  now  began  to  make  the  ob- 
servation, that  the  greatest  fools  that  I  had  the 
honor  of  preparing  for  the  world,  most  generally 
became  the  wealthiest  men. 


It  was  one  day  when  on  a  summer  tramp,  that, 
entering  a  deeentish  town,  and  looking  about  at  the 
shop  windows,  I  began  to  bethink  me  of  the  neces- 
sity that  had  fallen  upon  me,  by  the  tear  and  wear 
of  the  journey,  of  being  at  tbe  expense  of  a  new 
hat,  so  I  entered  a  magazine  of  miscellaneous  com- 
modities, when  who  should  astonish  me  in  the  per- 
son of  the  shopkeeper,  but  my  old  pupil  Charlie 
Cheap.  "Merciful  me!  Charlie,"  said  I,  "who 
would  have  eipected  to  find  jou  at  this  trade!  I 
thought  you  had  gone  to  the  college  to  serve  your 
time  for  a  minister  of  the  gospel." 

"Indeed,"  swd  Charlie,  "  that  was  once  the  intent, 
but  in  truth,  my  head  got  rather  confused  with  the 
lair  and  thelo^c.  I  had  not  the  least  conjugality  to 
the  Greek  conjugations,  and  when  I  came  to  the 
Hebrew,  that  is  read  every  word  backwards,  fa\C'a, 
I  could  neither  read  it  backwards  nor  forwards,  and 
fairly  stuck,  and  grew  a  sticked  minister.  But  I 
had  long  begun  to  see  that  the  minister  trade  was 
but  a  poor  business,  and  that  a  man  might  wait  for 
the  mustard  till  the  meat  was  all  eaten,  andso  Ijust 
lookup  a  chop  like  my  fe.ther  before  me;  and 
faith,  Mr.  Dominie,  I'm  making  a  fortune." 

"  Well,'' said  I,  "I  am  really  happy  to  hear  it, 
and  I  hope,  beddes  that,  that  you  like  your  em- 
ployment." 

"I'm  quite  dehghtedwith  the  chop-keeping,  Mr. 
Balgownie  ;  a  very  different  life  from  chapping  verbs 
in  a  cauld  college.    Besides,  I  am  a  respected  m 


the  day,  and  bowing  and  becking  to  me,  and  throw- 
ing the  money  to  me  across  the  counter;  I  would 
not  wonder  if  they  should  make  me  abaiilie  yet." 

"  Well,  I  am  really  delighted  too,"  said  I,  "  and 
from  my  knowledge  of  baiUies,  I  would  not  wonder 
in  the  least — so  good  bye,  Mr.  Cheap.  I  think  thil 
hat  looks  very  well  on  me." 

"  Makes  you  ten  years  younger,  sir — good  bye  ! 
wish  you  your  health  to  wear  it." 

It  might  be  a  twelvemonth  after  that  I  was  plod- 
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ding  along  a  oountiy  road  eome  ten  miles  from  the 
fore-mentioned  town,  when  looking  over  the  hedge 
by  mj  side,  I  saw  a  team  of  horses  pulling  a  plough 
towards  me ;  and  my  cogitations  were  listurbed  by 
the  yo-ing  and  yau-ing  of  the  man  who  followed  it. 
Something  stniok  me  that  I  knew  the  voice,  and 
when  the  last  of  the  men  came  up,  I  discovered  un- 
der the  plush  waistcoat  and  fermer'a  bonnet,  my  old 
fnend  Charlie  Cheap. 

"Soul  and  conscience!"  cried  he,  thrusting  his 
clayey  hand  through  the  hedge  and  grasping  mine, 
"if  this  is  not  my  old  master  the  Dominie!  "and 
tmly  he  gave  me  the  fermer's  gripe,  as  if  my  liand 
had  been  made  of  cast  metal. 

"What  are  yon  doing  here,  Charlie?"  said  I. 
"  Why  are  you  not  minding  your  ahop  instead  of 
inarching  there  in  the  fiirrows  at  the  plough-tail  ?" 

"Chop,"  said  he,  "what  chop?  Nu,  iia,  Domi- 
nie, IVe  gotten  a  better  trade  by  the  haiid." 

"  It  cannot  be  possible,  Charlie,  that  ye've  turned 

"  Whether  it  be  possible  or  no,  it  is  true,"  said 
Charlie;  "but  dinna  be  standing  there  whistling 
through  the  hedge,  but  come  in  by  the  slap  at  the 
comer,  and  ye  shall  taste  my  wife's  treacle  ale." 

"  Well  really,"  said  I,  when  I  liad  got  down  into 
the  farm-house,  "this  is  the  most  marvellous 
change." 

"No  change  to  apeak  of,"  said  he  ;  "  do  ye  think 
I  was  going  to  be  tied  up  to  haberdrabbery  all  my 
days?  No,  no,  I  knew  I  had  a  genius  for  ferming; 
the  chop-keeping  grew  flat  and  unprofitable,  a  chield 
from  England  set  up  next  door  to  me,  so  a  country 
customer  took  a  fancy  for  a  town  Ufe.  I  sold  him 
my  stock  in  trade,  and  he  sold  me  the  stock  on  bis 
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farm.  He  stepped  in  bthind  the  counter,  and  Igot 
behind  the  plough,  go  here  I  am,  happier  than  ever ; 
besides,  liarkie !  I  am  making  money  last." 

"  Are  vou  really  ?     But  how  do  vou  know  that  ?" 

"  Can  I  not  count  my  ten  finge'rs  ?  Have  I  not 
figured  it  on  black  and  white  over  and  over  again? 
There's  great  profits  with  management  such  as  mine 
that  I  can  assure  you,  sir."  ' 

"But  how  could  you  possibly  learn  fanning? 
That,  I  believe,  is  not  taught  at  college." 

"Poohl  my  friend;  I  can  learn  any  thing.  Be- 
sides, my  wife's  mother  waa  a  farmer's  daughter, 
and  Lizzy  herself  understands  farming  already,  as 
if  she  was  reared  to  it.  She  makes  all  the  butter, 
and  the  children  drink  all  the  milk,  and  we  live  so 
happy  ;  birds  singing  in  the  morning — cows  lowing 
at  night — drinking  treacle  ale  all  day ;  and  nothing 
Ut  do  but  watch  the  com  growing.  In  short,  fenn- 
ing  is  the  natural  slate  of  man.  Adam  and  Eve 
farmer  and  his  wife,  just  hke  me  and  Lizaie 


"But  ) 


■u'll  change  again  shortly,  I  am  afrud. 


Mr.  Chet. 

"That's  impossible,  for  I' 
rU  grow  gray 


egot  a 


Dominie. 


■e  you  give  ua  a  call  the  n 


pass,  and  get  a  drink  of  our  treacle  ale." 
"  Well,  really  this  is  the  most  extraordinary 
thiug,"8aidl  to  myself,  as  I  walked  up  the  lane 
from  the  farm  house.  "I  shall  be  curious  to  ascer- 
tain if  he's  going  to  stick  to  the  farming  till  he's 
ruined." 

thought  no  more  of  Changeable  Charhe  for 
'e  a  year,  when,  coming  towards  the  same 
neighborhood,  I  resolved  to  go  a  short  distance  out 
of  my  way  to  pay  him  a  visit.  My  road  lay  across 
"ear  country  stream,  which  winded  along  apleas- 
—  green  valley  beneath  me ;  and  as  I  drew  near 
the  rustic  bridge,  my  ear  caught  the  lively  sound  of 
a  waterfall,  which  murmured  from  a  picturesque 
spot  among  openmg  woods,  a  little  way  above  the 
bridge.  A  little  mill-race,  with  its  narrow  channel 
of  deep,  level  water,  next  attracted  my  notice;  and 
presently  after,  the  regular  splash  of  a  water-wheel, 
and  the  boom  of  a  corn-niill,  became  objects  of  my 
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meditative  ohserralioii.  The  mill  looked  so  qnaint 
and  ruelic  by  the  stream,  the  banks  were  so  green 
and  the  water  so  clear,  that  I  was  tempted  to  wan- 
der towards  it,  down  from  the  bridge,  just  to  make 
the  Tvhola  a  subject  ot  closer  observation. 

A  barefooted  girl  came  forth  from  the  house 
and  stared  in  my  face,  as  a  Scottish  lassie  may  be 
supposed  to  do  at  a  reasonable  man.  "  Can  you 
tell  me,"  said  I,  willing  to  make  up  an  eiouse  for 
my  intcuEion,  "  if  this  road  wiU  lead  me  to  the  iarm 
of  Longrigs,  which  is  occupied  by  one  Mr.  Cheap  ? 
The  laBsie  looked  in  my  face  witha  thieveless  smile, 
and,  without  answering  a  word,  toot  a  bare-iegged 
race  into  the  miU.  Presently,  a  great  lumbering 
miller  came  out,  like  a  walking  bag  of  flour  from 
befflde  the  hoppec,  and  I  immediately  saw  he  was 
going  to  address  me. 

Never  (Ud  I  see  such  a  snowy  man.  His  miller's 
bat  was  inch  thick  with  lionr ;  he  whitened  the  greer. 
earth  as  he  walked,  the  knees  of  hia  breeches  ■ 
loose,  and  the  stockings  that  hung  about  his  heels 
would  have  made  a  hearty  meal  for  a  starving  gar- 
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dear  me,  Mr.  Cheap,"  said  I,  "  what  was  it 
that  put  you  out  of  the  fiirm,  where  I  thought  you 
-  -  happy,  and  making  a  fortune  1" 
as  as  happy  as  a  man  could  be,  and  making 
money  too,  and  nothing  put  me  out  of  the  farm, 
althougli  I  was  quite  glad  of  the  change,  but  just  a 
penny  of  fair  debt,  the  which,  you  know,  is  a  good 
'-  ease — and  a  little  civil  argument  aboot  the 
But  every  thing  turned  ont  for  the  best,  for 
Willie  Happer,  the  former  miller,  juat  ran  awa  the 
'  got  a  dead  bargain  of  the  mill,  and 
--  his  stead.    Am  I  not  a  for- 


)  reign  ir 


"Xev 


"  What  can  the  impudent  rs 
B^d,  and  I  began  to  east  my  c 
■-^  could  findai   " 


;a\be  st 
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!,  that  the  miller  and  his  lassie  should  thus 


"Ye  were  asking,  1  thin! 
lie  Cheap,  of  the  Longrigs 

"  Yes,"  sud  I,  "  but  his 
from  this.  Perhaps,  as  y( 
neighborhood,  you  can  diri 


mist  be  some  miles 

the  miller  of  tli 
e  the  nearest  road 


The  hurley  scoundrel  first  lifted  up  hia  eye-wink- 
ers which  were  clotted  with  flour,  shook  out  about 
a  pound  of  it  from  his  bushy  whiskers,  and  then 
burst  into  a  laugh  m  my  very  lace  as  loud  as  the 
neighing  of  a  miller's  horse. 

"Ho,  ho,  hough!"  grinned  he,  coughing  upon  me 
a  shower  of  flour.  "Is  it  possible.  Dominie,  that 
ye  dinna  ken  me?"  and  opening  a  mouth  at  least  as 
wide  as  his  own  hopper,  I  began  to  recognise  the 
exaggerated  features  of  Changeable  Charlie. 

"  Well  really,"  said  I,  gazing  at  his  grin,  and  the 
bills  of  flour  that  arose  from  his  cheeks— "really 
this  beats  every  thing !  and  so,  Charlie,  ye're  now 
turned  into  a  miller  ? 

"As  Bure's  a  guni"  said  he,     "Lord  bleaa  your 
soul.  Dominie  I  do  you  think  I  could  bear  to  sprei  ' 
dung  and  turn  up  dirt  all  my  life  ?  no  !  I  have  a  so 
above  that.     Besides,  your  miller  is  a  man  in  powc 
He  is  an  aristocrat  over  the  farmers,  and  with  the 
power  has  its  privileges  too,  for  he  takes  a  multre 
oat  of  every  man's  sack,  and  levies  bis 
like  a  prime  minister.    No  one  gets  so  soon  fat  as 
those  that  live  by  the  labor  of  others,  as  you  may 
see;  for  the  landed  interest  supports  me  by  day, 
and  my  water  wheel  works  for  me  all  night,  so  if  I 
don't  get  rich  now,  the  deuce  is  in  it." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  I,  following  him  into  the  mill, 
"  you  are  just  making  a  fortune." 

"How  can  I  help  it?"  said  he,  "making  money 
while  I  sleep,  for  I  hear  the  mudcal  click  of  the 
hopper  in  my  dreams,  and  my  bairns  learn  their  les- 
sons by  the  jog  of  it.  I  wish  every  roan  who  haa 
passed  a  purgatory  at  eoUege,  were  just  as  happy 
as  the  miller  and  his  wife.  Is  not  that  the  case, 
Liiiy?"  he  added,  addressing  his  better  half,  who 
now  came  forth  hung  round  by  children—"  as  the 
eonggoes," 


you  really  mean 
all  your  days?" 

"As  long  as  wood  turns  round  and  water  runs  ; 
but,  Liziy,"  he  added  to  his  wife,  "what  are  you 
standing  glowering  there  for,  and  me  like  to  choke? 
Gang  and  fetch  us  a  jug  of  your  best  treacle  ale." 

"It  surely  cannot  be,"  Said  1  to  myself  when  I 
had  left  the  mill,  "that  Changeable  Chariie  will  ever 
adopt  a  new  profession  now,  but  Uve  and  die  a  mil- 
ler." I  was,  however,  en 
culation,  as  I  found  befoi 
and  though  I  have  not  time,  at  this  present  Mtting, 
to  tell  the  whole  of  Charlie's  story — and  have  a 
strong  suspicion  tliat  my  veracity  might  be  pnt  in 
Jeopardy,  were  I  to  condescend  thereto,  I  am  quite 
ready  to  take  my  oath,  that  after  this  I  found  him 
in  not  less  than  five  different  cliaracters,  in  all  of 
which  he  was  equally  happy  and  equally  certain  of 
mating  a  fortune.  Where  llie  mutations  of  Charlie 
might  have  run  to,  and  whither,  to  speak  with  a 
little  agreeable  stultification,  be  mijjit  not,  Uke 
another  remarkable  man,  have  exhausted  worlds 
and  then  imagined  new,  it  is  imposable  to  predi- 
cate, if  Fortune  had  not,  in  her  usual  irjustice,  put 
an  end  to  his  career  of  change,  by  leaving  hiswife 
Lizzy  a  considerable  legacy. 

The  last  character  then  that  I  foundCharliestriv- 
hig  to  enact,  was  that  of  a  gentleman— that  is,  a 
man  who  has  plenty  of  money  to  live  upon,  and 
nothing  whatever  to  do.  It  did  not  appear,  how- 
ever, that  Charlie's  happiness  was  at  all  improved 
by  this  last  change ;  for,  besides  that  it  had  taken 
from  him  all  his  private  joys,  in  the  hope  of  one  day 
making  a  fortune,  it  had  raised  up  a  roost  unei- 
pecled  enemy,  in  the  shape  of  old  father  Time, 
whom  he  found  it  more  troublesome  and  less  hope- 
ful to  contend  with,  than  all  the  obstacles  that  had 
formeriy  seemed  to  stand  In  his  way  to  the  making 
of  an  independent  fortune. 

When  the  legacy  was  first  showered  upon  him, 
however,  he  seemed  as  happy  under  the  dispensa- 
tion as  he  had  been  before  under  any  other  of  hia 
changes.  In  the  hey-dey  of  his  joy,  he  sent  for  roe 
to  witness  his  felicity,  and  to  give  him  my  advice  as 
to  the  spending  of  bis  money.  This  mvitation  I 
was  thoughtless  enough  to  accept,  but  it  w-"  ""■"" 
that  I  might  pick  up  a  little  philosophy  o"* 
I  should  observe,  than  from  any  pleasure  maii  ci- 
any  good  that  I  was  Ukely  to  do.  When 
a  house,!  was  worried  to  death  by  all  the 
fine  things  I  was  forced  to  look  at,  that  had  been 
I  sent  to  him  from  Jamaica,  and  all  that  from  him 
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and  liis  wife  I  wna  forced  to  hear.  I  tried  to  im- 
press him  concerning  the  good  that  he  might  do 
with  hia  money,  !□  referem^^  to  many  who  sorely 
wanted  it ,  but  I  found  that  he  had  too  little  feeling 
himaelf  to  understand  the  feelings  of  others,  and 
that  affiictioQ  had  never  yet  driven  a  nail  into  his 
own  flesh,  to  open  hia  heart  to  sympathy.  Instead 
of  entering  into  any  rational  plans,  hia  wife  and  he 
laughed  all  day  at  nothing  whatever,  his  children 
turned  the  house  upside  down  in  their  ecstasy  at 
being  rich ;  and,  in  short,  never  before  bad  I  been 
so  wearied  at  seeing  people  happr. 

In  all  this,  however,  I  heard  not  one  single  word 
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of  thankfulness  for  this  unlooked-for  deliverance 
from  constant  vicissitude,  or  one  grateful  eipreBSioQ 
to  Providence,  for  being  so  unreasonably  kind  to 
this  family,  while  thousands  around  them  strutted 
incessantly,  in  ill-rewarded  industry  and  unavaihng 
anxiety.  So  I  wound  up  the  story  of  Changeable 
Charlie  in  reflective  melaucholy,  for  I  had  seen  so 
many  who  would,  for  any  little  good  fortune,  have 
been  moat  thankfVd  and  liappy,  yet  never  were  able 
to  attain  thereto ;  and  I  inclined  to  the  sombre  con- 
clusion, that  in  tliis  world  the  wise  and  virtuous 
man  was  often  kss  fortunate,  and  generally  less 
happy,  than  the  fooL 
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In  the  Uttle  incturesqiie  village  of  Duddingstone, 
which  Ues  sweetly  at  the  foot  ot'  Edinburgh's  great 
lion,  Arthur-Seat,  and  which  is  celebrated  for  its 
strawberries  and  sheep-bead  broth,  flourished,  with- 
in our  own  remembrance,  a  poor  and  honest  mender 
of  boots  and  shoes,  bj  name  Robert  Bentoul. 

Kobin  had  been  a  cobbler  all  hia  days — to  very 
little  purpose.  He  had  made  nothing  of  the  busi- 
ness, although  he  had  given  it  a  fair  trial  of  liily  or 
Biity  years.  Kc  was  bom,  and  eobbleil — got  mar- 
ried, and  cobbled — got  children,  and  cobbled^got 
old,  and  cobbled,  without  advancing  a  step  beyond 
his  last.  It  "  found  bim  poor  at  Urst  and  Icfl  him 
so!"  To  make  the  ends  meet  was  the  utmost  he 
could  do.  He  therefore  bore  no  great  Uking  to  a 
profes^On  which  had  done  so  little  for  him,  and  for 
which  he  had  done  bo  much  ;  but  in  truth,  his  want 
of  liking  may  be  considered  as  much  a  cause  as  an 
effect  of  his  want  of  success.  His  mind,  in  short, 
did  not  go  with  his  work;  and  it  was  the  interest, 
as  well  as  duty  and  pleasure,  of  his  good  wife,  Junet, 
to  hold  him  to  it  (particularly  when  he  had  given 
his  word  of  honor  to  a  customer)  by  all  the  arts 
common  to  her  sex, — somelinies  by  scolding,  some- 
times by  taunting,  but  oftener — for  Janet  was  a 
kind-hearted  creature — by  treating  him  to  a  thim- 
bleful of  aquavits,  which  be  loved  dearly,  with  its 
proper  accompaniments  of  bread  and  cheese. 

Although,  however,  Eobin  did  not  fceep  by  the 
shoes  with  any  good  heart,  he  could  not  be  called 
either  a  lazy  or  incl&cicnt  man.  In  every  thing  but 
cobhUng  he  took  a  deep  and  active  interest.  In 
particular,  he  was  a  great  connoisseur  of  the 
weather.  Nobody  could  prophesy  snow  like  Robin, 
or  foreteU  a  black  frost.  The  latter  was  Robin's 
dehght;  for  with  it  came  the  people  of  Edinburgh, 
to  hold  their  saturnalia  on  Duddmgstone  Loch,  and 
cobbling,  on  these  great  occasions,  was  entirely  out 
of  the  question,  ffla  rickety  table,  big-bellied  bot- 
tle, and  tree-le^ed  glass,  were  then  in  requidlion, 
for  the  benefit  of  curiera  and  skatcra  in  general, 
and  of  himself  in  particular.  But  little  benefit  ac- 
crued from  these  to  Kobin,  although  he  could  al- 
ways count  on  one  good  customer. — in  himself.  On 
the  breaking  up  of  the  ice,  he  regularly  found  him- 
self poorer  than  before,  and,  what  was  worse,  with 
a  smaller  disposition  than  ever  to  work. 

It  must  have  been  on  some  occasion  of  this  kind, 
that  strong  necessity  suggested  to  Robin  a  step  for 
die  bett«ring  of  his  fortunes,  which  was  patronized 


by  the  legifllatura  of  the  day,  and  which  he  had 
heard  was  resorted  to  by  many  with  success.  Rob- 
in  resolved  to  try  the  lottery.  With  thirty  shfllinga, 
which  he  kept  in  an  old  stocking  for  the  landlord, 
he  went  to  Edinburgh,  and  purchased  a  sixteenth. 
This  proceeding  he  determined  to  keep  a  profound 
secret  from  every  one  ;  but  whiskey  cannot  toler- 
ate secrets;  the  first  half-mutchkin  with  barber 
Hugh  succeeding  in  ejecting  it;  and  as  the  barber 
had  every  opportunity,  as  wdl  as  disposition,  to 
spread  it,  the  thing  was  known  to  all  the  village  in 
the  lathering  of  a  chin. 

Among  others,  it  teached  the  ears  of.Mr.  Blank, 
a  young  gentleman  who  happened  to  reside  at  Dud- 
dingstone,  and  who  took  an  interest  in  the  fortunes 
of  Robin.  Mr.  B.  (unknown  to  the  villagers)  was 
connected  with  the  press  of  Edinburgh,  partjcular- 
ly  with  a  certain  newspaper,  one  copy  of  which 
had  an  extensive  circulation  in  Duddingstone. 
First  of  ail,  the  newspaper  reached  Mr.  Blank  on 
the  Saturday  of  its  publication  ;  on  the  Monday  it 
fell  into  the  bands  of  Bobin,  who,  hke  the  rest  of 
bis  trade,  bad  most  leisure  on  that  day  to  peruse  it ; 
on  the  Tuesday,  the  baker  had  it ;  on  the  Wednes- 
day, the  tailor;  on  the  Thursday,  the  blacksmith; 
on  the  I^day,  the  gardener  ;  and  on  the  Saturday 
the  barber,  in  whose  shop  it  lay  till  the  succeeding 
Saturday  brought  another,  when  it  was  torn  down 
for  suds,  leaving  not  a  wreck  behind,  except  occa- 
sionally a  King's  speech,  a  cure  for  the  rupture,  a. 
list  of  magistrates  and  town  council,  or  any  other 
interesting  passage  that  took  the  barber's  fancy, 
wbicli  was  carefully  clipped  out,  and  pasted  on  the 
wooden  walls  of  Ms  apartment,  to  the  general  satis- 
faction, instruction,  and  entertainment  of  his  cus- 
tomers. This  newspaper,  like  Wordsworth's  Old 
Cumberland  Beggar,  was  the  means  of  keeping  alive 
a  sympathy  and  community  of  feeling  among  the 
parties ;  and  in  particular,  tended  to  establish  a 
friendly  intercourse  between  Robin  Bentoul  and  Mr. 
Blank.  Bobin  could  count  upon  his  glass  every 
Monday,  when  he  went  for  "  the  papers," — and,  ex- 
cept the  glass,  he  liked  nothikg  better  than  to  have 
what  he  called  "a  bother"  with  Mr.  B.  himself.  Mr. 
B.  soon  got  from  Robin's  own  mouth  aU  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  lottery -ticket  purchase,  even  to  the 
very  number, — which  was  1757,  a  number  chosen 
by  Robin,  who  had  an  eye  (o  tatalism,  as  being  the 
date  of  the  year  in  which  he  was  born. 

A.  love  of  mischief  or  Bport  suggested  to  the 
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young  gentleman  the  wicked  thought  of  niaking  the 
newspaper  a  means  of  hoaiing  Robin  regarding  the 
lottery  ticket.  We  shall  not  undertake  to  defend 
Mr.  Blank's  conduct,  even  on  the  score  of  hia  be- 
ing, BE  he  was,  a  very  young  man.  The  experiment 
he  made  was  cruel,  although  we  believe  it  was  done 
without  malignity,  and  with  every  resolution  that 
Robin  should  not  be  a  loser  by  it.  About  the  time 
when  news  of  tbe  lottery-drawing  was  espected, 
the  following  paragraph  appeared  in  the  newspaper 
-with  whith  Mr.  Blaok  was  connected: 

9S4  ana  1J5T  are  the  numbers  drawn  in  the  presenl  lottery 
for  tbe  tivo  SMLOOO  priies.  We  know  not  W  any  of  these 
Inckj  numbeis  nave  been  disposed  of  in  tills  qnartet. 

Poor  Robin  came  for  hifl  newspaper  at  the  usual 
time,  and  inhia  usual  manner.  Ho  got  his  custom- 
ary glass,  but  missed  his  customary  "  bother  "  with 
Mr.  Blank,  who  chose  for  the  present  to  be  out  of 
the  way.  Home  he  trudged,  carrying  the  newspa- 
per, the  harbinger  of  his  fortune,  in  the  crown  of 
his  hat — placed  himself  on  his  stool — drew  out  hia 
spectacles — and  began  to  read,  aa  usual,  from  tbe 
beginning  of  the  first  page.  It  was  some  time  be- 
fore he  reached  the  paragraph  big  with  his  fete. 
When  he  saw  it,  he  gave  a  gasp— took  off  hia  spec- 
tacles, and  began  to  rub  them,  as  if  doubtful  that 
they  had  deceived  him. — placed  them  again  deliber- 
ately on  his  nose — read  the  passage  over  again, 
slowly  and  aurelj — ^en  quietly  laying  his  hand  on 
a  shoe  which  he  had  been  mending,  and  which  con- 
tained a  last,  made  it  in  a  moment  spin  through  the 
window,  carrying  casement  with  it,  and  passing 
barely  the  head  of  a  fishwife  who  was  toiling  along 
with  her  creel.  Hia  wife,  Janet,  was  not  at  home, 
BO,  rushing  out  of  doors,  he  made  way  to  his  old 
howff,  at  the  sign  of  the  Sheep's  Head.  The  land- 
lady held  up  her  hands  at  his  wild  look. 

"Send  for  barber  Hughie,"  he  cried,  "and  Neil 
the  tailor  ;  and  I  say,  Luekie,  bring  in. — let  me  f 


"Guide  ufl,  Robin!  What  bee's  this  in  jour  bon- 
net?    The  man's  gyte  I" 

"  Look  there,  woman,  at  the  papers.  Tie  gotten 
a  prize.  A  twenty  thouaand  pounder.  What's  the 
siitecnth  o'  that,  think  ye  ?" 

"A  prize  and  nae  blank  1  Eh,  wow,  Robin,  ^e's 
a  shake  o'  your  hand.  I  aye  said  ye  wad  come  to 
something.  Isy,  you  slut,  rin  for  the  barber,— and 
Neil — if  he's  sober — and  bring  the  gudeman  too. 


Theni 


Robin  was  soon  surrounded  by  all  his  eroniea  of 
the  village,  for  the  news  of  his  good  fortune  spread 
with  the  rapidity  of  scandal.  Innumerable  were 
the  shakings  of  hands,  and  the  pledges  of  good 
will  and  aadatance.  The  Sheep's  Head  soon  be- 
came too  hot  for  the  company ;  the  village  itself 
was  in  an  uproar,  and  as  halloo  followed  halloo, 
Mr.  Blank  inwardly  "shrunk  at  the  sound  himself 
had  made."  Meanwhile,  to  have  the  truth  of  the 
statement  confirmed,  a  superannuated  lawyer  had 
been  despatched  on  an  old  blood  horse  to  the  lot- 
tery oflSce  at  Edinburgh  ;  and  his  return,  with  the 
intelligence  that  aU  was  a  hoa»,  spread  dismay  over 
the  faces  of  the  carousers,  and  made  Robin's  heart 
eiak  with  grief  and  shame. 

A  speedy  change  took  place  in  the  conduct  of 
those  (air-weather  friends  who  had  flocked  around 
the  poor  cobbler.  From  being  the  admired  of  all 
beholders,  he  became  on  object  of  acom  andlaugh- 
tes,  till,  unable  to  stand  their  mocha  and  jibes,  he 
rushed  from  their  presence,  and  sought  shelter  un- 
der his  own  bed-clothes.  'The  only  one  who  stood 
true  was  Neil  the  tailor.  He  followed  Robin  to  his 
own  house — took  him  by  the  hand,  and  said,  "Rob- 
in, mj  man,  1  promised  you  a  suit  o'  clothes,  o'  the 
best.  I  ken  ye  wad  hae  befriended  me  had  ye  got 
the  cash — and — lottery  or  no  lottery— by  Jove  !  I'll 
keep  my  word." 

Mr.  Blank  took  care  to   discharge  the  debt  in. 
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eartei  at  the  Sheep's  Head,  and  endearored,  by 
proffere  of  money  and  otherwise,  to  comfoM  Robin, 
and  atone  in  some  measnre  for  the  injury  he  had  se- 
cretly done  him.  But  Robhi  turned  himself  in  his 
bed,  and  would  not  be  comforted.  Three  days  he 
Md  in  this  plight,  when  authentic  information  ar- 
riTed  of  the  draivicg  of  the  lottery.  Itobm's  num- 
ber was,  after  all,  in  reality  a  lueky  one — not,  in- 
deed, twenty  thoueand,  but  fire  thousand  pouods. 


The  sisteenth  of  ereii  this  was  a  little  fortune  to 
him,  and  he  received  it  with  a  sober  satisfeotion, 
very  different  from  the  boiateroua  glee  which  he 
had  formerly  displayed,  "m  seek  nane  o' them 
this  time,"  he  said  to  hia  wife,  Janet—"  except  Neil 
the  tailor ;  fe,  puir  body,  was  the  only  true-heart- 
ed creature  amang  them  a'.  IVe  learnt  a  lesson  by 
what  has  taken  phwe.     I  ken  «i/m  to  trait." 


THE    SEARCH    AFTER    HAPPINES 
#r,  %\i  ^wBf  of  Sultann  Solimmra. 


Oh,  for  a  glance  of  that  gay  muse's  eye. 
That  lighten'd  on  Bandello's  laughing  tale. 
And  twinkled  with  a  lustre  slirewd  and  sly. 
When  Giam  Battiata  bade  her  vision  hail ! — 
Yet  fear  not,  ladies,  the  naiaa  detail 
Given  by  the  natives  of  that  land  canorous ; 
Italian  hcease  loves  to  leap  the  p^e. 


In  the  (a 


. ,    o  great  while  since, 
iiivtd  Sultaxm  Solimaun,  a  mighty  prince. 
Whose  eyes,  as  oft  as  they  perforra'd  their  round, 
Beheld  all  others  fixed  upon  the  ground ; 
Whose  ears  received  the  same  unvaried  phrase, 
"  Sultaun !  thy  vassal  hears,  and  he  obeys !" 
All  have  their  tastes — this  may  the  fancy  strike 
Of  such  grave  folks  as  pomp  and  grandeur  like : 
For  me,  I  loie  the  honest  heart  and  warm 
Of  monarch  who  can  arable  round  his  farm. 
Or  when  the  toil  of  slate  no  more  annoys, 
In  chimney  comer  seek  domestic  joys — 
I  love  a  prince  will  bid  the  bottle  pass. 
Exchanging  with  his  subjects  glance  and  glass ; 
In  fittjng  time,  can,  gayest  of  the  gay, 
Keep  up  the  jest,  and  mingle  in  the  lay — 
Such  Monarchs  best  our  free-born  humors  suit, 
But  Despots  must  be  stately,  stem,  and  mute. 

This  Solimaun,  Serendib  had  in  sway — 

And  Where's  Serendib  ?  may  some  critic  say— - 

Good  lack,  mine  honest  friend,  consult  the  chart. 

Scare  not  my  Pegasus  before  I  startl 

If  Kennell  baa  it  not,  youll  find,  mayhap. 

The  isle  laid  down  in  Captain  Snbad'a  map — 

Famed  mariner  I  whoae  merciless  narrations 

Drove  every  friend  and  kmsraan  out  of  patience. 

Till,  fain  to  find  a  guest  who  thought  them  shorter. 

He  deign'd  to  tell  fliem  over  to  a  porter — • 

The  last  edition  see,  by  Long  and  Co., 

Bees,  Hurst,  and  Orme,  our  fathers  in  the  Row. 

Serendib  found,  deem  not  my  tale  a  fiction 

This  Sultaun,  whether  laeliing  contradiction— 
(A  sort  of  stimulant  which  hath  its  uses, 
To  raise  the  spirits  and  reform  the  juices, 
— Sovereign  specific  for  all  sorts  of  cures 
In  my  wife's  practice,  and  perhaps  in  yours). 
The  Sultaun  hioking  this  same  wholesome  bitter, 
Of  cordial  smooth  for  prmce's  palate  fitter — 
Or  if  some  Mollah  had  hag-rid  his  dreams 
With  Dcgial,  Ginnistan,  and  such  wild  themes 


Belonging  to  the  Mollah's  subtle  craft, 

I  wot  not — but  the  Sultaun  never  laugh'd. 

Scarce  ate  or  drank,  and  took  a  melancholy 

That  scorn'd  all  remedy,  profane  or  holy; 

In  his  long  liat  of  melanchohes,  mad, 

Or  maied,  or  dumb,  hath  Burton  noijc  so  bad. 

Phy^cians  soon  arrived,  sage,  ware,  and  tried. 
As  e'er  scrawl'd  Jargon  in  a  darken'd  room ; 
With  heedful  glance  the  Sultaun's  tongue  they  eyed, 
Peep'd  in  his  bath,  and  God  knows  where  beside, 
Aud  then  in  solemn  accent  spoke  then;  doom, 
"  Hia  mtyesty  is  very  fer  from  well." 
Then  each  to  work  with  his  specific  fell ; 
The  Hakim  Ibrahim  imtanler  brought 
ffis  unguent  Mahazzin  al  Zerdokkaut, 
While  Roompot,  a  practitioner  more  wily 
ReKed  on  hia  Munaskif  all  fillfily.  ' 

More  and  yet  more  in  deep  array  appear. 
And  some  the  front  assail,  and  some  the  rear  - 
Their  remedies  to  reinforce  and  vary,  ' 

;  surgeon  eke,  and  eke  apothecary  ; 


Till  the  tired  Monarch,  though   of  words  grown 
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Yet  dropt,  to  recompense  their  fruitless  labor, 
Some  hint  about  a  bowBtring  or  a  sabre. 
Tiiere  Uok'd,  I  promise  you,  no  longer  speeoties, 
To  rid  the  paiace  of  those  learned  leeches. 

Then  was  tlie  council  cdl'd— by  their  adviee 
(They  deem'd  the  matter  tieliliBh  ail,  and  nice, 

And  sought  to  shift  it  off  from  their  own  shoul- 
ders) 
TartarB  and  couriers  in  aH  speed  were  sent, 
To  call  a  sort  of  Eastern  Parliament 

Of  feudatory  chieftains  and  freeholders — 
Such  have  the  Peraans  at  this  very  day. 
My  gallant  Malcolm  calls  them  eouronliat  ;— 
Via  not  prepared  to  show  in  tliis  slight  song 
That  to  Serendib  the  same  forms  belong— 
m,„  i„»  .he  learned  go  search,  and  tell  roe  if  In 


Now  whether  Fatima  was  wiich  in  eame 
Or  only  made  beUevc,  I  cannot  say- 
But  she  profess'd  to  cure  disease  the  ate 

By  dint  of  magic,  amulet  or  lay  ; 
And,  when  all  other  skill  in  yiun  was  Ehown. 
She  deem'd  it  fittitjg  ti~"  ''        '"" 


The  Omrahs,  each  with  hand  on  scimetor, 

Gave,  like  Sempronius,  still  their  voice  for  war— 

"  The  sabre  o^  the  Sultaun  in  its  sheath 

Too  long  has  slept,  nor  owii'd  the  work  of  deaUi ; 

Let  the  Tamboui^i  bid  his  signal  rattle. 

Bang  the  loud  gong,  and  raise  the  shout  of  battle. 

This  dreary  cloud  that  dims  our  sovereign's  day, 

Bhall  from  his  kindled  bosom  flit  away, 

When  the  bold  Lootie  wheels  his  courser  round, 

And  the  arni'd  elephant  shall  shake  the  ground. 

Each  noble  panta  to  own  the  glorious  summons- 

And  for  the  charges— Lo !  your  fdthful  Commons ! 

The  Biots  who  attended  in  their  plaues 

(Serendib  language  calls  a.  farmer  Riot) 
Look'd  rueMlj  in  one  another's  faces,    _ 

From  this  oration  arguing  much  disquiet, 
Double  assessment,  forage,  and  free  quarters  ; 
And  fearing  these  as  China-men  the  Tartars, 
Or  afl  the  whiBkor'd  vermin  fear  the  moustrs, 
Each  fumbled  in  the  pockets  of  his  trowsers 
Andneit  came  forth  the  reverend  Com  ocation, 
Bald  heads,  white  beards,  and  maiiy  a  turban 

Iroaum  and  Mollah  there  of  every  station,  | 

Santon,  Fakir,  and  Calendar  were  seen. 
Their  votes  were  various — some  advised  a  MoBqne 

With  fitting  revenues  should  be  erected, 
With  seemly  gardens  and  with  gay  Kiosque, 

To  recreate  a  hand  of  priests  selected ; 
Others  opined  that  through  the  realm  a  dole 

Be  made  to  holy  men,  whose  prayers  might  profit 
The  Sullttun's  weal  in  body  and  in  soul. 

But  their  long-headed  chief,  the  Sheik  Ul-Sofit, 
Hore  closely  touch' d  the  point;— "Thy  studious 

mood," 
Quoth  he,  ■'  0  Prince  !  hath  thiokcn'd  all  thy  blood, 
And  dull'd  thy  brain  with  labor  beyond  measure  ; 
Wherefore  relax  a  space  and  take  tty  pleasure. 
And  toy  with  beauty,  or  tell  o'er  thy  treasure  ; 
rrom  aU  the  cares  of  state,  my  Liege,  enlarge  thee. 
And  leave  the  burden  to  tby  faithiiil  clergy." 

These  counsels  sage  availed  not  a  whit. 
And  BO  the  patient  (as  is  not  nncommon 

Where  grave  phyMCiana  lose  their  time  and  wit) 
Resolved  to  take  advice  of  an  old  woman ; 

His  mother  she,  a  dame  who  once  was  beauteous, 

And  still  was  called  so  by  eai;h  subject  duteous. 


"  Sytnnathiamegiea  hath  wonders  done  -^ 
(Thus  did  old  Fatima  bespeak  her  son,) 
"  It  works  upon  the  fibres  and  the  pores. 
And  thus,  insensibly,  our  health  restores. 
And  it  must  help  us  here.    Thou  must  endure 
The  ill,  my  son,  or  travel  for  the  cure. 
Search  land  and  sea,  and  get,  where  er  yon  can. 
The  inmost  vesture  of  a  happy  man: 
I  mean  his  shirt,  my  Bon;  which,  taken  warm 
And  fresh  from  off  hia  back,  shall  chase  your  harm, 
Bid  every  current  of  your  veins  rejoice,  ^   ^ 

And  your  dull  heart  leap  hght  as  shepherd-boy  s. 
Such  was  the  counsel  from  his  mother  came ; — 
I  know  not  If  she  had  some  under  game, 
As  doctors  have,  who  bid  their  patients  roam 
And  live  abroad,  when  sure  to  die  at  home  ; 
Or  if  she  thought,  that,  somehow  or  another, 
Queen-Regent  sounded  better  than  Qaeen-Mother ; 
But,  says  the  Chronicle  (who  will  go  look  it?) 
That  such  was  her  advice— the  Sultaun  took  it. 

AIL  are  on  board- the  Sultaun  and  his  train, 
In  gilded  galley  prompt  to  plow  the  main. 

The  old  Eais   was  the   first    who    question  d, 
"Whither?" 
They    paused— "  Arabia,"    thought    the    pensive 

"Was  call'd  The  Happy  many  ages  since  ;— 

For  Mokha,  Bais."    And  they  came  safely  thither. 
But  not  in  Araby,  with  all  her  balm. 
Not  where  Judea  weeps  beneath  hec  palm. 
Not  in  rich  Egypt,  not  in  Nubian  waste. 
Could  there  the  step  of  Happiness  be  traced. 
One  Copt  alone  profess'd  to  have  aecn  her  smile 
When  Bruce  his  goblet  Gll'd  at  infant  Nile : 
She  bleas'd  the  dauntlefiS  traveller  as  he  quaTd, 
But  vanish'd  from  him  with  the  ended  draught. 


Enough  of  turbans,"  said  the  weary  King, 
These  dolimans  of  ours  arc  not  the  thmg  ; 
Try  we  the  Giaours,  these  men  of  coat  and  cap,  1 
Incline  to  think  some  of  them  must  be  happy ; 
At  least  they  have  as  ffur  a  cause  as  any  can. 
They  drink  good  wine  and  keep  no  Ramaian. 
Then  northward,  ho  1"— The  vessel  cuts  the  sea, 
And  fair  Itaha  lies  upon  her  lee. — 
But  fair  Italia,  she  who  once  unfurled 
Her  eagle-banners  o'er  a  conquer'd  worid. 
Long  from  her  throne  of  domination  tumbled 
Lay  by  her  quondam  vassals,  sorely  humbled. 
The  Pope  himself  look'd  pensive,  pale,  and  lean, 
■  nd  was  not  half  the  man  he  once  had.  been. 

While  these  the  priest  and  those  the  noble  fleeces. 
Our  poor  old  boot,"  ihey  said,  "is  lorn  to  pieces. 
Its  tops  the  vengeful  claws  of  Austria  feel. 
And  the  Great  Devil  is  rending  toe  and  heeL 
If  happiness  you  seek,  to  tell  you  truly. 
We  think  she  dwells  with  one  Giovanm  Bnlii , 
A  tramontane,  a  heretic— the  buck, 
Poffaredio!  still  has  all  the  luck ; 
By  land  or  ocean  never  strikes  hia  flag— 
I  And  then— a  perfect  walking  money-bag. 

Off  set  onr  Prince  to  seek  John  Balls  abode, 
I  But  iirst  took  France— it  lay  upon  the  road. 
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Monsieur  Baboon,  after  much 

Was  agitated  like  a  settling  ocean, 

Quite  out  of  sorts,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  him, 

Only  the  glory  of  his  house  had  fail'd  him  ; 

Besides,  some  tumors  on  his  noddle  biding, 

Gave  indication  of  a  reeent  hilling. 

Our  Prince,  though  Sullauna  of  such  things  are 

beedlesfi. 
Thought  it  a  thing  indelicate  and  needless. 

To  ai,  if  at  that  moment  be  was  happy. 
And  MonMCur,  aeeiBg  tliat  he  was  eomme  ilfaul,  a 
LoudToieemustec'dup,  for  '■  VioeteBoir 

Then  whisper'd,  "'Aye  you  any  news  of  Nappy  P" 
The  Sultaun  answered  him  with  a  cross  question — 

"  Pray,  can  you  tell  me  aught  of  one  John  Bull, 

That  dwells  somewhere   beyond  your  hetring- 
pool  f" 
The  query  aeem'd  of  difficult  digestion. 
The  party  shrugg'd,  and  grinn'd,  and  toot  his  snuff. 
And  found  his  whole  good-breeding  scarce  enough. 

Twitching  his  visage  into  as  many  puckers, 
As  damsels  wont  to  put  into  their  tuckers 
(Etc  liberal  Fashion  damn'd  both  lace  and  lawn. 
And  bade  the  yeil  of  modesty  be  drawn), 
Replied  the  Frenchman,  after  a  brief  pause, 
"Jean  Bool! — I  yaa  not  know  him— jes,  I  vas; 
I  yaa  remember  dat,  yon  year  or  two, 
I  saw  him  at  yon  place  call'd  Vaterloo— 
Ma  foil  il  s'est  tcesjoliment  battu, 
Dat  is  for  Englishman — m'entendez-youB  ? 
Bnt  den  he  had  wit  him  one  damn  son-guti. 
Rogue  I  no  like — dej  call  him  Vellington." 
Monsieur's  politeness  could  not  hide  his  fret. 
So  Solimaun  took  leayc,  and  cross'd  the  strait. 


t,  with  due  dignity,  the  Sultaun  said, 
'ermit  me,  eir,  your  bounty  to  decline; 
A  sMrl  indeed  I  seek,  but  none  of  thine. 
Signior,  I  kiss  your  hands,  bo  fare  jou  well,"- — 
"  Kiss  and  be  d — d,"  quoth  John,  "  and  go  to  hell 

Neit  door  to  John  there  dwelt  his  sister  Peg, 
Once  a  wild  lass  as  ever  shook  a  leg 
When  the  bUthe  bagpipe  blew — but,  soberer  now 
She  douedy  span  her  flax  and  milk'd  her  cow. 
And  whereas  erst  she  was  a  needy  slattern, 
Kor  now  of  wealth  or  cleanliness  a  pattern. 
Yet  once  a  month  her  house  was  partly  swept, 
And  once  a  week  a  plenteous  board  she  kept. 
And,  whereas,  eke,  the  vixen  used  her  claws 
And  teeth  of  yore,  on  slender  prove 


IS  grown  a. 


nable  to  laws, 


John  Bull  was  in  his  very  worst  of  moods, 
Raviug  of  sterile  farms  and  unsold  goods ; 
His  Bugar-loaves  and  bales  about  be  threw. 
And  on  his  counter  beat  the  devil's  tattoo. 
His  wars  were  ended,  and  the  victory  won. 
But  then,  'twas  reckoning-day  with  honest  John ; 
And  authors  vouch,  'twaa  still  this  worthy's  way, 
"  Never  to  grumble  till  he  came  to  pay  ; 
Ami  then  he  always  thinks,  his  temper's  such. 
The  work  too  httle,  and  the  pay  too  much." 

Yet  grumbler  as  he  is,  so  kind  and  hearty. 
That  when  his  mortal  foe  was  on  the  floor. 
And  past  the  power  to  harm  hia  quiet  more, 

Poor  John  had  well-nigh  wept  foe  Bonaparte ! 
Such  was  the  wight  whom  Solimaun  salam  d — 
"And   who   are  you,"  John  anawer'd,   "and  be 
d— d!" 

"  A  stranger,  come  to  see  the  happiest  man — 
So,  signior,  all  avouch— in  Frangiatan." — 
"  Happy  ?  my  tenants  breaking  on  my  hand  ; 
Unstock'd  my  pastures,  and  untill'd  my  land ; 
Sugar  and  runi  a  drug,  and  mice  and  moths 
The  sole  consumers  of  my  good  broadcloths — 
Happy  ? — why,  cursed  war  and  racking  tai 
Have  left  us  searoelj  raiment  to  our  backs." — 
"  In  that  case,  signior,  I  may  take  my  leave ; 
1  came  to  ask  afovor — but  I  grieve." — 
"  Favor  f "  said  John,  and  eyed  the  Sultaun  hard, 
"It's  my  belief  you  came  to  break  the  yard! — 
But,  stay,  you  look  like  some  poor  foreign  sinner- 
Take  that  to  buy  yourself  a  shirt  and  dinner." — 
With  that  he  chuck'd  a  guinea  at  his  head ; 


remembrance  of  her  warhke  joys 
Was  in  old  songs  sfae  sang  to  please  her  boys. 
John  Bull,  whom,  in  their  years  of  early  strife, 
She  wont  to  lead  a  cat-and-doggish  life. 
Now  found  the  woman,  as  he  sSd,  a  neighbor. 
Who  look'd  to  the  main  chance,  declined  no  labor, 
Loved  a  long  grace,  and  spoke  a  northern  jargon, 
And  was  d--d  close  in  making  of  a  bargain. 

The  Sultaun  enter'd,  and  he  made  his  leg, 
And  with  decorum  courtesy'd  aster  Peg; 
(She  loved  a  book,  and  knew  a  thing  or  two, 
And  guess'dat  once  with  whom  she  had  to  do.) 
She  bade  him  "  Sit  into  the  fire,"  and  took 
Her  dram,  her  cake,  her  kebbuck  from  the  nook ; 
Ask'd  him  "About the  news  from  Eastern  parta ; 
And  of  her  absent  bairns,  puir  Highland  hearts .' 
If  peace  brought  down  the  price  of  tea  and  pepper, 
And  if  the  nitmugs  were  grown  owy  cheaper;— 
Were  there  nae  gpeerings  of  our  Mungo  Park— 
Ye'U  be  the  gentleman  that  wants  the  sark! 
If  ye  wad  buy  a  web  o'  auld  wife's  spinning, 
""  '        ■''"  I  weel  wearing  linen." 

ThiJn  lip  got  Peg,  and  round  the  house  'gan  scuttle 

In  search  of  goods  her  customer  to  nail. 
Until  the  Sultaun  strain'd  his  princely  throttle 

And  halloo'd^"  Ma'am,  that  is  not  what  I  ail. 
Praj,  are  you  happy,  ma'am,  in  this  snag  glen  ?"— 
'Happy?"  said  Peg;  "What  for  d'ye  want  token? 
Besides,  just  think  upon  this  hj-gane  year, 

Grain  wadna  pay  the  yoking  of  the  pleugh."— 
"What  say   you  to   the  present  ?"^"  Meal's   sae 
dear. 

To  make  their  brose   my   bajrna   have    scarce 
aneugh." — - 
"The  devil  take  the  shirt,"  said  Solimaun, 
"  I  think  mj  quest  will  end  as  it  began. — 
Farewell,  ma'am  ;  nay,  no  ceremony,  I  beg"— 

Ye'U  no  be  for  the  linen,  then  ?"  sud  Peg. 


Now,  for  the  land  of  verdant  Erin, 

The  Sultaun's  royal  bark  is  steering. 

The  Emerald  Isle,  where  honest  Paddy  dwells. 

The  cousin  of  John  Bull,  as  story  tells. 

For  a  long  space  had  Jolui,  with  words  of  thunder, 

Hard  looks,  and  harder  knoekg,  kept  Paddy  under, 

Till  the  poor  lad,  like  boy  that's  flogged  unduly. 

Had  gotten  somewhat  restive  and  unruly. 

Hard  was  his  lot  andlodging,  you'fl  allow, 

A  wigwam  that  would  hardly  serve  a  sow  ; 
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rving  place , 
a  top-c(ia.t,  and  aji  old  one, 


But  still  for  fun  or  frolic,  and  all  that, 

In  the  round  world  was  not  the  matcii  of  Pat. 

The  Sultaun  saw  him  on  a  holiday, 

Which  is  with  Faddj  still  a  jolly  day  ; 

When  maas  is  ended,  and  his  load  of  sina 

Confess'd,  and  Mother  Church  hath  from  her  binuB 

Dealt  forth  a  bonus  of  imputed  merit. 

Then  ia  Pat's  time  for  fanuy,  whim,  and  spirit ! 

To  jest,  to  sing,  to  caper  fair  and  free, 

And  dance  as  light  as  leaf  upon  the  tree. 


'  "By  Mahomet,"  said  Sultaun  Solimann, 
"  That  ragged  fellow  is  our  very  man  I 
Rush  in  and  seize  him— do  not  do  him  hurt. 
But,  will  he  nillhe,  let  me  ha^e  bia  ahirl." 

Shilela  their  plan  waa  well-nigh  after  halkiug 
(Much  leaa  provocation  will  set  it  a-walking), 
"        '         "     that  foil'd  Hercules  foil'd   Paddy 

Up-bubboo !  Paddy  had  not — a  shir 
And  the  King,  disappointed,  with  ao 
Went  back  to  Serendib  a 


Rab's  DEEiM, — Rab  waa  in  the  habit  of  occa 
ally  receiving  a  amall  gratuity  from  one  of  the  cler- 
gymen of  the  town.  From  some  cause  or  other, 
thia  had  been  for  some  time  neglected.  One  day 
the  clergyman  and  Rab  having  met ;  "  Weel,  how's 
a'  wi'  you  the  day,  Rab?"  inquired  his  reverence. 
"Deed,  sir,  I  had  an  awfu'  dream  last  night.  I 
dreamt  that  I  was  dead,  and  that  I  gaed  awa  to  the 
guid  place;  and  when  I  cam' there,  I  knocked  at  a  big 
yetli  and  after  I  had  stood  awhile,  there  was  a  man, 
I  believe  it  waa  the  Apostle  Peter,  looked  ower  the 
top  o'  the  yett,  and  lie  criea,  'Who's  there?'  'It's 
Bab  Hamilton,' says  I.  'Where,' says  he,  'do  ye 
come  from  f '  Saya  I,  'l^ae  the  auld  town  o'  Ayr." 
'  Hech,  mon,'  says  he,  '  I  am  glad  to  see  you  here  ; 
for  there's  neither  mon  nor  woman  come  here  frac 
that  place  for  the  last  twa  or  three  years.' " 

Obedient  Wives.— The  people  of  Greenock  are 
fond  of  telling  stories  reflecting  on  the  inland  igno- 
rance of  the  bodies  of  Paisley. 

One  of  these  ia  to  the  following  etfect ; — Two 
cocks,  newly  sprung  into  affluence,  were  prevailed 
upon  by  their  wives  to  allow  them  to  pay  a  visit  to 
Ciourook,  but  only  on  condition  that  they  were  to 
employ  their  time  well,  and  take  plenty  of  salt  wa- 
ter Having  accompanied  their  spouses  to  that  vil- 
lage, and  aeen  them  properly  accommodated,  the 
two  gentlemen  returned  to  baBinesa,  and  did  not 


appear  again  for  a  week,  when  observirg  a  surpris- 
ing apparent  decrease  in  the  volume  of  the  ocean, 
owing  to  the  recess  of  the  tide,  one  remarked  to 
the  other,  "  Gosh,  Jamie,  the  jauds  hae  dune  weel !  " 

A  Liberal  OrFEO. — A  clergyman  was  presented 
to  a  living  in  the  vicinity  of  Glasgow,  who  had  a 
protuberance  between  the  shoulders,  arising  from 
diseased  spine ;  and  a  corresponding  protrusion  of 
the  chest.  The  parishioners  were  opposed  to  a  per- 
son of  such  angunly  appearance  occupying  their 
pulpit.  The  presentee  heard  of  the  dissatisfaction, 
and,  being  a  person  of  some  humor  and  tact,  con- 
vened a  meetJng  of  the  malcontents,  in  order  to  as- 
certain their  objections.  "  I  have  heard,"  said  he, 
"  that  my  settlement  amongst  you  is  not  likely  to  be 
agreeable ;  now,  as  I  am  not  aware  of  any  objec- 
tion to  my  opinions  or  practice — my  slender  abili- 
tiea  for  such  a  charge  I  admit — I  should  just  like, 
as  we  are  all  friends  and  brethren,  and  have  only 
one  object  to  serve,  that  yoa  would  stale  your  ob- 
jections." One  glanced  to  another,  which  waa  aa 
significantly  returned,  and  ailence  prevailed  for  some 
'"     ,  when  one  stammered  out,  "Sir,  you  aee — we 

.  )U  see — sir — sir,  I  maun  speak  for  my  brethren 
here — dinna  Uke  your  bodiiy  appearance,"  "  Nei- 
ther do  I,"  was  the  reply ;  "  and  if  ye  can  get  it 
repaired,  I'll  be  at  half  the  expense  myself." 
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DR.    KITCHINEE. 


It  greatly  grieved  ua  to  think  that  Dr.  Kitchiner 
should  have  died  before  our  numerous  avocations 
had  allowed  us  an  opportunity  of  dining  with  him, 
and  subjectioK  to  the  teat-act  of  our  experienced 
palate  his  elaima  to  iramortality  ae  a.  Cook  and  a 
Christian.  The  Doctor  had,  we  know,  a  dread  of 
Ua — not  altogether  unalloyed  by  delight;  and  on 
h  d  n  to  Os,  which  he  had  meditated  for  near- 
a  q  of  a  century,  he  knew  and  felt  must 

ha  u  g  his  reputation  with  posterity— his  pos- 
h  n  me.   We  understand  that  there  is  an  on- 

fi  h  d  k  ch  of  that  Dinner  among  the  Doctor's 
pape  and  that  the  design  is  magnificent.  Tet, 
pe    ap  s  better  for  his  glory  that  Kitohiner 

h  uld  ha  ^ed  without  attempting  to  imbody  in 
fnn  h  dea  of  that  Dinner.  It  might  have  been 
a  failure.  How  liable  to  imperfection  the  materiel 
on  which  he  would  have  had  to  work !  How  de- 
fective the  instruments!  Tea— yes  I— happier  far 
was  it  for  the  good  old  man  that  he  should  have 
Men  asleep  with  the  undimmed  idea  of  that  unat- 
terapted  Dmner  in  his  imagination,  than,  vainly 
eonl«ni^ng  with  the  physioai  evil  inherent  in  mat- 
ter, have  delected  the  Kshop'a  foot  in  the  first 
courae,  and  died  of  a  broken  heart ! 

"  Travelling,"  it  is  remarked  by  our  poor  dear 
Vovlar  in  his  Traveller's  Oracle,  "  is  a  recrcatLOii  to 
be  recommended,  especially  to  those  whose  employ- 
ments are  sedentary — who  are  engaged  in  abstract 
studies — whose  rainda  have  been  sunk  in  a  state  of 
morbid  melanohoiy  by  hypochondriacs,  or,  by  what 
is  worst  of  all,  a  lack  of  domestic  felicity.  Nature, 
however,  will  not  suffer  any  sudden  tranation ;  and 
therefore  it  is  improper  for  people  accustomed  to  a 
sedentary  life  to  undertake  suddenly  a  journey, 
during  which  they  will  be  eiposed  to  long  and  vio- 
lent jolting.  The  case  here  is  the  same  aa  if  one 
accustomed  to  drink  water,  should,  all  at  once, 
begin  to  drink  wine." 

Had  the  Doctor  been  alive,  we  should  have  asked 
him  what  he  meant  by  "long  and  violent  jolting." 
Jolting  is  now  absolutely  unknown  in  England,  and 
it  is  of  England  the  Doctor  speaks.    So   doubt, 


lona!  jolting  might  still  be  discovered 
g  the  lanes  and  cross  roads  ,  but  though  vio- 
,  it  could  not  be  long  and  we  defy  the  most 
sedentary  gentleman  living  to  be  more  so,  when 
sitting  in  an  easy  chair  by  his  parlor  fireside,  than 
in  a  cushioned  carriage  spinning  along  the  turnpike. 
But  for  the  trees  and  hedge-rows  all  galloping  by, 
he  would  never  know  that  he  was  himself  in  motion. 
The  truth  is,  that  no  gentleman  can  be  said,  nowa- 
days, to  lead  a  sedentary  life,  who  is  not  constantly 
travelUng  before  the  insensible  touch  of  M'Adam. 
Look  at  the  first  twenty  people  that  come  towering 
by  on  the  roof  of  a  Highflier  or  a  Defiance.  What 
can  be  more  sedentary  ?  Only  look  at  that  elderly 
gentleman  with  the  wig,  evidently  a  parson,  jammed 
in  between  a  brace  of  bujtom  virgins  on  their  way 
down  to  Doncaster  races.  Could  he  be  more  se- 
dentary, during  the  psalm,  in  his  own  pulpit? 

The  Doctor  then  wisely  remarks,  that  it  is  "  im- 
possible to  lay  down  any  rule  by  which  to  regulate 
the  number  of  miles  a  man  may  journey  in  a  day, 
or  to  prescribe  the  precise  number  of  ounces  ho 
ought  to  eat ;  but  that  nature  has  given  us  a  very 
excellent  guide  in  a  sense  of  lassitude,  which  is  as 
unerring  in  esercisc  as  the  sense  of  satiety  !a  in 

We  say  the  Doctor  wisely  remarks,  yet  not  alto- 
gether wisely ;  for  the  rule  does  not  seem  to  hold 
always  good  either  in  exercise  or  In  eating.  What 
more  common  than  to  feel  one's  self  very  much 
fatigued— -^uite  done  up  as  it  were,  and  unwillmg 
to  stjr  hand  or  foot  tip  goes  a  lark  in  heaven — 
tira-lira — or  suddenly  the  breezes  blow  among  the 
clouds,  who  forthwith  all  begin  campaigning  in  the 
Bky — or,  quick  as  lightning,  the  sunshine  in  a  mo- 
ment resuscitates  a  drowned  day — or  tripping  along, 
all  by  her  happy  sel£  to  the  sweet  accompamment 
of  her  joy-varied  songs,  the  woodman's  daughter 
passes  by  on  her  way,  with  a  basket  in  her  hand, 
to  her  father  in  the  forest,  who  has  already  laid 
down  his  axe  on  the  meridian  shadow  darkening  one 
side  of  the  straight  stem  of  an  oak,  beneath  whose 
grove   might  be  drawn  up  five  score  of  plumed 
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chivalry!  Where  is  your  "sense  of  lassitude  now, 
nature's  unerring  guide  in  eierciae  ?"  You  spring 
up  from  the  mossy  wayside  bank,  and  tenewed 
'•--'-'- -nind  and  body,  "rejoicing  ■  ■    •       - 


r  dear  Doctor,  illness  ii 


s,  by  small. 


and,  t 
dinner  would  ee 
strictly  speaking, 
an  hour  ago  did  .. 
bridge  of  Perth,  si 
bact-fii    


single,  solitary,  Btraw-roofed  huW,  through  yiilages 
gathered  round  Stone  Cross,  Elm  Grove,  or  old 
Monastic  Tower,  till,  unwearied  in  lith  and  Umb, 
JOU  see  sunset  beautifying  all  the  west,  and  drop 
in,  perhaps,  amon^  the  hush  of  the  Cottar's  Satur- 
day Niglit — for  it  IS  in  sweet  Scotland  we  are  walk- 
ing in  our  dream — and  know  not,  till  we  have 
stretched  ourselves  on  a  bed  of  rushes  or  of  heathei 
lliafkind  nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep,'' 
]b  yet  among  the  number  of  our  bosom  friends — 
alas!  daily  diminishing  beneath  fate,  fortune,  the 
sweeping  scythe^roke  of  death,  or  the  whisper  of 
some  one  poor,  pony,  idle,  and  unmeaning  word ! 

Then,  as  to  the  "  sense  of  satiety  in  eating."  It 
ifl  produced  in  us  by  three  platefuta  of  hotch-potch 
"Tea  of  an  ordinary  oliserver,  one 
tm  to  be  at  an  end.  Sut  no — 
it  is  just  going  to  begin.  About 
fe,  standing  on  the  very  beautiful 
-;e  that  identical  salmon,  with  hia 
e  above  the  translucent  tide,  ar- 
rowing up  the  Taj,  bold  as  a  bridegroom,  and 
nothing  doubting  that  he  should  spend  hJs  honey- 
moon among  the  gravel  beds  of  Kinnaird  or  Ifoul- 
eneam,  or  the  rocky  sofas  of  the  Tummel,  or  the 
green  marble  couches  of  the  Tilt.  Wliat  has  be- 
come now  of  "the  sense  of  satiety  in  eating!"  John 
— the  castors  I  —  mustard  ■ —  vinegar  —  cayenne — 
catchup — peas  and  potatoes,  with  a  very  little  but- 
ter— the  biscuit  called  "  rusk" — and  the  memory  of 
the  hotch-potch  is  as  that  of  Babylon  the  Great. 
That  any  gigot  of  mutton,  exquisite  though  much 
of  the  five-year-old  blackfaeed  must  assuredly  be, 
can,  with  any  rational  hopes  of  success,  contend 
agMnat  a  haunch  of  venison,  will  be  asserted  by  no 
devout  lover  of  truth.  Try  tha  two  bv  alternate 
platefuis,  and  you  will  uniformly  End  that  jou  leave 
off  after  the  venison.  That  "  sense  of  satiety  in 
eating,"  of  which  Dr.  Kitchiner  speaks,  was  pro- 
duced by  the  Tay  eahnon  devoured  above — but  of 
all  the  transitory  feelings  of  us  transitory  creatures 
on  our  transit  through  this  transitory  world,  in 
which  the  Doctor  asserts  nature  will  not  Buffer  any 
sudden  transitions,  the  most  transitory  ever  eipe- 
rienced  by  ns  is  "  the  sense  of  satiety  in  eating." 
Therefore,  we  have  now  seen  it  for  a  moment  esist- 
ing  on  the  disappearance  of  the  hotcIi-pot«h — dying 
«n  the  appearance  of  the  Tay  salmon — once  more 
noUceable  as  the  last  plate  of  the  noble  fish  melted 
away — extinguished  suddenly  by  the  vision  of  the 
venison — again  felt  for  an  instant,  and  but  for  an 
instant — for  a  brace  and  a  half  of  as  fine  grouse  as 
ever  expanded  their  voluptuous  bosoms  to  be  de- 
voured by  hungry  love!  Sense  of  satiety  in  eating, 
indeed  I     If  you  please,  my  dear  friend,  one  of  the 


hour  till  il 


backs — -pungent  with    the    i 


stomach-slicring,   heart-warmine,   souI-ei 


palate-piercing. 


aU 


—the  wild 


But  the  Doctor  returns  to  the  subject  of  travel- 
ling— and  iatigue.  "  When  one  begins,"  he  says, 
"  to  be  low-spirited  and  dejected,  to  yawn  often 
and  be  drowsy,  when  the  appetite  is  impaired,  when 
the  smallest  movement  occaBions  a  fluttering  of  the 
pulse,  when  the  mouth  becomes  dry,  and  is  sensible 
of  a  bitter  taste,  seek  refredtment  and  repose,  if  you 
wish  to  PBBVKNT  iLLNKsa,  already  beginning  to  take 


place."     Why,  oi 

deploi-ablc  case  as  this,  is  just  about  to  end,  and 
death  is  beginning  to  talte  place.  Thank  heaven, 
it  is  a  condition  to  which  wo  do  not  remember  hav- 
ing very  nearly  approximated  I  Who  ever  saw  us 
yawnt  or  drowsy?  or  with  our  appetite  impaired, 
except  on  the  withdrawal  of  the  lable-cloth?  or 
low-spirited,  but  when  the  Glenlivet  was  at  ebb* 
Who  dare  declare  that  he  ever  saw  our  mouth  dry  ? 
or  sensible  of  a  bitter  taste,  since  we  gave  over 
munching  rowans?  Put  your  finger  on  our  wrist, 
at  any  moment  you  choose,  from  June  to  January, 
from  January  to  June,  and  by  its  pulsation  you  may 
rectify  Harrison's  or  Kendal's  chronometer. 

But  the  Doctor  proceeds — "  By  raising  the  tem- 
perature of  my  room  to  about  65",  a  broth  diet, 
and  taking  a  tea-spoonful  of  Epsom  salts  in  half  a 
_:„.  ,.c  .^j.^  ^jiij  repeating  it  every  half 

the  bowels  twice  or  thrice,  and 
hour  or  two  sooner  tiian  usual, 
I  have  ofWn  very  speedily  got  rid  of  colds,"  etc. 

Why,  there  may  be  no  great  harm  in  acting  as 
above.  A  l«a-spooDful  of  Epeom  salts  in  half  a  pint 
of  warm  water,  reminds  one,  somehow  or  other,  of 
Tims.  A  small  matter  works  a  cockney.  It  is  not 
so  easy — and  that  the  cockneys  well  know — to 
move  the  bowels  of  old  Christopher  North.  We  do 
not  beheve  that  a  tea-spoonful  of  any  thing  in  this 
world  would  have  any  serious  efifect  on  old  "Iron- 
sides." We  should  have  no  hesitation  in  backing 
him  against  so  much  corrosive  sublimate.  He 
would  dine  out  on  the  day  he  had  bolted  that  quan- 
tity of  arsenic  ;— and  would,  we  verily  believe, 
rise  triumphant  from  a  tea-spoonful  of  Prussia  acid. 
We  could  mention  a  thousand  cures  for  "  colds, 
et  cetera,"  more  efficacious  than  a  broth  diet,  a 
warm  room,  a  tea-apooniiil  of  Epsom  salts,  or  early 
roostmg.  What  say  you,  our  dear  Dean,  to  half  a 
dozen  tumblers  of  hot  toddy?  Your  share  of  a 
1  !.. _  jg  j[jg  same  amount?  Or  an  equal  quan- 

gradual  decrease  revealing  deeper  and 
deeper  atill  the  romantic  Welsh  scenery  of  the 
Devil's  Punch-Bo'wl  ?  ASde  tot  small-bearded  oys- 
ters, all  redolent  of  the  salt-sea  foam,  and  worthy, 
as  they  stud  the  Ambrosial  brodd,  to  be  licked  off 
all  at  once  by  the  lambent  tongue  of  Neptune. 
That  antiquated  calumny  against  the  character  of 
toasted  cheese — that,  forsooth,  it  is  indigestible^ 
haa  been  trampled  under  the  march  of  mind;  and 
therefore  you  may  tuck  in  a  pound  of  double  Glou- 
cester. Other  patients,  laboring  under  catarrh,  may, 
very  possibly,  prefer  the  roasted  how-towdy — or 
the  green  goose  from  his  first  stubble-field — or  why 
not,  by  way  of  a  httle  variety,  a  roasted  mawkin, 
midway  between  hare  and  leveret,  tempting  as 
between  woman  and  ^rl,  or,  as  the  Eastern 
poet  says,  between  a  frock  and  a  gown  P  Go  to 
need  of  warming  pans — about  a  quarter 
before  one ; — you  will  not  hear  that  small  hour 
strike. — you  will  sleep  sound  till  sunrise,  sound  as 
the  Black  Stone  at  Scone,  on  which  the  Kings  of 
Scotland  were  crowned  of  old.  And  if  you  contrive 
to  carry  a  cold  about  you  next  day,  you  deserve  to 
be  sent  to  Coventry  by  all  sensible  people — and 
may,  if  you  choose,  begin  taking,  with  Tims,  a  tea- 
spoonful  of  Epsom  salts  in  a  half  pint  of  warm 
water  every  half  hour,  till  it  moves  your  bowels 
twice  or  thrice  ;  but  if  you  do,  be  your  sei,  politics, 
or  religion  what  they  may,  never  shall  ye  be  suffer- 
ed to  contribute  even  a  bit  of  Balaam  to  the  Uaga- 
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SECOND    C0UK9E. 
ArOTK  all  things,  continuos  Dr.  Kitchiner 


travelling  through  the  night,  which  hy  intemipti 
Bleep,  anii  ejposing  the  body  to  the  night  air,  la 
alwaya  prejudicial,  eyet,  in  the  mUdest  weather, 
and  to  the  strongest  oooatitutions."  Pray,  Doctor, 
what  ails  Tou  at  the  night  ait  ?  If  the  night  sir  be, 
even  in  the  mildest  weather,  prejudicial  to  the 
strongest  coostituUona,  what  do  you  think  becomes 
of  the  cattle  on  a  thousand  hills  ?  Why  don  t  all 
the  bulls  in  Basban  die  of  the  asthma— or  look  in- 
teresting  by  moonUght  in  a  galloping  consumption  ? 
N  Y  f  th  night  wt  be  so  very  fatal,  how  do  you 
t  f  r  the  longevity  of  owls  ?  Have  yoa 
d  of  the  Chaldean  shepherds  watching  the 
f  the  stars?  Or,  to  come  nearer  our  own 
t  d     you  not  know  that  every  blessed  night 

th  gh  t  the  year,  thousands  of  young  lads  and 
1  SB      m    t,  either  beneath  the  milk-whitethorn— 

Ih    lea-rig,  although  the  night 

w  t       d  they  be  ne'er  aae  weary — or  under  a  rock 

th    hll— or— no  uncommon  case— beneath   a 

f  ta  k — not  of  chimneys,  but  of  corn-sheaves 

o  couch  of  snow— and  that  they 

w  m  aa  so  many  pies;  while,  instead  of  feeling 
what  you  call  "  the  lack  of  vigor  attendant  on  tht 
loss  of  sleep,  which  is  as  enfeebling  and  as  distress- 
ing  as  the  languor  that  attends  the  want  of  food, 
they  ai*  to  use  a  homely  Scotch  enprcssion, 
"  neither'too  hand  nor  bind,"  the  eyes  of  the  young 
lads  being  all  as  brisk,  bold,  and  bright  as  the  stars 
in  Charles's  Wain,  while  those  of  the  young  lasses 
shine  with  a  soft,  feint,  obscure,  but  beautiful  lus- 
tre, like  the  dewy  Pleiades,  '•■-'•  — * —  '■"' 

Insensibly  been  breathing  - 


quirearchy— with  a  correspondmg  sprinkling  of 
uperior  noblemen  from  lords  to  dukes— and  then 
o  compare  them,  cheek  by  jowl,  with  an  equal 
lumber  of  external  objects  taken  from  the  common 
un  of  cockneys.  This,  Doctor,  is  mamfcstly  what 
'ou  are  ettling  at— but  you  must  clap  your  hand, 
Joctor,  without  discriminaUon,  on  the  great  body 
if  the  rural  population  of  England,  male  and  female, 
and  take  whatever  comes  Brat — 
be  it  a  poor,  wrinkled,  toothless, 
blear-eyed,  palsied  hag,  tottering 
horiiontoJly  on  a  staff,  under  the 
load  of  a  premature  old  age,  (for 
she  ifl  not  yet  fiftv,)  brought  on 
by  annual  rheumatism  and  peren- 
nial poverty  ;  — be  it  a  young, 
ugly  unmarried  woman,  faradvan- 
ced  in  pregnancy,  and  sullenly 
trooping  to  the  alehouse,  to  meet 
the  oicrseerof  the  parish  poor, 
who  enraged  with  the  unborn 
bastard  is  about  to  force  the 
ully  to  marry  the  parish 


prostitute 
th  pig  ejei   pLcrin 
;hole  machinery  ot 


chLcks,  thi 

hiB  mouth  __  .. . 

hpg  that  he  simultaneously 


a  veil  of  clouds  f 
Have  you,  our  dear  Doctor,  i 


0  compassion  for 


those  unfortunate   blades,   who, 

must  remain  out  perennially  all  night- 

the  blades  of  grass,  and  also  the  flowers?      Iheir 

constitutions  seem  often  far  from  strong ;  and  shut 

your  eyes  on  a  frosty  night,  and  you  will  hear  them 

we  have  done  so  many  million  times — shivering, 

ay  absolutely  shivering  under  their  coat  of  hoar- 
frost I  Jfthe  night  air  be  indeed  what  Dr.  Kitchi- 
ner has  declared  it  to  be— Lord  have  mercy  on  the 
vegetable  world!  What  agonies  in  that  field  of 
turnips !  Alas,  poor  Swedes  I  The  imagination  re- 
coils from  the  condition  of  that  club  of  winter  cab- 
bages—and of  what  materials,  pray,  must  the  heart 
of  that  man  be  made,  who  could  think  but  for  a 
moment  on  the  case  of  those  carrots,  without  burst- 
ing into  a  flood  of  tears  I 

The  Doctor  avers  that  the  firm,  health  and  fine 
spirits  of  persona  who  Uve  m  the  country,  are  not 
more  from  breathing  a  purer  air,  than  from  enjoy- 
ing plenty  of  sound  sleep  ;  and  the  most  distressmg 
misery  of  "this  elysium  of  bricks  and  mortar,"  is 
the  rareness  with  which  we  enjoy  "  the  sweets  of  a 
slumber  uiibroke." 

Doctor — in  the  first  place,  it  is  somewhat  doubt- 
ful whether  or  not  persons  who  live  in  the  country 
have  firmer  health  and  finer  spirits  than  persons 
who  Uve  in  towns — even  in  London.  What  kind  of 
persons  do  you  mean?  Tou  must  not  be  allowed 
to  select  some  doien  or  two  of  the  hairies 
the  curates — -a  few  chosen  rectors  whose  fa 
been  but  lately  elevated  to  the  purple — a 
prebends  issuing  sleek  from- their  golden  Stalls— a 
picked  bishop — a  sacred  band,   the  6Ut«   of  the 


belhed — sbanlted  hke  a  spmdle- 
atrae— and  bidding  fair  to  be 
buried  on  or  before  Saturday 
week  — be  it  a  half  drunk  horse- 
cowper  swinging  to  and  fio  in  a 
w^apr^Ecal,  on  a  bit  of  broken- 
down  blood  that  once  won  a 
fifty,  every  sentence,  however 
short,  having  but  two  intelhgible 
words,  an  oath  and  a  lie— hia 
heart  rotten  with  falsehood,  and 
his  bowels  burned  up  with 
brandy,  so  that  sudden  death  may  pull  him  from 


saddle  before  he  put  spurs 
to  his  sporting  filly  that  she 
may  bilk  the  tumiwlte  man,  and 
carry  hmi  more  speedily  home 
to  beat  or  murder  his  poor, 
pale,  industrious  char-woman 
of  a  wife  ;— be  it— not  a  beg- 
■,  for  be^ars  are  prohibited 
m  this  parish — but  a  pauper 
in  the  Bulks,  dying  on  her  pit- 
tance from  the  poor-rates,  which 
altogether  amount  in  merry 
England  but  to  about  the  paltry 


i  yei 


.r— her  son,  aU   t 


while,  being  in  a  thriving  _  , 
as  a  general  merchant  in  the  capital  of  the  parish, 
and  with  clear  profits  from  his  boanesa  of  three 
hundred  pounds  per  annum,  yet  Buffering  the 
m6ther  that  bore  him,  and  suckled  him,  and  wash- 
ed his  childish  hands,  and  combed  the  bumpkins 
hair,  and  gave  him  Epsoms  in  a  cup  when  her  dear 
Jonny-raw  had  the  belly-ache,  to  go  down,  step  by 
step,  as  surely  and  aa  obviously  as  one  is  seen  going 
down  a  stair  with  a  feeble  hold  of  the  banisters, 
and  stumbling  every  footfall,  down  that  other  flight 
of  steps  that  consist  of  flags  that  are  mortal  damp 
and  mortal  cold,  and  lead  to  nothmg  but  a  parcel 
of  rotten  planks,  and  overhead  a  vault  dripping 
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with  perpetual  moisture,  green  aiiJ  alobberj-,  such 
as  toads  delight  in  crawling  heavily  through  ivith 
now  and  then  a  bioattd  leap,  and  hideous  things 
more  worm-like,  that  go  wriggling  briskly  in  and 
out  among  the  refuse  of  the  coffins,  and  are  heard, 
by  imagination  at  least,  to  emit  taint  angry  Bounds 
because  the  light  of  day  has  hurt  their  eyes,  and 
the  air  from  the  upper  world  weakened  the  rank 
eavory  smell  of  corruption,  clothing,  as  with  a  nail 
alllhe  inside  walla  of  the  tomba  '  " 
in  the  prime  of  life  as  to  yeara, 
Bii  feet  and  an  inch  high,  and 
measuring  roandlhe  cheat  forty, 
eight  inches,  (which  is  more, 
reader,  than  thou  dost  by  sii, 
we  bet  s  sovereign,  member  al- 
^ough  thou  even  be'st  of  lie 


consciously  destroyed  her  olTspring  in  the  throes  of 
trarail,  if  indeed  it  had  ererbreatlied,  for  tie  lungs 

the  incestuous  murderess  was  let  loose ;  her  brother 
got  hanged  in  due  time  ailer  the  mutiny  at  the 
Aore— and  her  father,  the  fishmongei^why  he 
"*"'  1*;?  f^'ing  mad  as  if  a  dog  had  bitten  him— 
and  died,  as  the  same  surgeon  and  sow-gelder  aver- 
red, of  the  hydrophobia,  foaming  at  the  mouth, 
gnashmg  his  t«eth,  oiid  some  sdd  cursmg,  but  that 
calumny,  for  something  seemed  to  be  the 
iiiBLLer  wilh  his  tongue,  and  he  could  not  speak, 
only  splutter— nobody  rentunng,  eicept  his  amia- 
ble daughter— and  in  that  particular  act  of  filial 


though  thou  even  be'st  of 
Edinhutgh  Six  Feet  Club,)  to 
whom  Washington  Irring'a  Jack 
Tibbets  was  but  a  Tims — but 
then  ever  so  many  game-keepers 
met  him  all  alone  in  my  lord's 
pheasant  preserve,  and  though 
two  of  them  died  within  the 
month,  two  within  the  year,  and 
two  are  now  in  the  workhouse —  "— ' 

one  a  mere  idiot,  and  the  other  a  madman— both 
shadows— so  tembly  were  their  bodies  mauled,  and 
so  sorely  were  their  skulls  fractured  ;— yet  the 
poacher  was  taken,  tried,  hulked ;  and  there  he  sits 
now.  sunning  himself  oa  a  bank  by  the  edce  of  a 
wood  whose  haunts  he  must  thread  no  mofe— for 
the  keepers  were  grim  bone-breakers  enough  in 
their  way— and  when  they  had  gotten  him  on  his 
back,  one  gouged  him  like  a  Yankee,  and  the  other 
bit  off  hig  noKe  like  a  Bolton  trotter— and  one 
smashed  his  os/ronih  with  the  nailed  hee]  of  a  two 
pound  wooden  clog,  a  Preston  Purrer;— so  that 
Master  Allonby  is  now  far  from  being  a  beauty, 
with  a  lace  of  that  description  attached  to  a  head 
waggmg  from  side  to  side  under  a  powerful  palsy, 
while  the  Mandarin  drinks  damnation  to  the  Lord 
ot  the  Manor  in  a  horn  of  eleemosynary  ale,  hand- 
ed to  him  by  the  village  blacksmith,  in  days  of  old 
not  the  worst  of  the  gang  and  who  but  for  a  stupid 
jury,  a  merciful  judge  and  something  hke  prevari- 
cauon  in  the  circumstantial  evidence  would  have 
been  hanged  for  a  murderer— as  he  was— d  -sected, 
and  hung  ir  chains  —be  it  a  red  haired  woman, 

with  a  pug-nose,  small  fiery  eyes 

high  cheekbones   bulging  hps 

and  teeth  like   swine  tuSia  

bearded— flat-breasted  as  a  man 

—tall,   scambling   m  her  gait 

but  swift,  and  full  of  wild  mo- 
lions  in  her  weather  withered 

arms,  all  starting  with  sinews 

like  whipcord— the   Pedestrian 

Post  to  and  fro  the  market  town 

twelve  miles  oif— ^nd  so  power 

ful  a  pugilist  that  she  hit  (.race 

MaddoK  senseless  in  seven  mm 

ules— tried  before  she  was  bigh 

teen  for  child-marder   but  rot 

hanged,  although  the  raan-chiH 

of  which  the  drab  was  stlf  dchvered 

found    with   blaa   finger-marks    on    ._,    „.„u-u,pc 

bloody  mouth,  and  eyes  forced  out  of  their  sockets' 

buried  in  the  dunghill  behind  her  father's  hut— not 

hanged,  because  a  surgeon,  originally  bred  a  sow- 
gelder,  swore  that  be  believed  the  mother  had  nn- 


article  of 


affection  she 

death  the  old  man's  head  , — be 
t  that  moping  idiot  that  would 
iit,  where  she  suffered,  on,  on, 
)n — nigbt  and  day  for  ever,  on 
-he  selfsame  spot,  whatever  that 
spot  might  be  on  which  ahe  hap 
pened  to  squat  at  morning, 
mound,  wall,  or  atone — motion 
less,  dumb,  and,  as  a  stranger 
would  think,  also  bUnd,  for  tht 
eyelids  areslill  shut— never  open 
ed  in  sun  or  storm ;— yet  that 
figure— that  which  is  now,  and 
has  for  years  been,  an  utttr  and 
hopeless  idiot,  was  once  a  gay  ""—^ 

laughing,  dancing,  singing  giri, 
whose  blue  eyes  seemed  luU  of  light,  whether  they 
looked  on  earth  or  heaven,  the  flowers  or  the  stara 
— her  sweet-heart — a  rational  young  man,  it  nould 
appear— having  leapt  out  upon  her  suddenly,  as 
she  was  pas^ng  through  the  churchyard  at  niffht, 
from  behind  a  tomb-stone  in  a  sack  which  she,  hav- 
ing httle  time  for  consideration,  and  Ijeing  naturally 
superstitious,  supposed  to  be  a  shroud,  and  the 
wearerthereof,  who  was  an  active  stripling  of  sound 
Uesh  and  blood,  to  be  a  ghost  or  skeleton,  al!  one 
horrid  rattle  of  bones  ;  so  that  the  trick  succeeded 
far  beyond  the  most  sanguine  expectation  of  tie 
lailorwho  played  the  pnncipal  part— and  sense, 
feeling,  memory,  imagination,  and  reason,  were  all 
felled  by  one  blow  of  fear— as  butcher  fellelh  ox— 
while  by  one  of  those  mysteries,  which  neither  we 
nor  you,  nor  anybody  else,  can  understand,  life  re- 
mained not  only  unimpiured,  but  even  invigorated; 
and  there  she  sits,  like  a  clock  wound- up  to  go  a 
certain  time,  the  machinery  of  which  being  good, 
l^s  not  been  altogether  deranged  by  the  shock 
that  sorely  cracked  the  case,  and  will  work  till  the 
chain  is  run  down,  and  then  it 
will  tick  no  more ;— be  it  that 
tall,  fair,  lovely  girl,  so  thin  and 
attenuated  that  all  wonder  she 
walkbyheraelf— that  ahe  s 
blown  away  even  bv  the 
^i^tle  summer  breeze  that  woos 
the  hectic  of  her  check — dvmg 
all  sec— and  none  bettor  than 
her  poor  old  mother — and  let 
hcraelf  thoughtless  of  the  com 
ing  doom,  and  cheerful  as  a  nest 
building  bird — while  her  lover 
*"T  deep  in  despair  to  he  betray 


ishec 


day,  feels  the  dear  and  dreadful  burden  lighter  am 
I  lighter  in  his  arms.     Small  strength  will  it  need  ti 
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Buppoi't  her  bier!  The  coffin,  as  if  empty,  will  be 
lowered  unfelt  by  the  handa  that  hold  those  rueful 
cords! 

THIED  COUESE. 
HiTiNO  thus  briaflj  instructed  travellers  how  to 
eet  a  look  at  Lions,  the  Doctor  suddenly  exclaims 
—"Imprimis,  BBWiEE  of  dogs!"  " There  have," 
he  says,  "beenmanj  arguments,  ^iit) and  ei™,  on  the 
dreadful  disease  their  bit*  prodaces— it  is  enough 
to  prove  that  multitudes  of  men,  women  and  chd- 
dren  have  died  in  cousequence  of  having  been 
bitl«n  by  dogs.  What  does  it  matter  vphether  they 
were  the  victims  of  bodily  disease  or  mental  irrita- 
tion? The  lifeofthe  most  humble  human  being  is 
of  more  value  than  all  the  dogs  in  the  world— dare 
the  most  brntal  cynic  say  otherwise  ?" 

Dr.  Kltchiner  always  travelled,  it  appears,  in 
chwsea;  ami  a  chaise  of  one  kind  or  other,  he  re- 
commends  to  all  his  brethren  of  mankind.  Why, 
then,  this  intense  fear  of  the  canine  species  f  Who 
ever  saw  a  mad  dog  leap  into  the  mail-coach,  i 
even  a  gig?  The  creature  when  so  afflicted,  hanj 
his  head,  and  goes  snapping  right  and  left  at  pede 
trians.  Foor  people  Uke  us,  who  must  walk,  may 
well  fear  hydrophobia— though,  thank  heaven,  we 
have  never,  during  the  course  of  a  tolerably  long  and 
well-spent  life,  been  so  much  as  once  bitten  by  "the 
rabid  aniinall"  But  what  have  neb  authors,  who 
loll  in  carriages,  «i  dread  from  dogs,  who  always 
go  on  footf  We  cannot  credit  the  very  sweep- 
ing assertion,  tliat  multitudes  of  men,  -women,  and 
children  have  died  in  consequence  of  i>eing  bitten 
by  dogs.  Even  the  newspapers  do  not  rnn  np  the 
amount  above  a  dozen  per  annum,  from  which  you 
may  safely  deduct  two-thirds.  Now,  fom;  men, 
women  and  children,  are  not  "a  multitude.  Of 
those  four,  we  may  set  down  two  aa  problematical 
-having  died,  it  is  true,  in,  but  not  of  hydrophobia 
states  of  mind  and  body  wide  as  the  poles  asun- 
der. He  who  drinka  two  bottles  of  pure  apirils 
every  day  he  buttons  and  unbuttons  his  breeches, 
generally  dies  in  a  state  of  hydrophobia— for  he 
abhorred  water,  and  knew  instinctively  the  jug 
contaiuiog  tliat  insipid  element.  But  he  never 
dies  at  all  o/ hydrophobia,  there  being  evidence  to 
prove  that  for 'twenty  years  he  had  drnnk  nathing 
but  brandy.  Suppose  we  are  driven  to  confess  the 
other  two— why,  one  of  them  was  an  old  woman  of 
■  eighty,  who  was  dying  as  fiist  as  ahe  could  hobble, 
at  the  very  thne  she  thought  herself  bitten — and 
the  other  a  ninety-year  old  brat,  in  hooping  cough 
and  measles,  who,  had  there  not  been  such  a  quad- 
ruped as  a  dog  created,  would  have  worried  itself 
to  death  before  evening,  so  lamentably  had  its 
education  been  neglected,  and  ao  dangerous  an 
accomplishment  is  an  impish  temper.  The  twelve 
cases  for  the  year  of  that  most  horrible  disease, 
hydrophobia,  have,  we  flatter  ourselves,  been 
factorily  disposed  of— eight  of  the  alleged  dec 
being  at  this  moment  engaged  at  various  handicrafts 
on  low  wages  indeed,  but  still  such  as  enable  the 
industrious  to  live— two  havhig  (Ued  of  drinking— 
one  of  estreme  old  age,  and  one  of  a  complication 
of  complaints  incident  to  childhood,  their  violence 
having,  in  this  particular  instance,  been  aggravated 
by  neglect  and  a  devilish  temper.  Where,  non 
"multitude"  of  men,  women,  and  children, 
have  died  in  consequence  of  being  bitten  by  mad 
dogs  P 
Gentle  reader— a  mad  dog  la  a  bugbi 


have  walked  many  hundred  times  the  diameter  and 
the  circumference  of  this  our  habitable  globe— along 
all  roads,  public  and  private — with  stiles  or  turn- 
pike— metropolitan  streets  and  suburban  paths — 
and  at  all  seasons  of  the  revolving  year  and  day  ; 
.ever,  as  we  padded  the  hoof  along,  met  we  nor 
overtaken  by  greyhound,  mastiff,  or  cur,  in  a 
of  hydrophobia.  We  have  many  million  limes 
them  with  their  tongues  lolling  out  about  a 
yard — their  sides  panting — flag  struck — and  the 
whole  dog  showing  syniptonia  of  severe  diatress. 
■"hat  auch  travellers  were  not  mad,  we  do  not  as- 
ert — they  may  have  been  mad — but  they  certainly 
'ere  fatigued ;  and  the  difference,  we  hope,  is  often 
onaderable  between  weariness  and  inaanity.  Dr. 
Kitchiner,  had  he  seen  such  dogs  as  we  have  seen, 
would  have  feinted  on  the  apot.  He  would  have 
raised  the  country  against  the  harmless  jog-trotter. 
Pitchforks  would  have  gleamed  in  the  setting  stin, 
and  the  flower  of  the  agricultural  youth  of  a  mid- 
land country,  forming  a  levy  en  maiie,  would  have 
offered  battle  to  a  tumsfflt.  The  Doctor,  aitting  in 
bis  coach — like  Kapoleon  at  Waterloo — would  have 
cried  "  Tout  e»t  perdu — sauve  qui  peut!" — and  re- 
galloping  to  a  provincial  town,  would  have  found 
refuge  under  the  gateway  of  the  Hen  and  Chickens. 
"The  Ufe  of  the  most  humble  human  being," 
quoth  the  Doctor,  "  is  of  more  value  than  all  the 
doga  in  the  world — dare  the  most  brutal  cynic  say 
Otherwise?" 

This  queatioTi  is  not  put  to  us ;  for  so  far  from 
being  the  moat  brutal  cynic,  we  do  not  belong 


the  cynic  school  at  all— being  an  Eclectic,  and  our 
philosophy  composed  chiefly  of  Stoicism,  Epicurean- 
ism, and  Peripateticism — with  a  fine,  pure,  clear, 
bold  dash  of  Platomcism.  The  most  brutal  cynic, 
if  now  alive  and  snarlii^,  must  therefore  answer 
for  himself— while  we  tell  the  Dooior,  that  so  far 
from  holding,  with  him,  that  the  life  of  the  most 
humble  human  being  Is  of  more  value  than  all  the 
in  the  world,  we,  on  the  contrary,  verily  be- 

that  there  is  many  an  humble  dog  whose  life 

far  transcends  in  value  the  lives  of  many  men, 
women,  and  children.  Whether  or  not  dogs 
have  souls,  is  a  qaestion  in  philosophy  never  yet 
solved ;  although  we  have  ourselves  no  doubt  on 
the  subject,  and  finnly  l>elieve  that  they  have  souls. 
But  the  question,  as  put  by  the  Doctor,  is  not 
about  aouis,  but  about  lives ;  and  as  the  human 
soul  does  not  die  when  the  human  body  does,  the 
death  of  an  old  woman,  middle-aged  man,  or  young 
child,  is  no  such  very  great  calamity,  either  to 
themselves  or  to  the  world.  Better,  perhaps,  that 
dl  the  dogs  now  alive  should  be  massacred,  to  pre- 
vent hvdrophobia,  than  that  a  human  soul  should 
be  lost"; — but  not  a  single  human  soul  ifl  going  to 
be  lost,  although  the  wTioie  uanine  epedes  should 
become  insane  to-morrow.  Now,  would  the  Doctor 
have  laid  one  hand  on  his  heart  and  the  other  on  his 
Bible,  and  take  a  solemn  oath  that  rather  than  one 
old  woman  of  a  century  and  a  quarter  should  sud- 
denly be  cut  off  by  the  bile  of  a  mad  dog,  he  would 
have  signed  the  warrant  of  eiecation  of  all  the 
packs  of  harrieiB  and  foi-hounds,  all  the  pointers, 
spaniels,  setters,  and  cockers,  all  the  stag-hounds, 
grevhounds,  and  lurchers,  all  the  Newfoundlanders, 
shepherd-dogs,  mastitfe,  bull-dogs,  and  terriers,  the 
infinite  generation  of  mongrels  and  crosses  inclu- 
ded, in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland— to  say  nothing 
of  the  sledge-drawers  in  Kamacliatka,  and  in  the 
realms  slow-moving  near  the  Pole  ?     To  clench  the 
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moment  at  once — What  are  all  the  old  women  in 
Europe,  one-haif  of  tbe  men,  and  one-third  of  the 
children,  when  comparsd,  in  value,  with  any  one  of 
ChrfJtopher  Norlh's  Kewfoundland  dogB^Fco— 
Bronte — or  O'Bronte  ?  Finally,  does  he  include  in 
hia  sweeping  condemnation  the  whole  brute  crea- 
tion, lions,  ti^rs,  panthers,  ounces,  elephants, 
rhinoceroses,  hippopotami,  camel opardalee,  zebras, 
qua^as,  cattle,  horses,  neees,  mules,  cats,  the 
ichneumon,  cranes,  storks,  cocks-of-the-wood,  geese, 
and  ho»-towdies  F 

"  Semi-drowning  iu  the  sea" — he  oonljnues — ■ 
"and  all  the  pretended  specifics,  are  mere  delu- 
^ons — there  is  no  real  remedy  but  cutting  the  part 
out  immediately.  If  the  bite  be  near  a  bloodvessel, 
that  cannot  always  be  done,  nor  when  done,  how- 
ever well  done,  will  it  alwlys  prevent  the  miserable 
victhn  from  dying  the  most  dreadful  of  deaths. 
Well  might  St.  Paul  tell  us  'beware  of  dogs.'  First 
Epistle  to  Philipirians,  chap.  iii.  v.  2. 

Semi-drowning  in  the  sea  is,  we  grant,  «  huH 
specific,  and  difficiilt  to  be  administered.  It 
possible  lo  tell  a  jmnri,  how  much  drowning  any 
particular  patient  can  bear.  Whnt  is  mere  semi- 
drowning  to  James,  is  total  drowning  to  John  :— 
Tom  is  easy  of  resuscitation— Bob  will  not  stir  a 
muscle  for  aU  the  Humane  SocieUes  in  the  United 
Kingdoms.  To  cut  a  pound  of  flesh  from  the  romp 
of  a  fet  dowager,  who  liirns  wxteen  atone,  is  with- 
in tbe  practical  skiU  of  the  veriesj  bungler  in  the 
anatomy  of  the  human  frame — to  scarify  the  flesh- 
less  Bpindie-shank  of  an  antiquated  spinstress,  who 
BvM  on  a  small  annuity,  might  be  beyond  the  scal- 
pel of  an  Abemethy  or  a  Listen.  A  large  blood- 
vessel, as  the  Doctor  well  remarks,  is  an  awkward 
neighbor  to  the  wound  made  by  the  bite  of  a  mad 
dog,  '■  when  a  new  excision  has  to  be  attempted"— 
but  will  any  Doctor  livuig  inform  us  how,  in  a  thou- 
sand other  eases  besides  hydrophobia,  "the  misera- 
ble victjm  may  always  be  prevented  from  dying?" 
There  are,  probably,  more  dogs  in  Britain  than 
horses;  yet  a  hundred  men,  women,  and  children 
are  killed  by  kicks  of  sane  horses,  for  one  by  bites 
of  insane  doga.  Is  the  British  army,  therefore,  to 
he  deprived  of  ils  left  arm,  the  cavalry  ?  Is  there 
to  he  no  Hying  artillery  ?  What  is  to  become  of 
the  horse-mnrines? 

FOUETH  CODKSE. 
The  Doctor,  of  course,  is  one  of  those  travellers 
who  believe,  that  unless  they  use  the  most  inge- 
nious precautions,  they  will  be  uniformly  robbed 
and  murdered  in  inns.  The  villains  steal  upon  you 
during  the  midnight  hour,  when  all  the  world  is 
asleep.  They  leave  thoir  shoes  down  stairs,  and 
leopard-like,  ascend  with  velvet,  or — what  is  al- 
most as  noiseless — worsted  steps,  the  wooden  stairs. 
True,  that  your  breeches  are  beneath  your  bolster 
— but  that  trick  of  travellers  has  long  been  "as 
notorious  as  the  sun  at  noonday ;"  and  although 
you  are  aware  of  your  breeches,  with  all  the  ready 
money  perhaps  that  you  are  worth  in  this  world, 
elopmg  from  beneath  your  parental  eye,  you  in 
VMn  try  to  cry  out— for  a  long,  broad,  iron  hand, 
with  ever  so  many  iron  fingers,  is  on  your  mouth  ; 
another,  with  still  more  numerous  di^ts,  compress- 
es your  windpipe,  while  a  low  hoarse  voice,  in  a 
whisjier  to  which  Sarah  Sddons's  was  empty  air,  on 
pain  of  instant  death  enibrces  silence  from  a  man 
unable  for  his  life  to  utter  a  single  word  ;  and  after 
pulling  off  all  the  bed-clothes,  and  then  clothing 


'  you  with  curses,  the  ruflians,  whose  accent  betrays 
them  to  be  Irishmen,  inflict  upon  you  divers  wan- 
ton wounds  with  a  blunt  instrument,  probably  a 
crow-bar^swearing  by  Satan  and  all  his  saints, 
that  if  you  stir  an  Inch  of  your  body  before  day- 
break, they  will  instantly  return,  cut  your  throat, 
knock  out  your  brains,  saclt  you,  and  carry  you  off 
for  sale  to  a  aui^eon.  Therefore  you  must  uf« 
pocket  door-bolls,  which  are  applicable  to  almost 
all  sorts  of  doors,  and  on  many  occasions  save  the 
property  and  life  of  the  traveller.  The  corkscrew 
door-lastening  the  Doctor  recommends  as  tlie  sim- 
plest. This  is  screwed  m  between  the  door  and 
the  door-post,  and  unites  them  so  (irmlv,  that  great 
power  is  required  to  force  a  door  so  fastened.  They 
are  as  portable  as  common  corkscrews,  and  their 
weight  does  not  eiceed  an  ounce  and  a  half.  ,  The 
safety  of  your  bed-room  should  always  be  carefully 
esamined  ;  and  in  case  of  bolts  not  being  at  hand, 
it  will  be  useful  to  hinder  entrance  into  the  room 
by  putting  a  table  and  a  chair  upon  it  against  the 
door.  Take  a  peep  below  the  bed,  and  into  the 
closets,  and  every  place  where  concealment  is  pos- 
sible—of course,  although  the  Doctor  forgets  to 
suggest  it,  into  the  chimney.  A  friend  of  the  Doc- 
tor's used  to  place  a  bureau  against  the  door,  and 
"thereon  he  set  a  basin  and  ewer  in  such  a  posi- 
tion as  easily  to  rattle,  so  that  on  being  shook,  they 
instantly  bucanie  molto  agitato."  Upon  one  alarm- 
ing occasion  this  device  frightened  away  one  of  the 
chambermaids,  or  some  other  Paulina  Fry,  who  at- 
tempted to  steal  on  the  vir^n  sleep  of  the  traveihng 
Joseph,  who  all  the  time  was  hiding  his  head  be- 
neath the  bolster.  Joseph,  however,  believed  it 
was  a  horrible  midnight  assassin,  with  mustaches 
and  a  dagger.  "The  chattering  of  the  crockery 
gave  the  alarm,  and  tbe  attempt,  after  many  at- 
tempta,  was  abandoned." 

With  all  these  fearful  apprehensions  in  his  mind. 
Dr.  Kitchiner  must  have  been  a  man  of  great 
natural  personal  courage  and  intrepidity,  to  have 
slept  even  once  in  his  whole  lifetime  from  home. 
What  danger  must  we  have  passed,  who  used  to 
plump  in,  without  a  thought  of  damp  in  the  bed,  or 
wamp  below  it — closet  and  chimney  aninspected, 
door  unbolted  and  unscrewed,  exposed  to  rape, 
robbery,  and  murder!  It  ts  mortifying  to  thmk 
that  we  should  be  alive  at  this  day.  Nobody,  male 
or  female,  thought  it  worth  then-  while  to  rob,  rav- 
ish, or  murder  us !  There  we  lay,  forgotten  by  tiie 
whole  world — till  the  crowing  of  cocks,  or  the  ring- 
ing of  tells,  or  blundering  Boots  insisting  on  it  that 
we  were  a  Manchester  Bagman,  who  had  taken  an 
inside  in  the  Heavy  at  five,  broke  onr  repose,  and 
Sol,  laughing  in  at  the  unshuttered  and  uncurtained 
window,  showedus  the  floor  of  our  dormitory,  not 
streaming  with  a  gore  of  blood.  We  really  know 
not  whether  to  be  most  proud  of  having  been  the 
favorite  child  of  Fortune,  or  the  neglected  brat  of 
Fate.  One  only  precaution  did  we  ever  use  to  take 
against  assassination,  and  all  the  other  ills  that  flesh 
is  heir  to,  sleep  where  one  may,  and  that  was  to 
say  inwardly  a  short  fervent  prayer,  humbly  thank- 
3ur  Maker  for  all  the  happiness — let  us  trust  it 
innocent — of  the  day  ;  and  humbly  imploring 
his  blessmg  on  all  the  hopes  of  to-morrow.  For,  at 
'B  speak  of  we  were  young — and  every 
_..  thatever  the  atmosphere  might  be,  rose 
bright  and  beautiful  with  hopes  that,  far  as  the  eyes 
of  the  soul  could  reach,  glittered  on,  earth's,  and 
heaven's,  and  life's  horizon  I 
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But  Eiippoae  that  after  all  tWa  trouble  to  get  hira- 
self  bolted  and  screwed  into  a  parad-8.ao«l  taber- 
nacle of  a  dormitory,  there  bad  euddeoly  rung 
through  the  house  the  cry  of  F[RE--Fm^-FiBE! 
Low  w\s  Dr.  Kitchiner  to  get  oat  ?  Tables,  bareaus 
benches,  ohairs,  blocked  up  'M  only  door-all  ladeo 
with  wash-hand  bafflus  and  other  utenals,  the  whole 
crockery,  shepherdesses  of  *e  ohimneypiece,  dou- 
ble-barrelled pistols  with  spring  bayonets  ready  Co 
shoot  and  stab,  without  distinction  of  persons,  M 
their  proprietor  was  madly  seeking  to  escape  the 
roaring  ^mes!  Both  windows  are  iroo-bound, 
with  »a  their  shutters  and  over  and  above  tightlv 
fastened  with  the  corkscrew  fastening  tbcimple-t 
we  have  seen  The  wind  board  is  in  hke  man 
nor  and  by  the  same  unhappy  contnvance 
firmly  jammed  into  the  jaws  of  the  chminej   so 


the  Prineipia.  Let  the  man,  quoth  he,  "  who  comes 
e  fadgned  by  bodily  eiertion,  especially  il  he 

healed  by  it,  throw  his  legs  upon  a  chair,  and 
remain  quiet,  tranquil  and  composed,  that  the 
energy  which  has  been  dispersed  to  the  eitrenuties 
may  have  time  to  return  to  the  stomach,  when  it 

qaired."  To  all  this  we  say— Fudge !  The 
sooner  you  get  hold  of  a  leg  of  roasted  mutton  the 
better ;  but  meanwhile,  oft'  rapidly  with  a  pot  of 
porter— then  leisurely  on  with  a  clean  shirt— wash 
your  face  and  hands  in  gelid— none  of  your  tepid 
water— There  is  no  harm  done  if  you  should  shave 
—then  keep  walkmg  up  and  down  the  parior  rather 
impatiently  for  such  conduct  is  natural,  and  in  all 
things  act  agreeably  to  nature— stir  up  the  waiter 
with  some  original  jest  by  way  of  stimulant,  and  to 
give  the  kuaics  face   a  well-pleased  stare— and 


the  Doctor  up  the  vent  is  wholly  denied 


engine 


ntbe 


Th"ere  hafl  notbeen  aVropof  rain  for  a  month,  and 
the  r^eris  not  only  distant  but  dry.  The  element 
I  growling  along  tfee  galleries  like  a  1>»". '1"^ '^e 
room  is  eUmff  with  something  more  deadly  than 
back-smoke.  A  shrill  voice  is  heard  en">e.— 
"  Nnmber  five  will  be  burned  alive !  Number  five 
will  be  burned  aUve!  Is  there  no  p^.bihty  of 
saving  the  Ufe  of  Number  five  ?"_  The  ^o^lorim 
down  before  the  barricade,  and  is  stretched  aU  tas 
hapless  length  fainting  on  the  floor.  At  last  the 
door  fehurs! open,  and  landlord,  landkdjchamber- 
m^d,  and  boots-each  m  a  difl'erent  key-trom 
manly  baas  to  childish  treble,  demand  of  Number 
five  if  he  be  a  murderer  or  a  madmao— for,  genUe 

reader,  it  has  been  a Dream.  ^        ^        , 

Thus  he  says  that  no  person  should  ^t  down  to  a 
hearty  meal  immediately  after  any  great  exertion, 
either  of  mind  or  body— that  la,  one  might  eaj 
after  a  few  milea  of  Plinlinmon  or  a  few  pages  ol 


doubting  "  that    h 


■ne  y  wh  ch  ha  been 
„„.  ..  s  ha  lad  a  e  me 
the  BOmah,  n  Goda  nam  fa  to! 
Ted  take  care  that  the  second  course  ^hallnot^ 
pear  till  there  is  no  vestige  left  «E  *«.  fi^^"" 
econd  course  being  looked  upon  by  the  judicious 
moralist  and  pedestrian  very  much  in  the  light 
which  the  poet  has  made  b  .-fllebra 
consider  i' 


y  mucu  lu  mc  iijjii".  "■■ 
a  celebrated  character 


Nor  firnie  I  sllgh^-ni 


r  for  ber  ftvo 


To  prove  how  astonishingly  our  strength  may  be 
diminished  by  indolence,  the  Doctor  tells  ns,  that 
meeting  a  gentleman  who  had  lately  returned  from 
Mia,  to  his  inquiry  after  his  health  he  rcphed, 
"Whv,  better-better,  thank  ye-I  thmk  I  begin 
to  feel  some  aymptoma  of  the  return  of  a  little 
Eughsh  enei^v.  Do  you  know  that  the  day  before 
yeSerday  I  was  in  snoh  high  spirits  and  felt  so 
strong,  I  actually  put  on  one  of  my  stockings  my- 
self?*" 
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One  of  our  crew  undortook  to  be  the  px  dp 
agenta  house.     We  arrived  before  it.      It   nas  ■: 
mansion,  and  we  oould  see  lights  a 
ground-floor;   but  it  waa  gailj  lit  up  ajoft. 
itself  stood  baolf  about  twenty  feet  from  the  street  from 
which  it  was  separated  by  an  ' 

""  '       ''"   -•'"-'         tr  gate,  but  no  one  ananered. 

1  pull    and 

s  und  d    h  onghout  the 

h  d  against  the 


At  length  our  black  guide  found 
presently  the  ol  be    res  u 


—  StUI  n 
door,  and  found 
self  immediatel  i 
and  stood  iu  th 
vestibule,  befor 


w  h    h    hall   or  lower 
ry  well-dressed 


table,  being  with  w        ung  g 
instantly  rose  to 

"Beg  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Treenail,  "pray, 

"Will  you  "have  the  goodness  to  say  if  he  hi 
Oh  yes,  air,  he  is  dere  upon  dinner  wid     on  uanv 
said  the  lady,  ^    ■' 

"  Well,"  continued  the  liculenant,  "  say  to  h  m  that  an 
officer  of  his  majesty's  sloop  Torch  is  below  w  th  d  a 
patches  for  the  admiral." 

_  "  Surely,  sir,— surely,"  Uie  dark  kdy  continued  Fol 
;  ■nddat  small  gentleman, —(Tho  nas  Crn 
,  no  less  l]~him  will  better  follow  me  too 
We  left  the  room,  and,  turning  to  the  right,  landed  n 
the  lower  piazza  of  the  house,  fronting  the  north  A 
large  clumsy  stair  occupied  the  easternmost  end,  w  th  a 
aiaesive  mahogany  balustrade,  but  the  whole  affa  r  below 
was  very  lU  bghted.  The  brown  lady  preceded  us  and 
planting  herself  at  the  bottom  of  the  stair  a-e  I  ecan 
shout  to  son  e  one  aboie^ 

Toby  I  Tobyl  b  iccra  g  ntlemen 
no  Toby  re'jonded  to  the  cal 

My  dear  madam     said  Tr  ona  1 
for  ceremony      Pray  uoher  us 
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reached  the  first  landing-place,  when  wp  heard  a 
Qoiec  a^  of  two  negroids  wrangling  on  tlie  steps 
above  ufl. 

"You  rascal!"  sang  out  one,  "take  dat;  lam 
you  for  to  teal  my  wittaU" — then  a  sharp  crack, 
as  if  it  had  smote  the  culprit  across  the  pate  ;  where- 
upon, like  a  shot,  a  hiack  fellow,  in  a  handEOme 
livery,  trundled  down,  pursued  by  another  servant 
with  a  large  silver  ladle  in  his  hand,  with  which  he 
was  belaboring  the  fugitive  over  his  flint-hard  skull, 
right  against  our  hostess,  with  the  drumstick  of  a 
turkey  ui  his  hand,  or  rather  in  his  mouth. 

"Top,  yon  tief!— Top,  you  tiefl— for  me  piece 
dat,"  shouted  the  pursuer. 

"You  dam  rascal!"  quoth  the  dame.  'But  she 
had  no  time  to  utter  another  word,  before  the  fugi- 
tive pitched,  with  all  his  weight,  right  again!<t  her  ; 
and  at  the  very  moment  another  servant  came 
trundling  down  with  a  large  tray-full  of  all  tinds  of 
meats — and  I  eepecially  remember  that  two  large 
crystal  stands  of  jellies  composed  part  of  his  load — 
BO  there  we  were  regularly  capsized,  and  caught  all 
of  a  heap  in  the  dark  lauding-place,  half  way  up 
the  stairs  ;  and  down  the  other  flight  tumbled  our 
guide;  with  Mr.  Treenail  and  myself,  BQd  the  two 
blackles,  on  the  top  of  her,  rolling  in  the  descent 
over,  or  rather  into,        th     la  g    m  h  t 

which  had  just  been  ca      d      t       tl      t  f 

turtle  soup  m  it,  and  dish  f  ast-be  f  d  pi  t 
fuUa  of  land-orabs,  andthLodk     w       htaUb 

The  craBb  reached  th  f  th    I     dl    d  wh 

was  seated  at  the  he  d     f  h      tabi  th       pp 

piazza,  a  long  gallery    b     t  fifty  f    t  I        by  1 
teen  wide,  and  he  imm  d   t  1  d     d      d  h 

butler  to  take  a  light  Wh  h  m  d  w  t 
ascertain  the  cause  of  th      p  -o      I  h  U  f 


Th 


,     'St  of    11  m       It  m    k  bly 

personage,  standi  g       th    p  hah  d  m  h  g 
three  steps  abov    h 


well-dressed  respectabi      Id    iy 


die  in  each  hi 


thhm 
d    b    k 


th   1 


soup,  fragments  of  dish  d  fra  t 

and  a  chaos  of  eatabl  d  d  nk  bl  d  t  hi 

gear  scattered  allab     t      md-t     hhly         m 
bting  my  lieutenant  a  d  m      If  th    b  h 

keeper,  and  the  two      gro  ts,    11  m 

less  covered  with  gravy     d  d    g 

Speaking  of  telegraphing  I  w  II  1  te 
dote  here,  if  you  will  wait  untd  I  mend  my  pen.  I 
had  landed  at  Greenwich  wharf  on  duty — thia  was 
the  nearest  point  of  communication  between  Fort 
Royal  and  the  admiral's  pen— where,  findhig  the 
flag-IieutcnanC,  he  drove  me  up  in  his  ketureen  to 
lunch.  While  we  were  regahng  ourselves,  the  old 
signal-man  came  into  the  piazza,  and  with  several 
most  remarkable  obeisances,  gave  us  to  know  that 
there  were  flags  hoisted  on  tho  signal  mast,  at  the 
mountain  settlement,  of  which  he  could  make  nothing 
— the  uppermost  was  neither  the  interrogative,  the 
affirmative,  nor  the  negative,  nor  in  fact,  any  thing 
that  with  the  book  he  could  make  sense  of. 

"  Odd  enough,"  said  the  lieutenant ;  "  hand  me 
the  glass,"  and  he  peered  away  for  half  a  minute. 
"  Confound  me,  if  I  can  make  lieads  or  tails  of  it 
either;  there,  Cringle,  what  do  you  think?  How 
do  you  construe  it  f " 

I  took  the  telescope.     Uppennoat  there  was 
4S 


hoisted  on  the  ^gnal-mast  a  large  tablecloth,  not 
altogether  immaculate,  and  under  it  a  towel,  as  I 
guessed,  for  it  was  too  opaque  for  bunting,  and  too 
white,  although  I  could  not  affirm  that  it  was  fresh 
out  of  the  fold  either. 

"I  am  puzzled,"  said  I,  as  I  spied  away  again. 
Meanwhile,  there  was  no  acknowledgment  made  at 
our  semaphore — "  There,  down  they  go,"  I  con- 
tinued— "  Why,  it  must  bo  a  mistake — Stop,  here's 
a  new  batch  going  up  above  the  green  trees — There 
goes  tho  tablecloth  once  more,  and  the  towel,  and 
deuce  take  me,  if  I  can  compare  the  lower- 
most to  any  thing  but  a  dishciout — why,  it  must  he 
a  dishciout." 

The  flags,  or  substitutes  for  thetn,  streamed  an- 
other minute  in  the  breeze,  but  as  there  was  still 
no  answer  made  from  our  end  of  the  string,  they 
were  Once  more  hauled  down.  We  wdted  another 
minute — "Why,  here  goes  the  Same  signal  up 
again,  tablecloth,  towel,  dishciout,  and  all— What 
the  dtable  have  we  got  here  ?  A  red  hall,  two  pen- 
nants under— What  can  that  mean  P  Ball— it  is 
the  bimtul-nnige,  or  I  am  a  Dutchman,  with  two 
short  streamers" — Another  look — "A  red  night 
cap  and  a  pair  of  stockings,  by  all  that  is  portent- 
ous 1"  exclaimed  I. 


"  Ah,  I  see,  I  see !"  said  the  lieutenant,  laughing 
— "  signal-man,  acknowledge  it," 

It  was  done,  and  down  came  the  Sags  iu  a  trice. 
It  appeared,  on  inquiry,  that  the  washing  cart, 
which  ought  to  have  been  sent  up  that  morning, 
had  been  forgotten ;  and  the  admiral  and  bis 
secretary  having  ridden  Out,  there  was  no  One  who 
could  make  the  proper  signal  for  it.  So,  the  old 
housekeeper  took  this  singular  method  of  having 
the  cart  dispatched,  and  it  was  sent  off  accordingly. 

At  sii  o'clock  we  drove  to  Mr.  Fepperpot  Wag- 
tail's. The  party  was  a  bachelor's  one,  and,  when 
we  walked  up  the  front  steps  there  was  our  host  in 
person,  standing  to  receive  us  at  the  door;  while, 
on  each  side  of  him,  there  were  &ve  or  sii  ot  his 
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TMtore,  all  flitting  with  their  legs  cocked  up,  their 
feet  resting  on  a  sort  of  surbaee,  above  which  the 
julouaiea,  or  movable  bUncls  of  the  piaiia  were  fiied. 

I  was  introduced  to  the  whole  party  teriatim — - 
and  Bs  each  of  the  cock'-legs  dropped  his  trams,  he 
started  up,  caught  hold  of  my  hand,  tad  wrung  it 
as  if  I  had  been  bis  dearest  and  oldest  friend. 

Were  I  to  designate  Jaiaaica  as  a,  community,  I 
irould  call  it  a  hand-shaking  people.  1  have  oiien 
laughed  heartily  upon  seeing  two  cronies  meeting 
in  the  atreeta  of  Kingston,  after  a  temporary  sepa- 
ration ;  when  about  pistol-shot  asunder,  both  wouid 
bcpo  to  tug  and  rug  at  the  right  hand  glove,  but  it 
is  frequently  a  mighty  senous  affair  m  that  hissing 
hot  climate  to  get  the  gauntlet  oB ,  they  approach, 
— one,  a  short  urbane  Uttle  man,  who  would  not 
di^race  St.  James's  street,  bemg  more  kiln  dried 
and  less  moist  in  hia  coqioreala  than  his  country 
friend,  has  contrived  to  eitract  his  paw,  and  holds 

"Ah!  how  do  you  do,  Ratoon?"  quoth  the 
Kingston  man. 

"Quite  well,  Shingles,"  rejoins  the  gloved,  a  afout 
red-&ced  sudoriferous  yam-fed  planter,  dressed  in 
blue-white  jean  trousers  and  waistcoat,  with  long 
Hessian  boots  drawn  up  to  his  knee  over  the  former, 
and  a  span-new  square-sklrtcd  blue  coatee,  with 
lots  of  clear  brass  buttons ;  a  broad-brimmed  black 
silk  hat,  worn  white  at  the  edge  of  the  crown- 
wearing  a  very  small  neckcloth,  above  which  shoots 
np  an  enormous  shirt  collar,  the  peaks  of  which 
might  serve  for  winkers  to  a  starting  horse,  and 


carrying  a  large  whip  in  hia  hand — "Quite  well, 
my  dear  fellow,"  while  he  peisisls  in  dragging  at  it 
— the  other  homo  all  the  while  standing  in  the  ab- 
surd position  of  a,  £nger  post — at  length  off  comes 
the  glove — piecemeal,  perhaps — a  finger  first,  for 
instance — then  a  thumb— at  length,  they  tackle  to, 
and  shake  each  other  hke  the  very  devil— not  a 
sober  pump-handle  shake,  but  a  regular  jiggery 
jiggery,  as  if  they  were  trying  to  dislocate  each 
other's  arms — and,  confound  them,  even  then  thej' 
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don't  let  go — they  cling  like  sucker  fish,  and  talk 
and  wallop  abont,  and  throw  themselves  back  and 
laugh,  and  then  another  jiggery  jiggery. 

On  horseback,  this  custom  is  conspicuously  ridi- 
culous— I  have  nearly  gone  into  fits  at  beholding  two 
men  careering  along  the  road  at  a  handgallop — 
each  on  a  goodish  horse,  with  his  negro  boy  astern  of 
him  on  a  mule,  m  dean  frock  and  trousers,  and  smart 
glazed  hat  with  broad  gold  band,  with  massa's  um- 
brella in  a  leathern  case  slung  across  his  shoulders, 
and  his  portmanteau  behmd  him  on  a  mail  pillion 
covered  with  snow-white  sheep's  fleece — suddenly 
Ihey  would  pull  up  on  recognizing  each  other,  when 
tucking  their  whips  under  their  arms,  or  crossing 
them  in  their  teeth,  it  may  be — they  would  com- 
mence the  rugging  and  riving  operation.  In  this 
case — Shingle's  bit  of  blood  swerves,  we  may  as- 
sume— Ratoon  rides  at  him — Shingle  fairly  turns 
tail,  and  starts  out  at  full  speed,  Ratoon  thundering 
in  his  rear  with  stretohed-out  arm;  and  it  does 
happen,  I  am  assured,  that  the  hot  pursuit  often- 
times continues  for  a  mile,  before  the  desired  clap- 
perclaw is  obtained.  But  when  two  lusty  planters 
meet  on  horseback,  lien  indeed,  Greek  meets 
Greek.  They  begin  the  mterview  by  shouting  to 
each  other,  while  fifty  yards  off,  pulling  away  at 
the  gloves  all  the  while^"How  are  you,  Canetop? 
— glad  to  see  you,  Canetop.  How  do  you  do,  1 
hope?"  "How  are  you,  Yamfu,  my  dear  fellow?" 
their  horaes  fretting  and  jumping  ail  the  time — and 
if  the  Jack  Spaniards  or  gadflies  be  rife,  tiey  have, 
even  when  denuded  for  the  shake,  to  spur  each 
other,  more  like  a  Knight  Templar  and  a  Saracen 
charging  in  mortal  combat,  than  two  men  merely 
struggling  to  be  civU  ;  and  after  all  they  have  often 
to  get  their  black  servants  alongside  to  hold  their 
horses,  for  ihake  they  must,  were  they  to  break 
theirnecks  in  the  attempt.  Why  thev  won't  shake 
hands  with  their  gloves  on,  I  am  sure  /  can't  telL 
It  would  be  much  cooler  and  nicer — lots  of  Scotek- 

Th is  hand-shaking,  however,  was  followed  by  an 
invitation  to  dinner  from  each  individual  in  the 
company.  I  looked  at  Captain  Transom,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  Can  they  mean  us  to  take  them  at  then? 
word!"    He  nodded. 

are  sorry,  that  being  under  orders  tfl  go  to 
Sunday  morning,  neither  Mr.  Cringle  nor 
myself  can  have  the  pleasure  of  accepting  such  kind 

WeU,  when  you  come  back  you  know — one  day 

t  be  denied,"  quoth  a  second. 

ill,  you  know,  bo  to  me  you  must 


third — and  so  on. 
At  length,  no  less  a  man  drove  up  to  the  door 

tlian  Judge .     When  ho  drew  up,  his  servant 

who  was  sitting  behind  on  a  small  projection  of  the 
kctuceen,  came  round  and  took  a  parcel  out  of  the 
^g,  closely  wrapped  in  a  blanket — "  Bring  that 
carefully  in,  Leonidas,"  said  the  judge,  who  now 
stumped  up  stairs  with  a  small  saw  in  his  hand. 
He  received  the  parcel,  and,  laying  it  down  care- 
fuUy  in  a  corner,  he  placed  the  saw  on  jt,  and  then 
up  and  shook  hands  with  Wagtail,  and  made 
iw  very  gracefuUy. 

rhal^— can't  you  do  without  your  ice  and  sour 
claret  yet  ?''  said  Wagtafl. 

"Never  mind,  never  mind,"  said  the  Judge;  and 
here  dinner  being  announced,  we  all  adjourned  to 
the  dining-room,  where  a  very  splendid  e 
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meat  was  Bet  Out,  to  wMth  we  sat  to,  and  in  the 
end,  as  it  will  sppea.c,  we  did  tbe  utmostju9t[ce  to  it. 
The  wines  wei-e  most  exquisite,  Madeira,  for 
instanoe,  never  can  be  drank  iu  perfection  any 
where  out  of  the  tropics. — You  may  have  the  wine 
as  good  at  home,  although  I  doubt  it,  but  then  you 
have  not  the  climate  to  drink  it  in — I  would  say 
the  same  of  most  of  the  delicate  French  wines— 
that  is,  those  that  will  stand  the  voyage — Burgundy 
of  course  not  included ;  but  never  mind,  let  us  get 

AU  the  decanters  were  covered  witii  cotton  bags, 
kept  wet  with  saltpetre  and  water,  so  that  the 
evaporation  carried  on  powerfully  by  the  stream  of 
air  that  flowed  across  the  room,  through  the  Open 
doors  and  windows,  made  the  fluids  quite  as  cool 
as  was  de^rable  to  worthies  sitting  luxuriating  with 
the  thermometer  at  8(1  or  thereby  ;  yet,  fromthefree 
current,  I  was  in  no  way  made  aware  of  thia  degree 
of  heat  by  any  oppressive  sensation;  and  I  found 
in  the  West  Indies  as  well  as  in  the  East,  although 
the  wind  in  the  latter  is  more  dry  and  parching, 
that  a  current  of  heated  air,  if  it  be  moderately 
dry,  even  with  the  thermometer  at  95  in  the  shade, 
is  really  not  so  enervating  or  oppressive  aa  I  have 
found  it  in  the  stagnating  atmosphere  on  the  sunay 
wde  of  Pall  Mall,  with  the  mercury  barely  at  75. 
A  cargo  of  ice  had  a  little  before  thia  arrived  at 
Kingston,  and  at  flrst  all  the  inhabitants  who  could 
afford  it,  iced  every  thing,  wine,  water,  cold  meats, 
fruits,  and  the  Lord  knows  what  all;  tea,  I  believe, 
among  other  things,  (bj  the  way,  I  have  tried  this, 
and  it  k  a  luxury  of  its  kind  ;}  but  the  tegular  old 
stagers,  who  knew  what  was  what,  and  had  a  regard 
for  their  interiors,  soon  began  to  eschew  the  ice  in 
every  way,  saving  and  excepting  to  cool  the  water 
they  washed  their  thia  faces  and  hands  in ;  so  we 
bad  no  ice,  nor  did  we  miss  it ;  but  the  Judge  had 
a  platefu!  of  chips  ou  the  table  before  him,  one  of 
which  he  every  now  and  then  popped  into  his  long 
thb  bell-glass  of  ckret,  diluting  it,  I  should  have 
thought,  in  rather  a  heathenish  manner ;  but  n'im- 
porte,  be  worked  away,  sawing  off  pieces  now  and 
then  from  the  lai^e  lump  in  the  blanket,  (to  save 
the  tear  and  wear  attending  a  fracture,)  which  was 
handed  him  by  his  servant,  so  that  by  eleven 
o'clock  at  mghl,  allowing  for  the  water,  he  must 
have  concealed  Ms  three  battles  of  pure  claret,  he- 
ddes  garnishing  with  a  lot  of  irhite  wines.  In  fine, 
we  all  carried  on  astonishingly,  some  good  singing 
was  ^ven,  a  practical  joke  was  tried  on  now  and 
then,  by  fyall,  and  we  continued  mighty  happy. 
As  to  the  singing  part  of  it, — the  landlord,  with  a 
bad  voice,  and  worse  ear,  opened  the  rorytory,  by 
volunteering  a  very  extraordinary  squeak ;  fortu- 
nately it  was  not  very  long,  but  it  gave  hioi  a  plea 
to  screw  a  song  out  of  his  right-hand  neighbor, 
who  in  turn  acquired  the  same  right  of  compelling 
the  person  next  to  him  to  make  a  fool  of  himself; 
at  last,  it  came  to  Transom,  who,  bj-the-by,  sung 
exceedingly  well,  but  he  had  more  wine  than  usual, 
and  essayed  to  coquet  a  bit. 

"Bring  the  wet  night-cap!"  quoth  our  host. 

"Oh,  is  it  that  you  are  at?"  said  Transom,  and 
he  sung  as  required ;  but  it  was  all  pearls  bi 

At  last,  we  stuck  fast  at  Fyall.     Music !  thert 
not  one  particle  in  his  whole  composition  ;  sr 
wet  nightcap  already  impended  over  him,  when  I 
sung  out,  "  Let  him  tell  a  story,  Mr,  WagtaQ  I 
him  tell  a  story!" 


Thank  you,  Tom,"  said  Fyall;  "I  owe  yon  a 
good  turn  for  that,  my  hoy." 

"Fyall's  story — Mr.  Fyall's  story!"  resounded  On 
1  hands.    Fyall,  glad  to  escape  the  song  and  wet 
nightHjap,  instantly  began. 

"Why,  my  friends,  you  alt  know  Isaac  Grimm, 

the  Jew  snuff  merchant  and  cigar  maker,  in  Har- 

street.     Well,  Isaac  had  a  brother,  Ezekiel 

Line,  who  carried  on  business  in  Curai^ ;  you 

may  have  heard  of  him  too.     Ezekiel  was  often 

down  here  for  the  purpose  of  laying  in  provisions, 

and  purchasing  drygoods.     You  all  know  that?" 

Certainly !"  shouted  both  Captain  Transom  and 

lelf  in  a  breath,  although  we  had  never  heard  of 

before. 

Hah,  I  knew  it  1  Well  then,  Ezekiel  was  very 
rich ;  he  came  down  in  August  last,  in  the  Pickle 
schooner,  and,  as  back  luck  would  have  it,  he  fell 
sick  of  the  fever.  'Isaac,'  quoth  Ezekiel,  'I  am 
wery  sheek ;  I  link  I  shall  tie !'  '  Hope  note,  dear 
proder;  youhabno  vivenorshildir;  pity  you  should 
ie,  Ezekiel.  Ave  you  make  your  vil,  Ezekielf 
Yesh ;  de  vill  is  make.  I  leavish  every  ting  to 
rou,  Isaac,  on  von  condition,  dat  you  send  my  pody 
,0  be  pury  in  Cura^oa.  I  love  dat  place ;  twenty 
years  since  I  left  de  Minories ;  all  dat  time  I  cheat 
dere,  and  tell  lie  dere,  and  lif  dere  happily.  Ob, 
you  most  send  my  pody  for  its  puryment  to  Cu- 
cagoal'  'I  will  do  dat,  mine  proder.'  'Den  I  de- 
part in  peAce,  dear  Isaac ;'  and  the  IsraeUte  was  as 
good  as  his  word  for  OKce.  He  did  die.  Isaac,  ac- 
cording to  his  promise,  apphed  to  the  captains  of 
several  schooners;  none  of  them  would  take  the 
dead  body.  '  What  shall  I  do  ?'  thought  Isaac,  '  de 
monish  mosh  not  be  loss.'  So  he  straightway  had 
Ezekiel  (for  even  a  Jew  won't  keep  long  in  that 
climate)  cnt  up  and  packed  with  pickle  into  two 
barrels,  marked,  'Prime  Mess  Pork,  Leicester, 
ifCall  and  Co.,  Cork.'  He  then  shipped  the  same 
hi  the  Fan-Fan,  taking  bills  of  lading  in  accord- 
ance with  the  brand,  deliverable  to  Mordecai  Levi, 
of  Curajoa,  to  whom  he  sent  the  requidte  instruc- 
tions. The  vessel  sailed — off  St.  Domingo  she  car- 
ried away  a  mast — tried  to  fetch  Carthagena  under 
a  jury-spar — fell  to  leeward,  and  Anally  brought  up 
at  Honduras. 

"  Three  months  after,  Isaac  encountered  the  mas- 
ter of  the  Bcliooner  in  the  streets  of  Kingston. 
"  Ah,  mine  goot  captain — how  is  you  ?  you  lookish 
tin — ave  yoa  been  shceb  f '  '  No,  Moses — I  am  well 
enough,  thank  you — poor  a  bit,  but  sound  in  health, 
thank  God.  You  have  heard  of  my  having  carried 
away  the  mainmast,  and,  after  kicking  about  fifteen 
days  on  short  allowance,  having  been  obliged  to 
bear  up  for  Honduras?"  '  I  know  noting  of  all  dat,' 
said  Isaac  ;  '  sorry  for  it,  captain — very  sad,  inteed.' 
'S,id— vou  may  say  that,  Mosea.  But  I  am  honest 
although  poor,  and  here  is  your  bill  of  lading  for 
your  two  barrels  of  provisions;  "Prime  mess,"  il 

says ;  d d  tough,  say  I — Howsomdever,'  pulling 

out  his  purse,  'the  present  value  on  Bogle,  Jopp 
and  Co.'s  wharf,  is  £5  63.  8d.  the  barrel ;  so  there 
are  two  doubloons,  Moses,  and  now  discharge  the 
account  on  the  back  of  the  bill  of  lading,  will  youf 
'  Vy  should  I  take  payment,  captain  ?  if  de  (pork 
stuck  in  bis  throat  like  '  amen  '  in  Macbeth's,)  '  if 
de  barrel  ish  lost.  It  can't  be  help — de  act  of  God, 
you  know.'  'lam  an  honest  man,  Isaac,' contin- 
ued the  captain,  '  although  a  poor  one,  and  I  must 
tell  the  truth — we  carried  on  with  our  own  as  long 
as  it  lasted,  at  length  we  had  to  break  bulk,  and 
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jour  two  barrels  being  nearest  the  hatchway,  nhy 
we  ate  them  first,  that's  all.  Lord,  what  has  come 
over  jou  f  Isaac  grew  pale  as  a,  corpse.  'Oh, 
mine  Got — mine  poor  proder,  dat  jou  ever  was  live 
to  tie  in  Jamaic— Oh  tear,  oh  tear!'" 

"  Did  they  eat  the  head  and  hands,  and " 

"  Hold  jour  tongue,  Tom  Cringle,  don't  interrupt 
me,  yiiu  did  not  eat  them ;  I  tell  it  aa  it  was  told  to 
me.  So  Isaac  Grimm,"  continued  Fjall,  "wasfalriy 
overcome  ;  the  kindly  feelings  of  his  nature  were 
at  length  stirred  up,  and  as  he  turned  away,  he 
wept — blew  his  nose  hard,  like  a  Chaldean  trnmpet 
in  the  new  moon ;  and  while  the  tai^e  tears  coursed 
each  other  down  his  care-womcheeks,  he  exclaimed, 
wringing  the  captain's  hand,  in  a  voice  tremulous 
and  scarcely  audible  from  extreme  emotion,  'Oh, 
Isaac  Grimm,  Isaac  Grimm,  tid  not  jour  heart  miah- 
give  JOU,  yen  you  vas  commit  te  great  blasphemy 
of  iuTOish  Ezekiel,  flesh  of  your  flesh,  pone  of  your 

Eone — as  por — de  onclean  peast,  I  mean.  If  you 
ad  put  invoishhini  aapeef,  surely  te  earthly  taber- 
nacle of  him,  as  always  sheet  in  de  high  places  in 
te  ^oacogue,  would  never  have  peen  allow  to  pass 
troo  te  powets  of  te  pershicuting  Nazareen.  Ah, 
mine  goot  captain,  mine  verj  tear  ftiend,  rat.  Vat, 
vat  av  you  done  wid  de  cask,  eaptidn  V  " 

"Oh,  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion,"  sung 
out  the  judge,  who  by  this  time  had  become  deus- 
qdly  prosy ;  and  all  hands  arose,  as  if  by  common 
consent,  and  agreed  that  we  had  got  enough. 

So  off  we  started  in  groups.  FyaL,  CaptiunTran- 
som.  Whiffle,  Aaron  Bang,  and  myself,  sallied  forth 
in  a  bunch,  pretty  well  incUned  for  a  lark,  you  may 
guess.  There  are  no  lamps  in  the  streets  in  Kings, 
ton.  and  as  all  the  decent  part  of  the  community  are 
in  their  eainea  by  half-past  nine  in  the  evening,  and 
as  it  is  now  "  the  witching  time  o'  night,"  there 
was  not  a  Bool  In  the  streets  that  we  saw,  except 
when  we  passed  a  solitary  townguard,  lurking  about 
some  dark  comer  under  the  piazzas.  These  same 
streets,  which  were  wide  and  comfortable  enough 
in  the  daytime,  had  become  unaccountably  narrow 
and  intricate  since  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and,. 


although  the  object  of  the  party  was  to  convoy 
Captain  Transom  and  myself  to  our  boat  at  the  Ord- 
nance Whurf^  it  struck  me  that  we  were  as  fre- 
quently on  a  totally  different  tack. 

"  I  saj.  Cringle,  my  boy,"  stuttered  out  my  SQ. 
perior,  lieuienant  and  caphiin  being  both  drowned 
in  and  equalized  by  the  claret — "  why,  Tom,  Tom 
Cringle,  you  dog — don't  you  hear  your  superior 
officer  speak,  sir,  eh  ?" 

My  superior  olhccr,  during  this  address,  was 
standing  with  both  a.mis  round  a  pillar  of  the 
piazza. 

"  I  am  here,  sir,"  s^d  I. 

"  Ah,  I  see,"  siud  Transom ;  "  let  us  heave  ahead, 
Tom — now  do  ye  hear  '—stand  you  with  your  white 
trousers  agiunst  the  next  {Hilar."  The  ranges  sup- 
porting the  piazza  were  at  distances  of  about  Iwen- 
tj  feet  from  each  other.  "  Ah,  stand  there  now — 
I  see  it."  So  he  weighed  from  the  one  he  had 
tackled  to,  and  making  a  staggering  bolt  of  it,  he 
ran  up  to  the  pillar  against  which  I  stood,  whose 

esltion  was  marked  bj  mj  white  vestments,  where 
again  hooked  on  for  a  second  or  two,  until  I  had 
taken  ap  a  new  position. 

"There,  my  boy,  that's  the  way  to  layout  a  warp 
— right  in  the  wind's  eye,  Tom — we  shall  fairly  beat 
those  lubbers  who  are  tacking  in  the  stream ;  no- 
thing like  warping  in  the  dead  water  near  the  shore 
— mark  that  down,  Tom — never  beat  in  a  tide-way 
when  you  can  warp  up  along  shore  in  the  dead 

water.     D a  the  judge's  ice" — (hiccup) — "  he 

has  poisoned  me  with  that  piece  he  plopped  in  my 
last  whitewash  of  madeu«.  He  a  judge!  He  may 
be  a  good  crim — criminal  judge,  but  no  judge  of 
wine.  Why  don't  you  laugh,  'Tom,  eh  ?— and  then 
his  saw — the  rasp  of  a  saw  I  hate^wish  it,  and  a 
whole  nest  more,  had  been  in  his  legal  stomach — 
full  of  old  saws — Shakspere — he,  he — why  don't 
jou  laugh,  Tom?  Poisoned  by  the  judge,  by  Ju- 
piter. Now.  here  we  are  faii-Iy  abreast  of  them— 
Hillo  I     Fyall,  what  are  you  atter?" 
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The  neit  morning  had  been  fi  jed  for  duck-ahooting, 
and  tbe  overseer  and  I  were  creeping  along  among 
the  mangrove  bushes  on  the  shore,  to  get  a  shot  at 
some  tsd,  when  we  saw  our  friend  the  p^r  of  com- 
passes crossing  the  Email  hny  in  his  boat,  towards 
his  little  pilot-boat-built  schooDer,  which  was  moor- 
ed in  a  small  creek  opposite,  the  bushwood  conceal' 
ing  every  thing  but  her  masia.  Mj  companion,  as 
wud  an  Irishman  as  I  ever  knew,  hailed  him, — 

"  Hillo,  Obadia — Buckskin — jou  Yankee  rascal, 
heave-to.     Come  ashore  here — come  ashore." 

Obed,  smoking  his  pipe,  deliberately  uncoiled 
himself— I  thought,  as  he  rose,  there  was  to  be  no 
end  of  him — and  sl«od  upright  ip  the  boat,  like  an 
iU-rigged  jury-mast. 

"iBaj,  Master  Tummas,  yon  beu't  no  friend  of 
mine,  I  guesa.  a'ter  last  night's  work ;  you  hears 
bow  I  coughs?" — and  he  began  to  whcezle  and  crow 
in  a  most  remarkable  fashion. 
■  "Never  mind,"  rejoined  tHe  overseer;  "if  you 
go  round  that  point,  and  put  up  the  ducks — by  the 
piper,  but  I'll  fire  at  you !" 

Obed   neighed  like  a  horse  eipocting  his  oats, 
■which  was  meant  as  a  laugh  of  derision.     "Co  you 
I  can  touch  me  here  as 
1  again  he  niehered  a 
loudly  than'  before. 

"  Don't  provoke  me  to  try,  you  yellow  snake,  youl" 

"  Try,  and  be  d d,  and  there's  a  mark  for 

thee,"  unveiling  a  certain  part  of  his  body,  not  his 

The  overseer,  or  itisha,  to  give  him  his  Jamaica 
name,  looked  at  me  and  smiled,  then  coolly  lifted 
his  long  Spanish  barrel,  and  fired.  Down  dropped 
the  smuggler,  and  ashore  came  the  boat. 

"lam  mortally  wounded.  Master  Tummas,"  quoth 
Obed ;  and  1  was  confoundly  frightened  at  iirst, 
from  tbe  unusual  proximity  of  the  injured  part  to 
his  head ;  but  tbe  overseer,  as  soon  as  be  could  get 
off  the  ground,  where  he  had  thrown  himself  in  an 
uncontrollable  fit  of  kugbter,  had  the  man  stripped 
and  laid  across  a  lo|,  where  be  set  his  servant  to 
pick  oat  the  pellets  with  a  penknife. 
A  8UPPEET    YOUTH. 

"Old  Gelid,  Longtram,  Steady,  and  myself  had 
been  eating  rofooiM,  at  the  forlner's  domicil,  and  it 
was  aboat  nine  in  the  evening  when  I  got  home. 
We  had  taken  neM  to  no  wine,  a  pint  of  Madeira 
a-piece,  during  dinner,  and  ^\  bottles  of  claret  be- 
tween us  afterwards,  SO  I  went  to  bed  as  cool  as  a 
cucumber,  and  slept  soundly  for  several  hours,  until 
awakened  by  my  old  gander — now  do  be  quiet, 
Cringle — by  my  old  watchman  of  a  gander,  cackling 
like  a  bero.  I  struck  mj  repeater — half  [^  one^.— 
so  I  turned  myself,  and  was  once  more  falling  over 
into  the  arms  of  Morpheus,  when  I  thought  I  saw 
soma  dark  object  flit  silently  across  the  open  window 
that  looks  into  the  piazza,  between  me  and  the  deep 
blue  as  yet  moonless  sky.  This  somewhat  startled 
me,  but  it  might  have  been  one  of  the  servants. 
Stil!  I  got  up  and  looked  out,  but  I  could  see  no- 
thing. It  did  certainly  strike  me  once  or  twice, 
that  there  was  some  dark  object  cowering  in  the 
deep  gloom  caused  b;  the  shade  of  the  orange-tree 
at  the  end  of  the  piazza,  but  I  persnaded  myself 
it  was  fancy,  and  once  more  slipped  into  my 
nest.  However,  the  circumstance  had  put  sleep  to 
flight.  Half  an  hour  might  have  passed,  and  the 
deep  dark  purity  of  the  eastern  sky  was  rapidly 
quickening  mto  a  greenish  azure,  the  forerunner 


of  the  rising  moon,"  ("Oh,  confound  your  poetry," 
said  Rubiochico,)  "which  was  fast  swamping  the 
sparkling  stars,  like  a  bright  river  flowing  over 
diamonifi,  when  the  old  gander  ^ain  set  up  his 
gabblement,  and  trumpeted  more  loudly  than  be- 
fore. 'If  you  were  not  so  tough,  my  noisy  old 
cock' — thought  I — '  next  Michaelmas  should  be 
your  last.'  So  I  now  resolutely  shut  my  eyes,  and 
tried  to  sleep  perforce,  in  which  UBUslly  fruitless 
attempt,  I  was  actually  begmning  to  succeed,  do  you 
know,  when  a  strong  odor  of  palm  oil  came  through 
the  window,  and  on  opening  my  eyes,  1  saw  by  the 
increa^ng  light  a  naked  negro  standing  at  it,  with 
Ma  head  and  shoulders  in  sharp  relief  against  tbe 
pale  broad  disc  of  the  moon,  at  that  moment  just 
peering  over  the  dark  summit  of  the  Long  Moun- 

"  I  rubbed  my  eyes,  and  looked  again  ;  tbe  dark 
figure  was  still  there,  but  as  if  aware  that  some  one 
was  on  the  watch,  it  graduaUy  sank  down,  until 
nothing  but  the  round  bullet  hea^  appeared  above 
the  window  sill.  The  stratagem  succeeded ;  the 
figure,  deceived  by  my  feigned  snoring  and  quiet- 
ude, slowly  rose,  and  once  more  stood  erect.  Pre- 
sently, it  slipped  one  foot  into  the  room,  and  then 
another,  but  so  noiselessly  that  when  I  saw  the 
black  figure  standing  before  me  on  the  floor,  I  had 
some  misgivings  as  to  its  being  really  a  being  of 
this  world.  However,  I  had  small  space  for  specu- 
lation, when  it  shd  past  the  foot  of  the  bed  'towards 
my  open  bureau — I  seized  the  opportunity — started 
up — turned  the  key  of  tbe  door — and  planted  my- 
self right  between  the  thief  and  the  open  window. 
'  Sow,  yon  scoundrel,  surrender,  or  I  will  murder 
you  on  the  spot.'  I  had  scarcely  spoken  the  word, 
when  with  the  speed  of  fight,  the  fellow  threw  him- 
self on  me — we  closed — I  tell — when,  clip,  he  slip- 
ped through  my  fingers  like  an  eel — bolted  through 
the  window — cleared  tbe  balcony  at  a  bound,  and 
disappeared.  The  thief  had  stripped  himself  as 
naked  as  when  he  was  born,  and  soaped  his  woolly 
skull,  and  smeared  his  whole  corpus  with  palm  oil, 
so  that  in  the  struggle  1  was  charmingly  lubri- 
cated." 

Nicodemus  here  lay  back  on  his  chair,  evidently 
desirous  of  our  considering  this  the  whole  of  the 
story,  but  he  was  not  to  he  let  off  SO  eaaly,  for 
presently  Longtram,  with  a  wicked  twinkle  of  his 
eye,  chimed  in — 

"  Ay,  and  *hat  happened  nest,  old  Nic— did 
nothing  follow,  eh  t" 

Nic's  countenance  assumed  an  irresolute  expres- 
sion ;  be  saw  be  was  jammed  up  in  the  wind,  so  at 
a  venture  he  determined  to  shum  deafness — 

"  Take  wine,  Lucifer — a  glass  of  Hermitage  ?" 

"  With  great  plMsiire,"  said  his  satanic  majesty. 
The  propitiatory  libation,  however,  did  not  work,  for 
no  sooner  had  his  glass  touched  the  mahogany 
again,  than  he  returned  to  the  charge. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Nicodemus,  since  you  won't,  I  will 
tell  the  company  the  reason  of  so  nice  an  old  gen- 
tleman wearing  Baltimore  flour  in  his  hair  instead 
of  perfumed  Mareschat  po  vder,  and  none  of  the 
freshest  either,  let  me  tell  'ou ;  why,  I  have  seen 
three  weevils  take  flight  fi  >m  your  august  pate 
^nce  we  sat  down  to  dinner' 

Old  Nic,  seeing  he  was  caught,  met  tbe  attack 
with  the  grea,test  good  humor-  — 

"Why,  I  will  tell  tbe  whole  truth,  Lucifer,  if  you 
don't  bother."— ("The  devil  tbafik  you,"  said  Long- 
tram.^—" So  you  mu^  know,"  continued  Kicode- 
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tnus,  "  that  I  iintneiJiatelj  roused  tbe  Eervanta, 
searched  tbe  premises  in  ever;  direction  without 
Buocees — nothing  could  be  seen  ;  but  at  the  enegeB- 
tioD  of  my  valet,  I  lit  a  small  spirit-lamp,  and  puuied 
it  on  the  table  at  m;  bed-side,  on  which  it  pleased 
Mm  to  ptaee  my  brace  of  Mactonj,  loaded  with 
slug,  and  my  naked  amaJl-sword,  so  that,  thought  I, 
if  the  thief  ventures  back,  he  shall  not  slip  through 
luj  Qngers  agaiu  so  easily.  I  do  confess  that  these 
imposing  preparations  did  appear  to  me  somewhat 
preposterous,  even  at  the  time,  as  it  was  not,  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  very  probable  that  my  slippery 
geotleman  would  return  the  same  night.  However, 
my  servant  in  his  zeal  was  not  to  be  denied,  and  I 
was  not  so  Gt  to  judge  as  usual,  from  having  missed 
my  customary  ijuantity  of  wine  after  dinner  the 
previous  day ;  so,  seeing  all  right,  I  turned  in,  thus 
bristling  like  a  porcupine,  aod  slept  souodly  until 
daylight,  when  I  bethought  me  of  getting  up.  I 
then  rose — aiipped  on  my  night-gown — and" — here 
Nicodemus  laughed  mote  loudly  than  ever, — "aa  I 
■m  a  gentleman,  my  spirit-iamp— naked  sword — 
loaded  {Nstols — my  diamond  breast-pin,  and  all  my 
clothes,  even  unt«  my  unmentionables,  had  dis- 
appeared :  but  what  was  the  cruelest  cut  of  all,  my 
box  of  Mareschal  powder,  my  patent  puff,  and  all 
my  pomade  divine,  bad  also  vanished;   and  true 


r  enough,  as  Lucifer  says,  it  so  happened  that  from 
the  delay  in  the  arrival  of  the  running  ships,  there 
was  not  an  ounce  of  either  powder  or  pomatum  to 
be  had  in  the  whole  town,  so  I  have  been  driven  in 
my  eitremity — oh,  most  horrible  declension! — to 
keep  my  tail  on  hog's   lard  and  Baltimore  flour 

"  Well,  hut" — persisted  Lucifer — "  who  the  dense 
was  the  man  in  ib»  moon!  Come,  tell  us.  And 
what  has  become  of  the  queue  yon  so  tenderly 
nourished,  for  you  sport  a  crop,  Master  Nic,  now, 
1  perceive  ?" 

Here  Kicodenius  was  neither  to  hold  nor  to  bind; 
he  was  absolutely  suffocating  with  laughter,  as  he 
shrieked  out,  with  long  intervals  between — ■ 

"Why,  the  robber  was  my  own  favorite  body- 
servant,  Crabclaw,  after  all,  and  be  damned  to  him 
— the  identical  man  who  advised  the  warlike  de- 
monstrations; and  as  foe  the  pigtail,  why,  on  the 
very  second  night  of  the  flour  and  grease,  it  was  so 
crueliy  damaged  by  a  rat  while  I  ^ept,  that  I  had 
to  amputate  the  whole  affair,  stoop  and  roop,  this 
very  morning."  And  so  saying,  the  cicellent  crea- 
ture fell  back  in  his  chair,  Uke  to  choke  (torn  the 
uproariousnesB  of  his  mirth,  while  the  tears  stream- 
ed down  his  cheeks  and  washed  channels  in  tbe 
floor,  aa  if  he  bad  been  a  tattooed  Mandingo. 
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THE    PUGSLET    PAPERS. 


How  the  following  correspondence  came  into  mj 
hands  must  remain  a  Waverlej  mystery.  The 
Pugsle  J  Papers  were  neither  rescued  from  a  garret, 
like  the  Eveijo — collected  from  cartridges  like  the 
Culioden,— nor  sated,  like  the  Garriok,  from  being 
shredded  into  a  snow  storm  at  a  Winter  Theatre. 
Thej  were  not  snatched  from  a  tailor's  shears,  like 
the  oiiginalparchment  of  Magna  Charla.  They  vrere 
neither  the  Legacy  of  a  Dominie,  nor  the  eommuni- 
cations  of  My  Landlord, — a  conaignmcnt,  like  the 
Clinker  letters,  from  some  Bev.  Jonathan  Duat- 
wich, — nor  the  wai6  and  straja  of  a  Twopenny 
Post  Bag.  They  were  not  unrolled  from  ancient 
papyri.  They  were  none  of  those  that  "line  trunks, 
clothe  spices,"  or  paper  the  walls  of  old  attics. 
They  were  neither  given  to  me  nor  sold  to  me, — 
nor  stolen, — nor  borrowed  and  surreptitiously  co- 
jMed, — nor  left  in  a  hackney  coach,  like  Sheridan's 
play, — nor  misdelivered  by  a  carrier  pigeon, — nor 
dreamt  of,  like  Coleridge's  Kubla  Khan, — nor  turned 
up  in  the  Tower,  hke  Milton's  Foundling  MS., — nor 
dug  up— nor  trumped  up,  like  the  eastern  tales  of 
Horam  Harum  Horam,  the  son  of  Asmar,  —  nor 
brought  over  by  Rammohiin  Boy, — nor  translated 
by  Doctor  Bowring  from  the  Scandinavian,  Bata- 
vian,  Pomeranian,  Spanish,  or  Danish,  or  Bussian, 
or  Prussian,  or  any  othec  language  dead  or  living. 


They  were  not  picked  from  the  Dead  Letter  Office, 
nor  purloined  from  the  British  Museum.  In  short, 
1  cannnot,  dare  not,  will  not,  bint  eien  at  the  mode 
of  their  acquisition;  the  reader  must  he  content  to 
know,  that,  in  point  of  authenticity,  the  Pugsley 
Papers  are  the  eitreme  reverse  of  Lady  L.'s  cele- 
brated Autographs,  which  were  all  written  by  the 
proprietor. 

No.  I. — From  Master  RiCHiBD  PpGaLET  to  Master 
KOBEM  RooEBS,  at  Number  132,  BarUcan, 

Dear  Bob, — Huzza !  Here  I  am  in  Lincolnshire  t 
It's  good-bye  to  Wellingtons  and  Cossacks,  Iiadies' 
double  channels,  Gentlemen's  stout  calf,  and  ditto, 
ditto.  They've  all  been  sold  off  under  prime  cost, 
and  the  old  Shoe  Mart  is  disposed  of,  goodwill  and 
fiitures,  for  ever  and  ever.  Father  has  been  made 
a  rich  Squire  of  by  will,  and  we've  got  a  house  and 
fields,  and  trees  of  our  own.  Such  a  garden.  Bob ! 
It  beats  White  Conduit. 

Now,  Bob,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  want.  I  want  you 
to  come  down  here  for  the  holidays.  Don't  be 
afraid.  Ask  your  Sister  to  ask  your  Mother  to  ask 
your  Father  to  let  you  come.  It's  only  ninety  mile. 
If  you're  Out  of  pocket  money,  you  can  walk,  and 
beg  a  lift  now  and  then,  or  swing  by  the  dickeys. 
Put  on  corduroys,  and  don't  care  for  cut  behind. 
The  two  prentices,  George  and  Will,  are  here  to  be 
made  farmers  oi^  and  brother  Nick  is  took  home 
from  school  to  help  in  agriculture.  We  like  farm- 
ing very  much,  it's  ca{Ntal  tan.  Us  four  liavc  got  a 
gun,  and  go  out  shooting;  it's  a  famous  good  un, 
and  sure  to  go  off  if  you  don't  full  cock  it.  Tiger 
is  to  be  our  shooting  dog  as  soon  as  he  has  left  off 
ItiHing  the  sheep.  He's  a  real  savage,  and  worries 
cats  beautilVil.  Before  Father  comes  down,  we 
mean  to  bait  our  hull  with  him. 

There's  plenty  of  New  Bivers  about,  and  we're 
going  a  fishing  as  soon  as  we  have  mended  our  top 
joint.  We've  killed  one  of  our  sheep  on  the  sly 
lo  get  gentles.  We've  a  pony,  too,  to  ride  upon 
when  we  can  catch  him,  but  he's  loose  in  the  pad- 
dock, and  has  neither  mane  nor  tail  to  signify  to 
lay  hold  o£     Isn't  it  prime,  Bob  ?    You  mttit  come. 
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If  your  Mother  won't  give  your  Father  ieaTe  to 
allow  you, — run  away.  Eeniemher,  you  turn  up 
Goanell  street  lo  go  to  Lincolnehive,  aod  ask  for 
Middlefen  Hall.  There's  a  pond  full  of  frogs,,  but 
we  won't  pelt  them  till  you  come,  but  let  it  be'  be- 
fore Sanday,  aa  there's  our  own  orchard  to  rob,  and 
the  fruit's  to  be  gathered  on  Monday. 

If  you  like  euoking  raw  eggs,  we  know  where  the 
hens  lav,  and  mother  don't ;  and  I'm  bound  there's 
lots  of  birds'  nesta.  Do  come.  Bob,  and  I'll  show 
you  the  wasp's  nest,  and  every  thing  that  can  make 
you  comfortable^  I  dare  say  you  could  borrow 
your  father's  volnnteer  mosket  of  him  without  his 
knowing  of  it;  but  be  snre  anyhow  to  bring  the 
ramrod,  as  we  have  mislaid  ours  by  firing  it  off. 
DoD't  forget  some  bird-hme.  Bob,  and  some  fish- 
hooks— and  some  different  sorts  of  shot— and  some 
gut  and  some  gunpowder — and  a  gentle-box,  and 
some  flints, — some  May  flies — and  a  powder  hom,^ 
and  a  lauding  net  and  a  dog-whistle — and  some  por- 
cupine quills,  and  a  bullet  mould—and  a  troUing- 
winch,  and  a  shot-bolt  and  a  tin  can.  You  pay  for 
'em  Bob,  and  I'll  owe  it  you. 

Your  old  friend  and  schoolfellow, 

EiCnaBf  PCGSLET, 

No.  ll.—liVom  Ike  Some  to  the  Same, 
Dear  Bob,— When  you  come,  bring  us  a  "bacec 
pipe  to  load  the  gun  with.  If  you  don't  come,  i 
can  come  by  the  waggon.  Our  Public  House  i 
three  mile  off,  and  when  you've  walked  there  it' 
out  of  every  thing.  Yours,  etc. 

Rich.  Pcgslet. 

No.  in. — From  Miss  ANJBTAsii  Pfoslet,  to  Miss 
Jemima  Mohqridge,  at  Gregory  House  Establish- 
ment/or Yowig  J^adies,  MUe  End. 
Mt  hear  Jemima, — Deeply  solicitous  to  gratify 
iensibiUty,  by  sympathising  with  our  fortuitous 
elevation,  I  seize  the  epistohitory  implements  to  ui- 
form  you,  that,  by  the  testamentary  disposition  of 
a  remote  branch  of  consanguinity,  our  tutelary  res- 
idence is  removed  from  the  metropolitan  horizon 
to  a  pastoral  district  and  its  congenial  pursuits.  In 
futurity  I  shall  be  more  perdnaciously  superstitious 
in  the  astrological  reveiations  of  human  destiny. 
You  remember  the  mysterious  gipsy  at  Hornsey 
Wood?  Well,  the  eventful  fortune  she  obscurely 
intimated,  though  couched  in  vague  terms,  has  come 
to  pass  in  minutest  particulars ;  fori  perceive  per- 
Bpicuously,  that  it  predicted  that  papa  should  seU 
off  his  boot  and  shoe  business  at  133,  Barbican,  to 
0aek  and  Son,  of  144,  Hatton  Garden,  and  that  we 
should  retire,  in  a  station  of  affluence,  to  Middlefen 
Hall,  in  Lincohishire,  by  bequest  of  our  great-great 
maternal  uncle,  Polleiifen  Goldsworthy  Wriggles- 
worth,  Esq.,  who  deceased  suddenly  of  apopleiy  at 
Wisbeach  Market,  in  the  ninety-third  year  of  his 
venerable  and  lamented  age. 

At  the  risk  of  tedium,  I  will  attempt  a  cursory 
delineation  of  our  rural  paradise,  altho'  I  feel 
would  be  morally  arduous  \a  give  any  idea  of  the 
^  g^y  ^j.  ^j^g  Lincolnshire  Fens.      " 


S  far  a 


the  visual 


organ  expands 


mense  sequestered  level,  abundantly  irrigated  with 
minute  rivulets,  and  studded  with  tufted  oaks,  whilst 
more  than  a  hundred  wind-mills  diversify  the  pros- 
pect and  give  a  revolvmg  animation  to  the  f 
As  for  our  own  gardens  and  grounds,  diey 


perfect  Vauxhall — eiceptingof  course  the  rotunda, 
the  orchestra,  the  company,  the  variegated  lamps, 
the  fireworks,  and  those  very  lofty  trees.  But  I 
trust  my  dear  Jemima  wfll  supersede  topography 
by  ocular  inspection;  and  in  the  interim  I  send  for 
acceptance  a  graphical  view  of  the  locality,  shaded 
in  Indian  ink,  which  will  suflice  to  convey  an  idea 
of  the  terrestrial  verdure  and  celestial  azure  we 
eujoy,  in  hen  of  the  sable  exhalations  and  archi- 
tectural nigritude  of  the  metropolis. 

You  who  know  my  pastoral  aspirings,  and  have 
been  the  indulgent  confidant  of  my  votive  tributes 
to  the  Muses,  will  conceive  the  refined  nature  of 
my  enjoyment  when  I  mention  the  intellectual  re- 
past of  rtiis  mormng.  I  never  could  enjoy  Bloom- 
field  in  Barbican,— but  to-day  he  read  beautifully 
under  our  pear  tree.  I  look  forward  to  the  feUcity 
of  reading  Thomson's  Summer  with  you  on  the 
green  seat,  and  if  engagements  at  Christmas  per- 
mit your  participation  in  the  bard,  there  is  a  bower 
of  evergreens  that  will  be  delightiiil  for  the  perusal 
of  his  Winter.      ... 

I  enclose,  by  request,  an  epistolary  effusion  from 
sister  Dorothy,  which  I  know  will  provoke  your 
risible  powers,  by  the  domesticity  of  its  details. 
You  know  she  was  always  in  the  homely  charac- 
teristics a  perfect  CindereUa,  though  I  doubt  whe- 
ther even  supernatural  agency  could  adapt  her  foot 
to  a  diminutive  vitrified  slipper,  or  her  hand  for  a 
prince  of  regal  primogeniture.  But  I  am  sum- 
moned to  receive,  with  family  members,  the  felici- 
tations of  Lincolnshire  aristocracy ;  tiiough  what- 
ever necessary  distinctions  may  prospectively  occur 
between  respective  grades  in  life,  they  will  only 
superficially  affect  the  sentiments  of  eternal  friend- 
ship between  my  dear  Jemima  and  her  affectionate 


Anas 
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No.  IV. — tVom  Miss  Dokotht  PuOsley  to  the  Same. 
Mt  deak  Miss  Jemima. — Providence  having  been 
pleased  to  remove  my  domestic  duties  from  Barbi- 
can to  Lincolnshire,  I  trust  1  shall  have  strength  of 
constitution  to  fulfil  theni  as  becomes  my  new  al- 
lotted line  of  life.  As  we  are  not  sent  into  this 
world  to  be  idle,  and  Anastasia  has  declined  house- 
wifery, I  have  undertaken  the  Diary,  and  the 
Brewery,  and  the  Baking,  and  the  Poultrv,  the 
Pigs,  and  the  Pastry,— and  though  I  feel  fatigued 
at  first,  use  reconciles  to  labors  and  trials,  mote 
severe  than  I  at  present  enjoy.  Altho'  things  may 
not  turn  out  to  wish  at  present,  yet  all  well-directed 
efforts  are  sure  to  meet  reward  in  the  end,  and 
altho'  I  have  chumped  and  churned  two  days  run- 
ning, and  it's  nothing  yet  but  curds  and  whey,  I 
should  be  wrong  to  despair  of  eating  batter  of  my 
— n  making  before  I  die.  Considering  the  adul- 
■ation  committed  by  every  article  in  London,  I 
s  never  bapiwer  in  any  prospect,  than  of  drink- 
ing my  own  milk,  fattening  my  own  calves,  and  lay- 
'  ly  own  eggs.  We  cackle  so  much  I  am  sure 
;w-lay  somewhere,  tho'  I  cannot  find  out  our 
;  andl  am  looking  every  day  to  have  chickens, 
e  pepper-and-salt  colored  hen  has  been  sitting 
these  two  months.  When  a  poor  ignorant  bird  sets 
me  such  an  example  of  patience,  how  can  I  repine 
at  the  hardest  domestic  drudgery!  Mother  and  I 
have  worked  like  horses  to  be  sure  ever  since  we 
came  to  the  estate ;  but  if  we  die  in  it,  we  know  it's 
for  the  good  of  the  family,  and  to  agreeably  sut- 
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priae  my  Father,  who  ia  EtiU  in  town  winding  up 
his  books.  For  my  own  part,  if  it  was  right  to 
look  at  things  so  Belfishly,  I  should  eay  1  never  was 
BO  happy  in  my  life ;  though  I  own  1  have  cried 
more  since  coming  here  than  I  ever  remember  be- 
fore. You  will  confess  my  crosses  and  losses  have 
been  unusual  trials,  when  I  tell  jou,  out  of  all  my  maii- 
iiigs,  and  bakings,  and  brewings,  and  preaervinm, 
there  has  been  nothing  either  eatable  or  drinkable ; 
and  what  is  mora  pwiiful  to  an  affectionate  mind, 
hiive  half  poisoned  the  whole  family  with  home- 
made ketchup  of  toadstools,  by  mistake  for  mush- 
rooms. When  I  reflect  that  they  are  preserved,  I 
ought  not  to  grieve  aboat  my  damsons  and  bullaces, 
done  by  Mrs.  Maria  Dover's  receipt. 

Among  other  things  we  came  into  a  beautiful 
closet  of  old  China,  which,  I  am  shocked  to  say,  is 
afl  destroyed  by  my  presen-ing.  The  bullaces  and 
damsons  fomented,  and  blew  up  a  great  jar  with  a 
violent  shock  that  smashed  all  the  tea  and  coffee 
cups,  and  left  nothing  but  the  handles  hanging 
rows  on  the  tenter-hooks.  But  to  a  resigned  spii 
there's  always  some  comfort  in  calamitiofl,  and  if 
the  preserves  work  and  foment-so,  there's  i" 
hope  that  my  beer  wiU,  as  it  has  been  a  month 
Monday  in  the  mash  tub.  As  for  the  Ic 
elder  wine,  candor  compels  me  to  say  ii 
own  fault  for  letting  the  poor  blind  anin 
into  the  copper ;  but  experience  dictates  next  year 
not  to  boil  the  berries  and  kittens  at  the  same  time. 
I  mean  to  attempt  cream  cheese  as  soon  as  we 
can  get  cream, — but  as  yet  we  can't  drive  the  Cows 
home  to  be  milked  for  the  Ball— he  has  twice 
hunted  Grace  and  me  into  fits,  and  kept  my  poor 
Mother  a  whole  mornmg  in  the  pigstye.  As  I  know 
yon  like  country  delicacies,  you  will  receive  a  pound 
of  my  fresh  butter  when  it  comes,  and  I  mean  to 
add  a  cheese  as  soon  as  I  can  get  one  to  stick  to- 
gether. 1  shall  send  also  some  femily  pork  for 
Governess,  of  our  own  killing,  as  we  wring  a  pig's 
neck  on  Saturday.  I  did  hope 
expected  treat  of 
forgot  in  the  oven 

to  offer.     Howevei, ^-    . 

by  Monday's  carrier.    Aiiastasia  bids  me  add  she 
will  send  a  nosegay  for  respected  Mrs.  To 
if  the  plants  don't  die  off  before,  which  1 
to  say  is  not  improbablen 

It's  really  shocking  to  see  the  fdlnre  of  her  cul. 
tivated  taste,  and  one  in  particular,  that  must  be 
owned  a  very  pretty  idea.  When  we  came,  there 
was  a  vast  number  of  flower  roots,  but  jumbled 
without  any  regvdar  order,  till  Anastaaia  trowelled 
them  all  np,  and  set  them  in  again,  in  the  quadrille 
figures.  It  must  have  looked  sweetly  elegant,  if  it 
had  agreed  with  them,  but  they  have  all  dwindled 
and  drooped  like  deep  declines  and  consumptions. 
Her  dahlias  and  tulips,  too,  have  turned  out  no- 
thing but  onions  and  kidney  potatoes,  and  her  ten 
week  stocks  have  not  come  up  in  twenty.  But  as 
Shakspare  says,  Adveraty  is  a  precious  toad — that 
teaches  us  Patience  is  a  jewel. 

■Conadering  the  unsettled  state  of  coming  in,  I 
roust  conclude,  but  could  not  resist  giving  your 
friendliness  a  short  acconnt  of  the  happy  change 
that  has  occurred,  and  our  increase  of  comforts.  I 
would  write  more,  but  I  know  you  wilt  excuse  my 
listening  to  the  calls  of  dumb  animals.  It's  the 
time  I  always  scald  the  little  pigs'  bread  and  milk, 
and  put  saucers  of  clean  water  for  the  ducks  and 
geese.    There  are  the  fowls'  beds  to  make  with 


.  ...  e-made  loaf,  hot  it  was 
om  ten  to  six,  and  so  too  black 
I  hope  toaurprise  you  with 

. !.    m^  ^g   jjjj 

s.  Tombleson, 


fresh  straw,  and  a  hundred  similar  things  that 
.untry  people  are  obliged  to  think  of. 
The  children,  I  am  happy  to  say,  are  all  well, 
baby  is  a  little  fractious,  we  think  from  Grace  set- 
ting him  down  in  the  nettles,  and  he  was  short- 
coated  last  week.  Grace  is  poorly  witji  a  cold,  and 
Anastasia  has  got  a  sore  throat,  from  sitting  up 
fruitlessly  in  the  orchard  to  heat  the  nightingale ; 
'  ips  there  may  not  be  any  in  the  Fens.  I  seem 
to  have  a  trifling  ague  and  rheumatism  myself,  but 
_.  may  be  only  a  stiffness  from  so  much  churning, 
and  the  great  family  wash-up  of  every  thing  we  had 
directly  we  came  down,  for  the  sake  of  grass-bleach- 
ing on  the  lawn.  With  these  exceptions,  we  ace 
all  in  perfect  he»Uh  and  happhiess,  and  unite  in 
love,  with 

Dear  Misa  Jemima's  affectionate  friend, 

Dorothy  Plgsley. 


No.  v.— From  Mrs.  Puosley   to  Mrs.  Mpmford, 

Bucklersbarg. 

My  dear  Martha, — In  my  ultimatum  I  informed 
of  old  Wrigglesworth  paying  his  natural  debts,  and 
of  the  whole  Middlefen  estate  coming  from  Lin- 
colnshire to  Barbican.  I  charged  Mr.  P.  to  send 
buUetings  into  you  with  progressive  reports,  but 
between  sisters,  as  1  know  you  are  very  curious,  I 
am  going  to  make  myself  more  particular.  I  take 
the  opportunity  of  the  family  being  all  restive  in 
bed,  and  the  house  all  still,  to  give  an  acconnt  of 
our  moving.  The  things  all  got  here  safe,  with  the 
exception  of  the  Crockery  and  Glass,  which  came 
down  with  the  dresser,  about  an  hour  after  its  ar- 
rival. Perhaps  if  we  hadn't  overloaded  it  with  the 
whole  of  our  breakables,  it  wouldn't  have  given 
way, — as  it  is,  we  have  Only  one  plate  left,  and 
that's  chipt,  and  a  mug  without  a  spout  to,  keep  it 
in  countenance.  Our  furniture,  etc.,  came  by  the 
wagon,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  a  poor  family  at  the 
same  time,  and  the  little  idle  boys  with  their  knives 
carved  and  scarified  my  rosewood  legs,  and,  what 
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is  worse,  not  of  the  same  patterns;  but  as  peopli 
say,  tno  Lincolnshire  remoTes  are  as  bad  as  a  fin 
of  London. 

Tho  first  thing  I  did  on  coming  down,  was  to  set 
to  the  sweeps  going  up, — but  I  wish  I  had  beet 
less  precipitous,  for  the  sooty  wrotchea  stole  foui 
good  flitches  of  bacon,  as  was  up  the  liitchen  chini- 
nej,  quite  unbcknonrn  to  me.  We  hare  filled  uf 
*he  vacancy  with  more,  which  smoke  us  dreadfully, 
but  what  is  to  be  cured  must  be  endured.  Hy  next 
thing  was  to  have  all  holes  and  corners  cleared  out, 
and  washed,  and  scrubbed,  being  left,  like  bache- 
lor's places,  in  a  sad  stal«  by  old  single  W. ;  for  it 
rich  man,  I  never  saw  one  that  wanted  so  much 
cleaning  out.  There  were  heaps  of  dung  about,  aa 
high  as  haystacks,  and  it  cost  me  five  shillings  a 
load  to  have  it  all  carted  off  the  premises ;  besides 
heaps  of  good-for-nothing  littering  straw,  that  I 
gave  to  the  boys  for  bonfires.  We  are  not  ali  to 
rights  yet,  but  Rome  wasn't  built  in  St.  Thomas's 

It  was  providential  I  hampered  myself  with  cold 
provisions,  for  except  the  bacon  there  were  no  eat- 
ables in  the  hoase.  What  old  W.  lived  upon  is  a 
mystery,  except  salads,  for  we  found  a  whole  field 
of  beet-root,  which,  all  but  a  few  plants  for  Doro- 
thy to  picble,  I  had  chucked  away.  As  the  ground 
was  then  clear  for  sowiog  up  a  crop,  I  directed 
George  to  plough  it  up,  but  he  met  with  agricul- 
tural distress.  He  saya  as  soon  as  he  whipped  bis 
horses,  the  plough  stuck  its  nose  in  the  earth,  and 
tumbled  over  bead  and  heels.  It  seems  very  odd 
when  ploughing  is  so  easy  to  look  at,  but  I  trust  he 
will  do  better  in  time.  Experience  makes  a  King 
Solomon  of  $  Tom  noddy. 

I  eipect  we  sh^l  have  bushels  upon  bushels  of 
com,  tiio'  sadly  pecked  by  the  birds,  as  I  ha  e  bad 
all  the  scarecrows  taken  down  for  fear  of  the  hil 
dren  dreaming  of  them  for  Bogies.  For  the  ean  e 
dear  little  sakea  I  have  had  the  well  filled  up  and 
the  nasty  sharp  iron  spikes  drawn  out  of  ^l  tl  e 
rakea  and  harrows.  Nobody  shall  say  to  mj 
teeth,  I  am  not  a  good  Mother.  With  thsia  pre 
cautions  I  trust  the  young  ones  will  enjoy     he 


country  when  the  gipsies  have  left,  but  fill  then,  I 
conline  them  to  round  the  house,  as  it^s  no  use 
shutting  the  stable  door  fttter  you've  had  a  child 
stole.  We  have  a  good  many  fine  fields  of  hay, 
which  I  mean  to  have  reaped  directly,  wet  or  shine ; 
for  delays  are  as  dangerous  as  pickles  in  glazed  paus. 
Perhaps  St.  Swithen's  is  in  our  favor,  for  if  the 
stacks  are  put  up  dampish  they  won't  catch  fire  so 
easily,  if  Swing  should  come  into  these  parts.  The 
poor  boys  have  made  themselves  very  industrious 
in  shoodng  off  the  birds,  and  hunting  away  all  the 
vermin,  besides  cutting  down  trees.  As  I  knew  it 
was  profitable  to  fell  timber,  I  directed  them  to 
begin  with  a  very  ugly  stra^ling  old  hollow  tree 
next  the  premises,  but  it  fell  the  wrong  way,  and 
knocked  down  the  cow-house.  Luckily  the  poor 
animals  were  all  in  the  clover-field  at  the  time. 
George  says  it  wouldn't  have  happened  but  for  a 
violent  sow,  or  rather  sow-west, — and  it's  likely 
enough,  but  it's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nothing  to 
nobody. 

Having  writ  last  post  to  Mr.  P,,  I  have  no  occa- 
sion to  make  you  a  country  commissioner.  Anas- 
tasia,  indeed,  wants  to  have  books  about  every 
thing,  but  for  my  part  and  Dorothy's  wu  don't  put 
much  faith  in  auUiorized  receipts  and  di 


butt! 


lions. 
For 


in  fatting  a  goose,  reasoi 

very  mysterious.  We  have  a  beautiful  poultry 
yard,  only  infested  with  rats, — but  I  have  made  up 
a  poison,  that,  I  know  by  the  poor  ducks,  will  kill 
them  if  they  eat  it. 

I  expected  to  send  you  a  quantity  of  wall-fruit, 
for  preserving,  and  am  sorry  you  bought  tlie  brandy 
beforehand,  as   t  has  alt  lanisl  ed  in  one  n'eht  b 


picking  and  stealing,  'notwithstanding  I  had  ten 
doien  of  bottles  broke  on  purpose  to  stick  atop  of 
the  wall.  But  I  rather  think  they  came  over  the 
pales,  as  George,  who  is  very  thoughtless,  had 
driven  in  all  the  new  tenter  hooks  with  the  points 
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downwards.  Our  apples  and  pears  wonid  have 
goiiH  too,  but  luckiiy  we  heard  a  noise  in  the  dark, 
and  threw  brickbats  out  of  the  window,  that  alarm- 
ed the  thioTCS  by  smaahing  the  cowcumber  frames. 
HoweTer,  I  mean  on  Monday  to  make  sure  of  the 
orchard,  by  gathering  the  trees, — a  pheasant  in 
one's  hand  is  worth  two  cock  aparrows  in  a  bnah. 
One  comfort  is,  tbe  house-dog  is  very  vicious,  and 
wont  let  aiky  of  us  sOr  in  or  out  after  dark — indeed, 
nothing  can  be  more  furious,  escept  the  bull,  and 
at  me  in  particular.  You  would  think  he  knew  my 
inward  thoughts,  and  that  I  intend  to  have  him 
roasted  whole  when  we  give  our  grand  housewarm- 
ing  regalia. 

With  these  particulars,  I  remain,  with  love,  my 
dear  Dorcas,  your  affectionate  sister, 

Belinda  Pusslet. 

P.  S, — I  have  only  one  antiety  here,  and  that  ia, 
the  Hlielihood  of  being  taken  violently  ill,  nine 
miles  off  from  any  physical  powers,  with  nobody 
that  can  ride  in  the  house,  and  nothing  but  an  in- 
Hurmountable  hunting  horse  in  the  stable.  I  should 
like,  therefore,  to  be  wel!  docior-stuff'd  from  Apo- 
thecaries' Hall,  by  the  wagon  or  any  other  Tchide. 
A  stitch  in  the  side  taken  in  time  saves  nine  spaama. 
Dorothy's  tincture  of  the  rhubarb  stalks  in  the 
garden,  doean't  answer,  and  it's  a  pity  now  they 
were  not  saved  for  pics. 

No.  VL—Mom  Mrt.  Pitoslbt  to  Mrt.  Eooekb. 

HiUAU, — Although  warmth  has  made  a  coolness, 
and  our  having  worda  has  caused  a  silence — yet  as 
mere  writing  is  not  being  on  speaking  terms,  and 
disconsolate  parents  in  the  cuse  ;  I  waive  venting  of 
animosities  till  a  more  agreeable  moment.  Having 
perused  the  afflicted  advertisement  in  the  1%mes, 
with  interesting  description  of  person,  and  ineffec- 
tual drag^Qg  of  New  IHver, — beg  leave  to  say  that 
Master  Robert  is  safe  and  well  — hav'ng  ar  'ved 
here  on  Saturday  n  ght  last  w  h  almo  t  not  a  shoe 
to  his  foot,  and  i  o  oat  at  all  as  waa  auppo  e  i  to 
be  with  the  approbat  on  ol  parent'  It  appe  rs 
that  not  Huppoing  the  data  between  the  fam 
lies  extended  to  hin     he  waked    h     whole  way 


on  the  footing  of  a  friend,  to  visit  my  son 
Richard,  but  iiearing  the  newspapers  read,  quitted 
suddenly,  the  same  day  with  the  gipsies,  and  we 
haven't  an  idea  what  is  become  of  him.  Truadng 
this  statement  will  relieve  of  all  anxiety,  remain, 
madam,  your  humble  servant, 

Belinda  Fduslet. 

No.  VII. — To  Mr.  Silab  Pugslet,  Paruian  Depot, 


Dbab  Brother, — My  favor  of  the  present  date, 
to  advise  of  my  safe  arrival  on  Wednesday  night, 
per  opposition  coach,  after  ninety  miles  of  discom- 
fort, absolutely  unrivalled  for  cheapness,  and  a  walk 
of  five  miles  more,  through  lanes  and  roads,  that  for 
dirt  and  sludge  may  confidently  defy  competition, — 
not  to  mention  turmngs  and  windings,  too  numerous 
to  porlicularize,  but  m  lly  mpo  hi  t  pursue 
on  undariating  prmdpl  Th  mght  was  of  so 
dark  a  quality  as  forbad  findmg  th  g  te  but  for 
the  house-dog  fiying  up  u  m    by  miatab     for  the 


ingmy 


tpectable  propriet      a  d  al 
clothes  off  my  back  by  his    t 
obtain  "the  favor  of  my  p  t    n  g 

Conscientiously  aver  t  tl  f  11  is  state- 
ments, so  much  indulged  n  by  n  ua  mpetitors, 
truth  urges  to  acknowl  d       th  t  al,  I  did 

not  find  things  on  such  a  f  t  g  as  t  osure  nni- 
versal  satisfaction.  M  P  dddftrsin  her 
statement,  but  you  kn  w  h  ss  always  sur- 

passed the  most  sanguine  expectations.  Ever  emu- 
lous to  merit  Commendation  by  the  strictest  regard 
to  principles  of  economy,  I  found  her  laid  up  with 
lumbago,  through  her  studious  efforts  to  please,  and 
Doctor  Clarke,  of  Wisbeach,  in  the  honae  prescrib- 
ing for  it,  but  I  am  sorry  to  add — no  abatement, 
Dorothy  is  also  confined  to  her  bed,  by  her  nure- 
milting  assiduity  and  attention  in  the  housekeeping 
line;  and  Anastaaa  the  same,  from  listenii^  for 
n  ghtingalea,  on  a  fine  July  evening,  but  which  ia 
an  article  not  always  to  be  warranted  to  keep  its 
V  rtue  in  any  cUmate, — the  other  children,  large 
and  small  sizes,  ditto,  ditto,  with  Grace  too  ill  to 
serve  in  the  nursery, — and  the  rest  of  the  servants 
totally  unable  to  execute  such  extensive  demands. 
Such  an  unprecedented  depreciation  in  health  makes 
me  doubt  the  quality  of  country  air,  so  much  re- 
commended for  femily  nse,  and  whether  ■ 
t  ons  have  not  more  eUgibility  t( 
been  regularly  town-made. 

Our  new  readence  is  a  Large  lonely  mansion,  with 
no  comiection  with  any  other  house,  but  standing 
m  the  heart  of  Lincohishirc  fens,  over  which  it 
looks  through  an  advantageous  opening  :  compris- 
mg  a  great  raciety  of  windmills,  and  druns,  and 
willow-pollards,  and  an  extensive  assortment  of 
B  milar  articles,  that  are  not  much  calculated  to  in- 
vite inspection.  In  warehouses  for  corn,  etc.,  it 
probably  presents  unusual  advantages  to  the  bccu- 
p  er ;  bat  candor  compels  to  state  that  agriculture 
m  this  part  of  Uncohishire  is  very  flat.  To  soppLy 
language  on  the  most  moderate  terms,  unexampled 
d  stress  in  Spitalfields  is  nothmg  to  the  distress  in 
o  irs.  The  com  baa  been  deluged  with  rain  of  re- 
markable durability,  without  bemg  able  to  wash  the 
smut  out  of  its  ears ;  and  with  regard  to  the  ex- 
pected great  rise  m  hay,  our  stacks  have  been  burnt 
down  to  the  ground,  instead  of  going  to  the  con- 
sumer. If  the  hounds  hadn't  been  out,  we  might 
have  fetoh'd  the  engines,  but  the  hunter  throw 
beorge  on  his  head,  and  he  only  revived  to  be  sen- 
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Bible  tha.t  the  entire  stock  h&il  heea  disposed  of  nt 
&n  immenBe  sacrifice.  Tlie  wlioie  amount,  I  fear, 
will  be  otit  of  book, — as  the  Korwicli  Union  refuses 
to  liquidate  the  hay,  on  the  ground  that  the  policj 
was  Toided  by  the  impolicy  of  putting  it  up  wet. 
In  other  articles  I  am  sorry  I  must  write  no  altera- 
tion. Our  bull,  after  killing  the  house-dog,  and 
tosdng  William,  has  gone  wild,  and  had  the  niad- 
uesB  to  run  avray  from  his  livelihood,  and,  what  is 
worse,  all  the  cows  after  him — except  those  that 
had  burst  themselTcs  in  the  clover-field,  and  asmall 
dividend,  as  I  may  say,  of  one  in  the  pomid.  An- 
other item,  the  pigs,  to  save  bread  and  milk,  have 
been  turned  into  the  woods  for  acorns,  and  is  an 
article  prodadng  no  returns — as  not  one  has  yet 
come  iMLck.  Poultry  ditto.  Sedulously  cultivating 
an  enlai^ed  connection  in  the  turkey  line,  such  the 
antipathy  to  ^p^es,  the  whole  breed,  geese  and 
ducks  inclufdve,  removed  themselves  from  the 
premiaea  by  night,  directly  a  strolling  camp  came 
and  set  npin  the  neighborhood.  To  avoid  prolixity, 
irhen  I  came  to  take  stock,  there  was  no  stock  to 
take — namely,  no  eggs,  no  butter,  no  cheese,  nocom, 
no  hay,  no  bread,  no  i>eer — no  water  even — nothing 
hut  the  mere  commodious  premises,  and  fixtures, 
and  good-will — and  candor  compels  to  add,  a  very 
iiantity  on  hand  of  the  last-named  particular. 
'  'o  stagnation,  neither  of  my  two  sons  in 
me  Dosiness,  nor  the  two  apprentices,  have  been  so 
diligently  punctual  in  executing  country  orders  with 
despatch  and  fidelity,  as  laudable  ambition  desires, 
but  have  gone  about  fishing  and  shooting — and 
William  has  suffered  a  loss  of  three  fingers,  by  his 
nnvarying  system  of  high  chaises.  He  and  Richard 
are  likewise  both  threatened  with  prosecution  for 
trespassing  on  the  hares  in  the  adjoining  landed  in- 
terest, and  Nick  is  obliged  to  decline  any  active 
share,  by  ^slocating  his  shoulder  In  climbing  a  tall 
tree  for  a  torn-tit.  As  for  George,  tho'  for  the 
first  time  beyond  the  circumscribed  limits  of  town 
custom,  he  indulges  vanity  in  such  unqualified  pre- 
tensions to  superiority  of  knowledge  in  &rming,  on 
the  strength  of  bis  grandfather  having  belonged  to 


To  add  tc 


the  agricultural  line  of  trade,  as  renders  a  wholesale 
stock  of  patience  barely  adequate  to  meet  its  de- 
mands. Thus  stimulated  to  injudicious  perform- 
ance, he  is  as  injurious  to  the  best  interests  of  the 
country,  as  blight  and  mildew,  and  sinut  and  rot, 
and  glanders,  and  pip,  alt  combined  in  one  texture. 
Between  ourselves,  the  objects  of  uneeaang  ecdeav- 
ors,  united  with  uncompromising  integrity,  have 
been  assailed  with  so  much  deteiioration,  as  makes 
me  humbly  desirous  of  abridging  sufferings,  by  re- 
suming business  as  a  shoe  marter  at  tlie  old-estab- 
lished  house.  If  Clack  and  Son,  therefore,  have  not 
already  taken  possession  and  respectfuUy  informed 
the  vicinity,  will  thankfully  pay  reasonable  compen- 
sation  for  loss  of  time  and  expense  incurred  by  the 
bargain  being  off.  In  ease  parlies  agree,  I  beg  vou 
will  authorize  Mr.  Robins  to  have  the  honor  to  dis- 
pose of  the  whole  Lincolnshire  concern,  tho'  the 
knockmg  down  of  Middlefen  Hall  will  be  a  severe 
blow  on  Mrs.  P.  and  family.  Deprecating  the  de- 
ceitful stimulus  of  advertising  arts,  interest  com- 
mands to  mention, — de^rable  freehold  estate  and 
eligible  investment — and  sole  reason  for  disposal, 
the  proprietor  going  to  the  continent.  Example 
suggests  likewise,  a  good  country  lor  hunting  for 
fox-hounds — and  a  prospect  loo  extensive  to  put 
in  a  newspaper.  Circumslances  being  rendered 
awkward  by  the  untoward  event  of  the  running 
away  of  the  cattle,  etc.,  it  will  be  best  to  say — 
"  The  stock  to  be  taken  as  it  stands ;" — and  an  ad- 
ditional favor  will  be  politely  conferred,  and  the 
same  thankfully  acknowledged,  if  the  auctioneer 
will  be  so  kind  as  bring  the  next  market  town  ten 
miles  nearer,  and  carry  the  coach  and  the  wagon 

of,  et. 

P.  S.  Bichard  is  just  come  to  hand  dripping  and 
half  dead  out  of  the  Nene,  and  the  two  apprentices 
all  but  drowned  each  other  in  saving  him.  Ucncc 
occurs  to  add,  fishing  opportunities  among  the  de- 
^rable  items. 


SALLY  SlMPiQN'S  LAMENT ;    OR,  JOHS  JOSES'S  KIT-CAT-ASTROPHE. 


"  Oh  !  what  is  that  comes  gliding  in, 

And  quite  in  middling;  haste  ? 
It  is  the  picture  of  my  Jones, 

And  painted  to  the  waist. 
"It  is  not  painted  to  the  life. 

For  Where's  the  trowsers  bine  ? 
Oh  Jones,  my  dearl — Oh  dear  !  my  Jones, 

What  is  become  of  yon !" 
"  0 !  Sally  dear,  it  is  too  true,— 

The  half  that  you  remark 
la  come  to  say  my  other  half 

Isbitoffby  asharki 
"  Oh !  Sally,  sharks  do  things  by  halves. 

Yet  most  completely  do ! 
A  bite  in  one  place  seems  enough. 

But  Tve  been  bit  in  two. 
"  Too  know  I  once  was  all  your  own 

Bnt  now  a  shark  must  share  I 
But  let  that  pass— for  now  to  you 

Pm  neither  here  nor  there. 


"  Alas !  death  has  a  strange  divorce 

Effected  in  the  sea. 
It  has  divided  me  from  yoH, 

And  even  me  from  me  ', 
"  Don't  fear  my  ghost  will  walk  o'  nights 

To  haunt,  as  people  say  ; 
My  ghost  can't  walk,  for,  oh !  my  legs  ' 

Are  many  leagues  away  I 
"  Lord  I  think  when  I  am  swimming  round. 

And  looking  where  the  boat  is, 
A  shark  just  snaps  away  a  half. 

Without  'a  quarter's  notice.' 
"One  half  is  here,  the  other  half 

Is  near  Columbia  placed ; 
Oh!  Sally,  I  have  got  the  whole 

Atlantic  for  my  waist. 
"  But  now,  adieu — a  long  adicn ! 

I've  solved  death's  awful  riddle. 
And  would  say  more,  but  I  am  doomed 

To  break  off  in  the  middle !" 
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One  day,  aa  I  was  going  hj 

That  part  of  Holbom  christened  High, 

I  h<?ard  a  loud  and  Euddeu  cry 

That  ehill'd  my  rery  blood ; 
And  lo  I  from  ont  a  ditty  alloy, 
Where  pigs  and  Irish  wont  to  rally, 
1  saw  a  erazj  woman  Bally, 

Bedaub'd  with  grease  and  mud. 
She  tum'd  her  East,  she  turn'd  her  West, 
Staring  like  Pythoness  possest. 
With  streaming  hair  and  heaving  bveasi, 

Aa  one  stark  mad  with  gnel'. 
thia  way  and  that  she  wildly  ran. 
Jostling  with  woman  and  with  man — 
Her  right  hand  held  a  frying  pan. 

The  left  a  lump  of  beef. 
At  last  her  frenzy  seem'd  to  reach 
A  point  just  capable  of  speech, 
And  nitii  a  tone  almost  a  screech, 

As  wild  as  ocean  birds. 
Or  female  Kanter  mov'd  to  preach, 

She  gave  her  ' '  sorrow  words." 


"0  Lord!  0  dear,  my  heart  will  break,  I  shall  go  stick  stark  staring  wild! 
Has  ever  a  one  seen  any  thing  about  the  streets  like  a  crying  lost-looking  child? 
Lawk  help  me,  I  don't  know  where  to  look,  or  U>  run,  if  I  only  knew  which  way— 
A  Child  as  is  lost  about  London  streets,  and  especially  Seven  Dials,  is  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  hay, 
I  am  all  in  a  quiver — get  out  of  my  right,  do,  you  wretch,  you  little  Kitty  M'Nab !   ' 
You  promised  to  have  half  an  eye  to  him,  you  know  you  did,  you  dirty  deceitful  young  drab. 
The  last  time  as  ever  I  sec  him,  poor  thing,  was  with  my  own  blessed  Motherly  eyes. 
Sitting  as  good  as  gold  in  the  gutter,  a  playing  at  making  Uttle  dirt  pies. 
I  wonder  he  left  the  court  whore  ho  was  better  off  than  ol!  the  other  young  boys. 
With  two  bricks,  an  old  shoe,  nine  oyster-shells,  and  a  dead  kitten  by  way  of  toys. 
When  his  Father  conies  home,  and  he  always  comes  home  as  sure  as  ever  the  clock  strikes  one, 
He'll  be  rampant,  he  will,  at  his  child  being  lost ;  and  the  beef  and  the  inguns  not  done  ! 
La  bless  you,  good  folks,  mind  your  own  conaarns,  and  don't  be  making  a  mob  in  the  street ; 
0  soijeant  M'Farlanel  you  We  not  come  across  my  poor  little  boy,  have  you,  in  your  beat? 
Do,  good  people,  move  on!  don't  stand  staring  at  me  hke  a  parcel  of  stupid  stuck  pigs  ; 
laiats  forbid!  but  he's  p'r'aps  been  inviggled  away  up  a  court  for  the  sake  of  his  clothes  by  the  pi 
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He'd  a  very  good  jacket,  for  certain,  for  I  bought  it  myself  for  a  shilling  one  day  in  Rag  Fair ; 

And  hia  tronsera  considering  not  very  much  patch'd,  and  red  plush,  they  was  once  his  Father's  best  pair. 

His  shirt,  it's  Tery  lucky  I'd  got  washing  in  the  tub,  or  that  might  have  gone  nith  the  rest ; 

But  he'd  got  on  a  very  good  pinafore  with  only  two  slits  and  a  bum  on  the  breast. 

He'd  a  goodish  sort  of  hat,  if  tlie  crown  was  sew'd  in,  and  not  quite  GO  much  jagg'd  at  the  brim. 

With  one  shoe  on,  and  the  other  shoe  is  a  boot,  and  not  a  fit,  and  youli  koow  by  that  if  it's  him. 

Except  being  so  weD  dresa'd,  my  mind  would  misgive,  some  old  beggar  woman  in  want  of  an  orphan. 

Had  borrow'd  the  child  to  go  a  beg^ng  with,  but  I'd  rather  see  him  iud  out  in  his  coihn  I 

Do,  good  people,  move  on,  such  a  rabble  of  boys  I  HI  break  every  bone  of  'em  I  come  near ; 

Go  home— you're  spilling  the  porter — go  home — Tommy  Jones,  go  along  home  with  your  beer. 

This  day  is  the  sorrowfulest  day  of  my  life,  ever  since  my  name  waa  Betty  Morgan. 

Theni  Tile  Savoytcrda  I  they  lost  him  once  before  all  along  of  following  a  Monkey  and  an  Organ ; 

0  my  Billy — my  bead  will  turn  light  round — if  he's  got  kiddynnpp'd  with  them  Italians, 

They'll  make  him  a  plaster  parish  image  boy,  they  will,  the  outl^dish  tatterdemalions. 

Billy — where  are  yon,  BUiy? — I'm  as  hoarse  as  a  crow,  with  screaming  for  ye,  yon  young  sorrow! 

And  shan't  have  half  a  voice,  no  more  I  shan't,  for  crying  fresh  herrings  to-morrow. 

0  Billy,  you're  bursting  my  heart  in  two,  and  my  life  won't  be  of  no  more  vally. 

If  I'm  to  see  other  folks  darlin'a,  and  none  of  mine,  playing  like  angels  in  our  alley  ; 
And  what  shall  1  do  but  cry  out  my  eyea,  when  1  looks  at  the  old  three-legged  chair 
As  Billy  used  to  make  coach  and  horses  of,  and  there  a'n't  no  Billy  there ! 

1  would  run  all  the  wide  world  over  to  find  him,  if  1  only  know'd  where  to  run. 

Little  Murphy,  now  I  remember,  was  once  lost  for  a  month  through  steaUng  a  penny  bun, — 

The  Lord  forbid  of  any  child  of  mine !     I  think  it  would  kill  me  rally. 

To  find  my  Bill  holdin'  up  his  little  innocent  hand  at  the  Old  Bailey. 

For  though  I  say  it  as  oughtn't,  yet  I  will  say,  you  may  search  for  miles  and  milesea 

And  not  find  one  better  brought  up,  and  more  pretty  behaved,  from  one  end  to  t'other  of  St.  Oiles'a. 

And  if  I  called  him  a  beauty,  it's  no  lie,  but  only  as  a  Mother  ought  to  speak ; 

You  never  set  eyes  on  a  more  handsomer  face,  only  it  hasn't  been  washed  for  a  week ; 

As  for  hair,  tho'  its  red,  it's  the  most  incest  hair  when  I've  time  to  just  show  it  the  comb ; 

I'll  one  'em  five  pounds,  and  a  blessing  besides,  as  will  only  bring  him  safe  and  sound  home. 

He's  blue  eyes,  and  not  to  be  call'd  a  squint,  though  a  httle  cast  he's  certainly  got ; 

And  his  nose  is  still  a  good  un,  tho'  the  bridge  is  broke,  by  his  falling  on  a  pewler  pint  pot ; 

He's  got  the  most  elegant  wide  mouth  in  the  world,  and  very  large  teeth  for  his  age  ; 

And  quite  as  fit  aa  Mra.  Murdockson's  cliild  to  play  Cupid  on  the  Drury  Lane  Stage. 

And  then  he  has  got  such  dear  winning  ways— but  0  I  never  never  shall  see  him  no  more ! 

0  dear!  to  think  of  losing  him  just  after  nnssiug  him  hack  from  death's  door! 

Only  the  very  last  month  when  the  windfiills,  hang  'cm,  was  at  twenty  a  penny  ! 

And  the  threepence  he'd  got  by  grottolng  was  spent  in  plums,  and  sixty  for  a  child  is  too  many. 

And  the  Cholera  man  came  and  whitewash'd  us  all  and,  drat  him,  made  a  seize  of  our  hog. — 

It's  no  use  to  send  the  Cryer  to  cry  him  about,  he's  sueh  a  blnnderin'  drunken  old  dog; 

Tho  last  time  he  was  fetched  to  find  a  lost  child,  he  was  guzzling  with  his  bell  at  the  Crown, 

And  went  and  cried  a  boy  instead  of  a  girl,  for  a  distracted  Mother  and  Father  about  Town. 

Billy— where  arc  you,  Billy,  I  say  ?  come  Billy,  come  home,  to  your  beat  of  Mothers ! 

I'm  seared  when  I  think  of  them  Cabroleys,  they  drive  so,  they  rvm  over  their  own  Sisters  and  Brothers, 

Or  may  be  he's  stole  by  some  chimbly  sweeping  wretch,  to  slick  fast  in  narrow  flues  and  what  not, 

And  be  poked  up  behind  with  a  picked  pointed  pole,  when  the  soot  has  ketoh'd,  and  the  chimney's  red 


hot. 


o  longin'  eyea  on  his  faci 


I  only  wish  I'd  got  him  safe  in  these  two  Motheriy  arms,  and  wouldn't  I  hug  him  and  kiss  him ! 
Lauk !  I  never  knew  what  a  precious  be  was — but  a  child  don't  not  feel  like  a  child  till  you  miss 
Why,  there  he  is !  Punch  and  Judy  hunting,  the  young  wretch ;  it's  that  Rilly  as  sartin  aa  sin ! 
But  let  me  get  him  home,  with  a  good  grip  of  his  hair,  and  I'm  blest  if  he  shall  have  a  whole  ' 
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For  some  days  previous  to  the  fete,  the  Hive 
presented  a  scene  of  hurry,  scurry,  worry,  and 
flurry.  As  usual,  Twigg  interfered  in  every  thing ; 
and  his  voice  was  heard  from  all  parts  of  the  house, 
swearing,  entreating,  threatening,  exhorting,  di- 
recting, or  disputing  with  hia  wife  and  daughter  on 
matters  of  taste.  Never  in  the  days  of  his  indus- 
try had  he  labored  so  unremittingly,  so  early,  and 
so  late ;  he  really  slaved  bodily  Uke  a  negro,  while 
Fompey,  the  true  nigger,  was  set  to  work  on  mat- 


ters far  surpassing  the  dim  intelligence  of  an  African 
brain ;  the  most  provoking  blunders  naturally  fol- 
lowed, and  the  black,  as  might  have  been  expected 
from  one  of  his  complexion,  "  played  the  very 
devil."  Many  a  tumble  he  had  over  the  numerous 
packages  from  London  which  encumbered  the  fioora 
and  tables,  the  stairs  and  the  churs.  It  was  well 
the  Hive  did  not  ha[^n  to  he  a  glass  one,  such 
as  those  which  invite  the  spectator  to  observe 
the    wonderful    order,    harmony,    regularity,    and 
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eiaot  distribution  of  labor  evmied  by  ila  busy 
inhabitanta  Indeed  Ihe  House  of  Industry  much 
more  resembled  a  Kasps  nest  where  the  peevLeh 
Bwarm  were  nil  restless  and  irnlitcd  by  some 
recent  disturbance  Every  body  ivaa  out  of 
humor  Mrs  Twign  scolded  and  wept  by  turns, 
and  threatened  Ki  tMnt,  but  had  not  time  to  spare 
for  fits  and  the  cook  fumed  and  broiled  at  her 
mistress's  culinary  inlerlerence.  The  coachman 
sulkily  helped  in  the  kitchen,  to  whip  cream  instead 
of  horses.  The  butler  quarrelled  with  the  footman ; 
and  the  housemaids  among  themselveB.  The  gar- 
dener growled  and  grumbled  while  he  transported 
his  hothouse  plants  ii  ' 
his  choicest  buds  and 
and  fill  baskets,  nor  did  it 
make  him  amends  for  his 
real  flowers  to  see  art'fic'al 
o  ea  n  wrea  hs  and  fes 
tooQS  decora  ng  h  s  fa  or 
i  e  old  statue  so  that 
Mercury  looked  as  f  he  was 
go  ng  to  dance  n  a  ba  let 
a  d  Neptune  as  f  h  1  ad 
just  come  fro 

den  The  gtoons  g-ew 
wea  y  of  gallop  ng  expre  s 
on  coach  horses  as  he 
jealous  tradespeople  of  the 


are  so  apt  to  indulge.  He  locked  the  butler  in 
his  pantry — sent  off  the  footman,  when  most  in 
request,  on  frivolous  errands — plumed  the  pipes  of 
keys — fastened  chairs  together — set  tables  topsy- 
turvy— shut  the  cat  in  the  china-closet — fastened 
the  house-dog  to  the  gate-bell — and  then  was  dis- 
covered ranting  as  Belvidera,  with  liis  clumsy  per- 
son thrust  into  a  new  dress  that  had  just  been  sent 
home  for  his  ^ster.  'Tilda  screamed  and  scolded, 
the  mother  begged  and  praj-ed — but  the  mischie- 
vous spirit  of  this  domestic  Caliban  was  not  properly 
quelled  till  Twigg  senior  had  ten  times  turned  him 
out  of  the  business,  twenty  times  cut  him  off  with 
a  shilling,  and,  at  bst,  ^ven  him  a  sound  cuffing 
with  his  own  fatherly  hands. 

It  seemed  impossible  that 
the  festive  preparation  conld 
pleted  bv  the  g' 

and  every  h  ng  was  m 
order  As  the  cub  had  pre- 
d  cted  the  governor  had 
rolled  a  g  eat  many  enter 
In  the 
centre  of  the  lawn  stood  a 
1  rf,  marq  te  containing 
an  amp  e  cold  collation 
wh  ch  n  ade  a  verj  showy 
appea  an  e  he  prmcipal 
d  shes  be  ng  kept  cold  by 
ailre 


ted 
by  the  fam  1)  emblem,  a 
bee  b  g  enouf-h  for  a  cock 
cha  e  Above  this  pavihon 
waved  or  rather  should 
have  waved  a  broad  diken 
banner  that  had  often  flut- 
tered and  flaunted  in  the 
proces  on  of  the  Worship- 
ful Compan  of  Ironmon- 
gers  ut  now  for  want  of 
wind  hung  do>i  n  as  motion- 
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lesa  aa  a  piece  of  hardware.  In  a  line  with  the  mar- 
quee was  a  target  for  archery,  so  posted,  that  who- 
BFer  miased  the  hutt  would  have  a  fair  chance  of 
hitting  the  lent ;  whilst,  for  the  accommoiIatioD  of 
anglers,  the  nuir^ii  of  the  large  fiah-pond  waa  furnish- 
ed with  sundry  elbow-chaira,  wherein  the  sedentary 
angler  might  eojoy  "the  contemplative  man's  recre- 
ation," in  the  ittiraedlate  vicinity  of  a  country  dance 
and  a  pandeao  band,  in  those  days  as  &shi<inable  a 
band  as  Weippart's  or  Colinet's  at  the  present  time. 
To  accommodate  the  musicians,  the  octagon  summer- 
house  was  fitted  up  aa  a  temporary  orchestra,  in  front 
of  which  stood  a  column  of  benches  three  deep; 
for  Twigg,  on  pereonally  inviting  the  pedagogue  of 
Prospect  House,  and  begging  a  whole  holyday  for 
the  boya,  had  embraced  thot  eligible  opportunity 
of  borrowing  all  the  school  forma.  On  the  oppo^te 
side  of  the  garden,  the  orange  trees  and  exotica 
&om  the  hothouse  formed  an  avenue  up  to  an  ar- 
bor, christened,  for  the  occasion,  the  Temple  of 
Flora,  and  specially  dedicated  to  the  oocupadon  of 
Miss  Twigg,  who  undertook,  in  an  appropriate 
&ney  drees,  to  represent  the  Queen  of  Flowers. 
The  Hermitage,  in  a  secluded  comer  of  the  grounds, 
had  its  rustic  table  furnished  with  a  huge  portfolio 
of  colored  caricatures ;  and  the  paddoct  was  de- 
voted to  trapball  and  cricket,  the  wicket  for  the 
latier  game  being  considerately  pitched,  so  that  a 
barn  on  one  side,  and  a  haystack  on  tlie  other, 
would  materially  assist  the  fieldsmen  hi  stopping 
the  ball.  A  whimsical  feutnre  remains  to  be  men- 
tioned. In  anticipation  of  syllabub,  Daisy,  a  polled 
Aldemey,  was  tethered  at  a  corner  of  the  kwn,  a 
stone  Cupid  seeming  ludicrously  to  keep  watch 
over  her,  in  the  capacity  of  a  cowboy. 

Such  were  the  festive  arrangements  over  which 
Twigg  glanced  with  a  satisfaction  that  made  him 
frequently  wash  his  hands  without  water  or  soap, 
while  he  mentally  contrasted  the  cay  scene  before 
him  with  the  humble  prospects  of  his  youth.  He 
was  dressed  m  a  full  court  suit  of  plum  color,  in 
which,  as  Sherifl)  he  had  gone  np  with  an  address 
to  the  King ;  bis  partner,  with  her  embonpoint  and 
her  pink  satin,  looked  eitremely  hke  that  hearty 
and  substantial  flower,  a  full-blown  cabbage-rose'; 
while  'Tilda,  in  apple-green  silk,  festooned  wiUl  ar- 
tificial flowers,  and  her  hwr  wreathed  with  real 
ones,  appeared  actually,  as  he  expressed  it,  "a  cut 
above  human  nature." 

At  the  first  encounter  of  husband  and  wife  in 
lieir  full  plumage,  slie  saluted  him  with  a  very  pro- 
found courtesy,  which  he  retamed  by  an  elaborate 
bow,  as  if  in  joint  rehearsal  of  the  ceremonies  to 
come,  and  then  they  mutoally  congratulated  each 
other  on  the  propitious  weather,  for  the  sky  was 
calm  and  cloudless,  though  it  was  rather  hot  for 
the  season  ;  indeed,  as  Twigg  sfdd,  he  should  have 
thought  it  "  very  bard  if  a  man  of  his  property 
could  not  have  a  fine  day  for  a  fete," 

One  thing  puzzled  the  worthy  pair.  Pew  of  the 
neighboring  gentry  had  accepted  their  invitation, 
though  the  Hive  was  so  handy,  and  they  had  car- 
riages of  their  own;  whereas  the  metropolitan 
families  who  had  been  asked,  came  almost  (o  a 
fraction,  notwithstanding  the  distance  was  consid- 
erable, and  many  had  to  hire  vehicles.  It  was  sin- 
gular, besides,  that  those  who  had  the  farthest  to 
travel  arrived  first ;  guests  from  Bishopsgate,  Lud- 
gate,  and  Cripplegate,  came  in,  and  had  successive- 
ly made  the  tour  of  the  house  and  grounds  before 
a  »ngle  soui  was  announced  who  belonged  to  the 


vicinity.  However,  the  interval  was  a  grateful  one, 
for  it  allowed  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  Hive 
to  feel  really  "at  home  "  with  their  former  con- 
nections, and  to  indulge  in  the  luim'y  of  civic  re- 
coDections,  unrepresaed  by  the  presence  of  their 
more  aristocratic  acquaintance.  Mrs.  Twigg  ei- 
hibiled  to  her  female  friends  her  drawing-room, 
bed-rooms,  store-room,  kitchen,  wash-house,  brew- 
house,  and  her  unprofitable  dairy;  meanwhile 
Twigg  paraded  his  old  cronies  through  his  dining- 
room,  billiard-room,  study,  and  stables,  or  trotted 
them  round  the  grounds,  pointing  out  peeps  and 
prospects,  and  then  rushing  back  to  act  as  show- 
man to  fresh  batches,  who  were  successively  usher- 
ed into  the  garden  by  Pompey,  his  black  face  open- 
ing from  ear  to  ear,  like  a  pereoniflcation  of  Coal- 
man's Broad  Grins.  The  coachman,  in  topbools, 
as^sted  the  footman ;  and  the  gardener,  a  sort  of 
Jerry  Blossom,  fancy-dressed  in  a  straw-iiat,  pea- 
green  coat,  skyblue  hose,  and  parsley-and-butter 
waistcoat,  trotted  after  his  master,  to  give  the 
proper  names  of  the  flowers  and  shrubs,  for  the 
proprietor  scarcely  knew  a  peony  from  a  pink. 

At  one  o'clock  all  the  company  had  arrived,  eir- 
cepting  the  Tyrrels  and  the  Oversea ;  many  of  the 
younger  guesta  coming  in  fancy  dresses,  more  or 
less  tasteful ;  there  were  Swiss,  Turkish,  and  Grecian 
midds ;  nuns,  Dianas,  nymphs,  Spanish  Dons,  trou- 
badoura,  monks,  knights,  a  shepherd,  and  no  less 
than  three  shepherdesses,  without  a  sheep.  The 
air  was  now  become  oppressively  sultry  ;  but  Twif^ 
suffered  little  from  the  weather,  in  comparison  with 
his  hot  and  cold  fits  of  nervousnesa  and  anxiety, 
ori^nating  in  other  causes  than  the  mere  novelty 
of  his  situation.  First,  he  bad  to  endure  a  long  com- 
plimentary oration  from  Doctor  Bellamy,  an  appro- 
priate answer  to  which  would  have  cost  the  hearer 
more  trouble  than  a  speech  in  common  council; 
then  he  had  to  meet  the  Squire  for  the  first  time 
^nce  smashing  hie  decanters  ; — the  pedagogue  from 
Prospect  House  was  perpetually  addressing  him 
with  Latin  quotations ;  and  he  waa  especially  puz- 
zled by  the  presence  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Cobb, — for 
archery  and  cricket  were  sports  for  laymen,  and  he 
could  think  of  no  clerical  amusement,  except  invit- 
ing the  worthy  vicar  every  ten  minates  to  eat  or 
drink.  The  occasional  absences  of  bis  son  kept 
him,  besides,  in  an  intermitting  fever,  for  he  judged 
rightly,  that  the  cub,  when  out  of  ^ght,  was  en- 
gaged in  mischief;  above  all,  he  could  not  help  no- 
ticing Chat  a  damp  hung  over  the  spirits  of  the 
whole  company,  which  he  vainly  tried  to  dia^pate. 
The  town  party  and  the  country  party  refused  to 
amalgamate,  and  took  opposite  sides  of  the  garden, 
bke  Whigs  and  Tories ;  nay,  the  very  sexes  seemed 
to  antipathize,  and  the  young  ladies  planted  them- 
selves in  clumps  on  one  part  of  the  lawn,  while  the 
young  gentlemen  formed  groups  elsewhere.  Pos- 
sibly, like  the  guests  at  the  feast  after  the  manner 
of  the  ancients,  as  recorded  in  Peregrine  Pickle, 
each  individual  awaited  the  example  of  bis  neigh- 
bor how  he  was  to  behave  or  enjoy  himself  at  so 
annsual  an  entertainment ;  perhaps  mirth  waa  de- 
pressed by  the  earnest  injunction  to  be  merry  of 
the  host  and  hostess,  who  did  not  know  that  to  bid 
a  wit"  10  be  funny,"  is  to  desire  him  to  be  dull. 
Aa  Twigg  trotted  to  and  fro  with  the  activity  and 
volubility  of  a  flying  pieman,  he  indulged  in  such 
patter  as  the  following; — 

"  My  dear  Misa  Tipper,  I  declare,  aa  blooming  as 
ever — glad  to  see  you — take  an  ice— Mrs.  Crowder, 
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have  youbeen  round  the  eroimda? — Rer.  Dr.  Cobb, 
a  glofia  of  wine— Pray  make  free,  gentlemen— Lib- 
erty Hall,  vou  know — Matilda.  Miss  Dobbe  would 
Uke  to  see  Flora's  Temple— Tilda  looks  well,  don't 
Bhef — Mr.  Deputy,  there'll  be  a  collation  at  fout  in 
the  tent;  but  takes  enaek  beforehand — plenty  in 
the  dining-room — come,  joung  folka,  be  merry,  be 
merry — what  are  you  all  forf — there's  bow  and 
arrows,  and  cricket  and  fishing,  and  dancing  on  the 
green,  and  niuae — Mrs.  Tilby,  I  know  you're  fond 
of  vocals — run,  Pompey,  and  deare  Mr.  Hopkinson 
for  the  favor  of  a  song — my  dear,  do  keep  an  eye 

on  John,   he's  drunk  already,  d n  him — Mr. 

Sparks,  a  glass  of  wine — the  same  with  you,  Mr. 
Donson — Iiere,  this  way  into  the  green-house — 
come,  hob-a-nob — a  pretty  scene,  isn't  it,  Sparks, 
my  old  boy — and  all  my  own  property — Mr.  Dow- 
son,  I  can't  help  remembering  old  times ;  but  many's 
the  time  Sparks  and  me  has  clubbed  our  shillings 
together  for  a  treat  at  Bagnigge  Weils.  A  great 
change  though,  say  you,  from  that  to  this.  I  little 
thought  when  I  wrote  T.  Twigg  with  a  watering- 
tin,  on  a  dusty  pavement,  that  I  should  be  signing 
it  some  day  to  cheques  for  thousands.  I  don't  care 
who  knows  it,  but  I  wasn't  always  the  warm  man  I 
am  to-day.  Mr.  Squire,  pray  step  in — a  glass  ot 
wine — gmd  to  see  you,  Mr.  Squire — break  as  much 
as  you  please,  and  1  won't  say  any  thing ;  we  shall 
only  be  quits — now  for  a  look  about  again — where 
the  devil  ia  T.,  junior?- Mr.  Danvers,  go  to  my 
daughter's  bower,  she'll  present  you  with  a  bouquet 
— Dr.  Bellamy,  a  glass  of  wine— Miss  Trimmer,  I 
know  you  like  solitude ;  and  that's  the  way  to  the 
Hermitage.  Don't  be  alarmed  at  the  cow,  she's 
only  flapping  off  the  flies — Dr.  Cobb,  there's  lunch 
in  the  dining-room — Mr.  Cottrel,  do  go  and  divide 
those  young  ladies — beaux,  beaux,  what  are  yon 
about  F — come,  choose  partners,  don't  let  the  band 
play  for  nothing — Mr.  Crump,  a  glass  of  wine — " 

Such  was  the  style  of  Twin's  exhottationa ;  who, 
unlike  Other  lecturers,  endeavored  to  enforce  his 
precepts  by  practice.  He  made  a  dozen  ineffectual 
olTers  with  the  trap-bat  at  the  baU,  bobbed  a  fish- 
ing Une  up  and  down  in  the  fish-pond,  seized  Mrs. 
Deputy  Dobbs,  and  cut  a  brief  caper  with  her  on 
the  grass  plat,  and  Anally,  fitting  an  arrow  to  a  bow, 
the  shaft  escaped  from  his  fingers,  and  passed 
tbrongh  Mrs.  Tipper's  turban,  where  it  lodged,  like 
a  skewer  a  la  Grecqtie.  Such  a  commencement 
made  every  one  adverse  to  archery,  and  particu- 
larly as  Mrs.  Twi^  requested  that  before  shooting 
any  more  arrows,  they  would  let  het  put  corks  on 
all  the  points.  As  to  angling,  it  seemed  universally 
agreed,  that  on  such  a  day  no  fish  would  take  a 
bait ;  and  with  regard  to  dancing.  Twin's  tarantula 
did  not  bite  any  more  than  the  fish,  whilst  the  trap- 
ball  and  the  cricket-bail  were  as  much  out  of  favor 
as  the  hall  on  the  lawn.  Music  itself  seemed  for 
once  to  have  lost  its  charms,  and  the  most  popular 
of  Mr.  Hopkinson'a  songs  attracted  no  auditor  but 
Dr.  Bellamy,  who  sat  gravely  bowing  dme,  and 
waving  his  hand  in  accompaniment  of  the  long, 
elaborate,  rusbUng  cadences  then  in  fashion,  and 
which  might  aptly  be  compared'  to  the  extraneous 
flourishes  so  much  in  vogue  at  the  same  period, 
when  the  pen  went  curveting  off  from  plidn  pot- 
hooks and  hangers  Into  ornamental  swans,  ships, 
dragoons,  eagles,  and  fierce  faces  in  flowing  wigs. 
Indeed,  from  the  evolutions  of  Old  Formality's  ri^t 
hand  and  fore-finger,  their  sweeps,  and  waviugs, 
and  circumgyrations,  and  occasional  rapid  spin- 


nings, a  deaf  man  would  certainly  have  thought 
that  lie  was  meditating  and  practising  some  such 
eoligraphic  devices  on  the  empty  air. 

At  last  Massa,  Baronet  Tyvrel  was  announced  by 
the  obsequious  Pompey,  and  the  jovial  Sir  Mark 
immediately  appeared,  with  his  famfly,  including 
his  daughter  elect,  Grace  Rivers,  the  avocations  of 
the  Justice  not  allowing  him  to  be  present  so  early- 
Tbe  Baronet,  delivered  from  gout,  was  in  excellent 
health  and  spirits ;  Mrs.  Hamilton  seemed  unusually 
cheerful;  Kaby  and  Grace  were  of  course  happy  in 
each  other's  society ;  and  even  Ringwood  and  St. 
Kitts  appeared  eitiier  to  have  forgotten  their  old 
feud,  or  to  have  agreed  on  an  armistice  for  the  day. 
The  host  and  hostess  were  loud  and  eager  in  their 
welcome  and  salutations. 

"Oh.  Sir  Mark  Tyrrei,  Baronet,"  excliumed  Mrs. 
T.-lgB.  toi  ■  -       - 

SO  behind 

"  To  be  sure,  madam,"  answered  Sir  Mark,  "  to 
judge  by  the  field,  1  am  rather  late  at  the  meet; 
but  no  matter — a  short  burst  may  be  a  merry  one ; 
and  as  yet,  from  all  I  see,  I  have  lost  little  sport." 

"Sir  Mark  Tyrrei,  Baronet,  a  glass  of  wine?" 
said  Mr.  Twigg.  "A  votary  of  Diana,"  lisped  Miss 
Twigg,  "must  be  a  friend  to  Flora, — may  I  offer  a 
bouquet  ?" 

"I  shall  bo  proud  and  happy."  returned  the  gal- 
lant Sir  Mark,  with  a  bow  that  belonged  to  the 
Hunt  Balls ;  but  in  stepping  hastfly  forward  to  re- 
ceive the  nosegay,  he  unluckily  set  his  right  foot 
with  some  emphasis  on  the  forepaw  of  a  little  Blen- 
heim spaniel  Uiat  was  careering  round  Flora's  green 
sandals.  The  poor  brute  immediately  set  up  a 
dismal  howl,  and  the  Goddess,  divesting  her  hands 
with  little  ceremony  of  the  proffered  bouquet, 
caught  up  the  curly  &vorite,  and  began  to  fondle 

"  D n  the  dog !"  exclaimed  Twigg,  with  his 

usual  abruptness;  "chuck  him  down  again,  and 
give  Sir  Mark  Tyrrei,  Baronet,  his  bow-pot." 

"  1  am  really  ashamed  of  her,  sir,"  said  the  mo- 
ther, stooping  and  presenting  the  flowers  herself; 
"but  the  little  animal's  a  great  darling,  a  real 
Marlbro',  and  a  present  ItomMr.  Ringwood." 

The  Baronet  winced  at  the  information,  and  could 
have  kicked  the  dog  back  to  Blenheim  with  all  his 
heart ;  while  Ringwood,  Raby,  and  the  Creole  ex- 
changed looks  of  vexation  with  each  other,  which 
gradually  altered  into  smiles,  and  at  last  they  all 
toughed  in  concert.  There's  a  story  current  on  the 
tuif,  of  a  certain  jockey  who  very  profitably  dis- 
posed of  three  several  whips,  to  as  many  gentle- 
men, as  the  identical  whip  with  which  he  had  won 
the  Derby;  and  the  keeper,  or  under-keeper  of 
Blenheim  had  practised  a  dmilai  imposition  on  onr 
three  coHegians,  by  selling  to  each  of  them  the 
only  spaniel  of  that  celebrated  breed  that  "  was  not 
to  be  had  for  love  ot  money."  However,  each  pru- 
dently kept  the  secret.  Twigg  took  the  Baronet 
into  the  green-house  for  a  glass  of  wine;  Mrs. 
Twigg  invited  Mrs.  Hamilton  to  take  a  peep  at  the 
preparations  in  the  marquee,  and  Matilda  led  Grace 
to  her  temide. 

During  this  interiude  the  duiness  of  the  rest  of 
the  company  had  rather  increased,  and  the  gaudy 
flag,  that  still  drooped  motionless  upon  its  statT, 
seemed  a  proper  emblem  of  their  listless  and  inani- 
mate condition.     They  stood  about  the  grounds  in 
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groups,  idle,  weary,  and  dreary,  and  eeeraed  by 
common  consent  to  have  adopted  tho  line  of  con- 
duct of  the  Hon.  Mr.  Danvers,  a  sort  of  eiciueive 
of  those  days,  wlio,  in  answer  to  every  proposition 
of  amnEement,  lisped  languidly,  "that  he  preferred 

"It's  very  odd  a  man  of  my  property  can't  have 
a  merry  party,"  thought  Twigg,  as  he  looked  round 
on  his  graud  to-do,  and  saw  the  festive  scene  with 
a  visible  damp  over  it,  Ulie  a  wet  night  at  Vauxiiall. 
In  the  bitterness  of  his  heart  he  sidled  up  to  Mrs. 
Twigg,  who  was  standing  near  the  marquee,  and 

said  to  her,  in  a  low  tone,  "  Our  friends,  d n 

them,  are  as  dull  m  diteb-water.  What  the  devil 
can  we  do  with  them  ?" 

"Klne,  ten,  eleven,"  said  Mrs.  Twigg,  with  an 
abstracted  look,  and  a  little  nod  of  her  head  at 
each  number. 

"  What  the ia  running  in  your  fool's  head, 

madam?"  said  the  master  of  the  Hive. 

"Hush; — fourteen,  fifteen,  sixteen,  seventeen," 
continued  Mrs.  Twigg,  with  Ihe  action  of  a  Man- 
darin. "  Dcat  that  Pompey ;  I  know  there's  more 
heads  than  plates."  And  she  rushed  off  to  scold 
the  oblivious  black.  The  poor  African,  indeed, 
during  the  last  half  hour,  had  fully  entitled  himself 
to  receive  what  Twigg,  j  unior,  would  have  called  a 
regular  good  wi^ng. 

A  breath  of  air  displaying  for  the  first  time  the 
Ironmongers'  banner,  it  was  discovered  that  the 
obtuse  negro  had  hoisted  it  reversed,  with  all  the 
armorial  bearings  of  that  Worshipful  Company 
standing  on  their  heads;  and  in  absurdly  attempt- 
ing to  rectify  this  blunder,  by  swarming  up  the 
BtalF,  down  calne  Pompey,  pole,  flag,  and  all,  on  the 
dignified  head  of  the  Hon.  Mr.  Danvers,  who  was 
indul^ng  his  preference  for  looking  on.  His  next 
csploit  was  in  bowing  and  backing  to  make  way 
for  Mr.  Justice  Rivers,  whereby  he  got  a  fair  roll 
and  tumble  over  Miss  Bower,  one  of  tlie  shepherd- 
esses, who  was  Mtting  very  pastorally  on  the  grass ; 
and  by-and-by,  recollecting  some  neglected  pre- 
vions  order,  he  ran  off  headlong  to  esecute  it,  pop- 
ping down  a  trayful  of  ices  to  thaw  and  dissolve 
themselves  into  a  dew,  under  the  broiling  sun.  A 
long  hundred  of  such  httle  enormities  were  com- 
mitted by  the  wrong-headed  Hottentot;  but  only 
imagine  the  amazement  of  his  mistress,  when  she 
saw  him  gravely  conveying  a  reinforcement  of  cake 
and  wine  to  the  green-house  in  a  comi 
barrow;— and  conceive  her  still  greater  horror 
when  he  came  back  on  the  broad  grin,  with  the 
same  vehicle  containing  the  helpless,  portly  body 
of  the  coachman  as  drunk  as  the  celebrated  sow  of 
David.  The  only  posahle  thing  that  could  be 
ui^ed  in  favor  of  the  sot,  was,  that  he  was  not 
cross  in  his  cups,  for  daring  his  progress  he  per- 
sisted in  sin^ng  a  jolly  song  qmte  as  broad  as  it 
was  long,  with  all  die  voice  that  he  had  left 

"I  shall  faint  awayl  I  shall  goivildl  I  shall 
die  on  the  spot !"  exclaimed  the  distressed  miafress 
of  theHive.  "1  wonder  where  Mr  T  is'  Thf ' 
Pompey  is  enough  to — has  any  body  seen  Mr  T 
It  is  really  cruel, — what  can  a  noman  do  with 
tipsy  roan?  Do  run  about  Peter  and  look  for 
your  master —Mr  T  '  Mr  T  '  Mr   T 

B  on  sp  nd  d  0  the  invocation  although 
he  who  ego  nds  o  nded  graduallv  with  an 
un  a     f      M     Twigg      Thi  unhappy  lad> 

was  n  d  spa  — aha  fe  red  she  knew  not  what 
Wh  n  sh     ]as    saw  him  he  had  been  worked  up 
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;  mistakes  and  accidents  to  an  ewflil 
pitch  of  ne^^■ous  excitement,  and  she  did  not  feel 
sure  that  be  had  not  actually  run  away  in  a  parox- 
ysm of  disgust  and  horror,  leaving  her,  like  Lady 
Macbeth,  to  huddle  up  the  banquet  as  she  might. 
At  last  a  popping  sound  attracted  her  to  the  tent, 
and  there  she  found  the  wished-for  personage,  curs- 
ing and  swearing  in  a  whisper,  and  stopping  with 
each  thumb  a  bottle  of  champagne,  which  had  suf- 
fered so  from  the  hot  weatlier,  that  the  fixed  air 
had  determined  on  visiting  the  fresh. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  T.,  what  would  yon  think  !"~-hegan  the 
poor  hostess,  but  he  cut  her  short ;  and  the  follow- 
ing diali^ue  ensued: — 
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"  None  of  your  clack,  madam ;  but  atop  those 
two  bottles" — and  lie  pointed  to  o.  couple  of  long- 
neoked  fiizlers ;  "d — — ii  it,  inRdatn,  stop 'em  tight, 
—jou're  making  ttem  equirt  in  my  face.  There 
jou  go  agin !  Where's  Pompey, — Where's  Peter. — 
Where's  John,~what  the  devil's  the  use  of  servants, 
if  they're  away  when  you  want  'em — [;urse  the 
champagne! — Here's  a  pretty  situation  foe  a  man 
of  my  property  I" 

"  My  dear,  do  only  have  a  little  patience— 
"  Patience  be  hanged  1  I'^e  been  standing  60, 
madam,  this  half  hour— till  I've  got  a  cramp  in  both 
thumbB.  I  told  that  rascal,  John,  never  to  qmt 
the  tent,  and  you,  madam,  you,— with  jour  con- 
founded she-gossipH — why  didn't  you  come  soonerf 
m  tell  you  what— if  ever  I  have  a  fete  agun— is 
any  body  happy— is  any  body  lively— will  any  body 
shoot  at  the  target— or  dance  on  the  lawn— or  play 
cricket?  No,  saya  you,  it's  n  failure,  a  regular 
fiulure ;  and  as  for  pleasure,  tbero  an't  a  farming 
in  the  pound!" 

The  colloquy  would  doubtless  have  proceededmuch 
further,  but  for  a  suoceasion  of  female  shrieks  which 
arose  from  all  quarters  at  once,  whereat  leaving 
the  champagne  to  take  care  of  itself,  the  perplexed 
pair  rushed  out,  with  palpitating  hearts,  to  inquire 
into  the  nature  of  this  new  catastrophe.  And  tmly 
they  beheld  a  aght  to  London-bred  spectators  pe- 
culiariy  appalling.  The  human  groups  that  occu- 
pied the  lawn  h^l  disappeared,  and  in  lieu  of  them, 
the  terrific  Aldemey  was  racing  about  "  like  mad," 
with  her  head  up,  and  her  tail  bolt  upright,  and  as 
sHfifas  a  kitchen  poker.  Driven  to  wildneas  by  three 
hours'  exposure  to  a  hot  sun,  and  the  incessant  tor- 
menting stinga  of  insects,  poor  Daisy  had  broken 
her  tether,  or  more  probably  It  had  been  out  for  her 
by  young  Twigg,  and  she  immediately  began  that 
headlong  gallop  which  cows  arc  apt  to  take  when 
goaded  by  the  breeze.fly.  After  running  three 
heats  round  the  lawn,  she  naturally  made  for  the 
aliades  of  the  shrubbery,  but  being  headed  back  by 
the  gentlemen,  she  paused,  and  looked  around  for 
an  inalant,  as  if  to  consider;  and  then,  making  up 
her  mind,  she  suddenly  dashed  off  for  the  only 
place  of  shelter,  and  rushed  headlong  into  the 
marquee.  An  awfulcrash  ensued.  Plate  clattered, 
glass  jingled,  and  timber  bangedl  The  canvas 
bulged  fearfully  on  one  Me,  and  the  moorings  giv 
in"  way,  out  rushed  Dfusy,  and  down  fell  the  tent 
lilTe  a  clap-net,  decidedly  catchuig  the  cold  fowls, 
ducks,  and  pigeons  that  were  nnder  it. 

A  loud  cry  of  a  mixed  character  arose  from  the 
spectoWts  of  this  lamentable  catastrophe.  _  The 
ladies  screamed  from  terror  ;  the  expectant  eitizena 
bellowed  from  hungry  disappointment,  and  some  of 
the  younger  gentlemen,  amateurs  of  fun,  gave  a 
shout  that  sounded  like  a  huiia! 

"She's  upset  the  tables!"  shrieked  Mrs.  Twigg, 
with  her  arms  working  aloft  like  a  telegraph's. 

"  And  there  goes  every  delicacy  of  the  seaaon," 
eicliumed  Mr,  'Twigg,  gazing  with  the  stupefied  as- 
pect of  an  underwriter  at  a  total  wreck. 

"The  new  covers "  groaned  the  lady. 

"All  battered  and  bruised — nothing  but  dents 
and  bumps,"  added  her  huaband,  in  the  same  tone. 
"And  the  beautiful  cut  gkss — not  a  bit  of  it 
Howed,"  said  the  hostess,  beginning  to  whimper. 

"Smaah'd— shivered  to  atoms— curse  her  soul!" 
cried  the  host,  with  the  fervor  of  a  believer  in  the 
nietempsychossi. 

"My  poor   damask  table-cloths!"  moaned  the 
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her! — kill  herl  knock  her  on  the 
head !"  shouled  Twigg,  dancing  on  his  riptoes  with 
exeilement,  and  unconsciously  imitating  the  action 
of  a  alaughter-inan. 

After  standing  a  minute  at  gaze,  the  cow  had  re- 
mmenced  her  career  about  the  lawn,  catling  a 
general  panic,  and  nature's  first  law,  the  tauve  gtd 
peul  principle,  triumphed  over  all  others.  Guided 
by  this  instinct,  Twigg  rushed  into  the  green-house, 
and  resolutely  shut  the  door  against  the  cow,  as 
'■    3  against  Mrs,  Twigg,  who  nad  made  for  the 

place  of  refiige.    'lie  corpulent  Mr.  Deputy 

Dobbs,  by  hard  running,  contrived  to  place  the 
breadth  of  the  fiah-pond  between  himself  and  the 
"  infuriated  animal,' — the  orchestra  box,  alias  the 
octagon  summer-house,  was  crowded  with  com- 
pany,— the  hermitage,  oh,  shade  of  Zimmerman, 
what  a  sacrilege  I  was  a  perfect  squeeze ;  and  Flora 
had  clambered  up  the  lattice-work  of  her  temple, 
and  sat  shrieking  on  the  top.  All  the  guests  were 
in  safety  but  one ;  and  every  one  trembled  at  the 
probable  fate  of  Mrs.  Tipper,  who  had  been  sitting 
on  the  end  of  a  form,  and  was  not  so  alert  in  jump- 
ing np  from  it  aa  her  juniors.  The  bench,  on  a 
mechanical  principle  well  understood.  Immediately 
reared  up  and  threw  it's  rider;  and  before  the  un- 
fortunate lady,  as  she  afterwarda  averted,  "  could 
feel  her  feet,  she  saw  the  rampaging  cretut  come 
tearing  at  her,  with  the  black  man  arter  her,  mak- 

Tbe  scared  Aldemey,  however,  in  choosing  her 
course,  had  no  design  against  Mrs.  Tipper,  but 
merely  inclined  to  enjoy  a  cold  bath  in  the  fish- 
pond, into  which  she  accordingly  plunged,  accom- 
panied by  Pompey,  who  had  just  succeeded,  after 
many  attempts,  in  catclung  hold  of  the  remnant  of 
her  tether.  In  they  went — souse! — saluted  by  a 
chorus  of  lai^fhter  from  the  orchestra;  and  there, 
floundering  up  to  their  necks  in  water,  the  blact 
animal  and  the  red  one  hauled  each  other  about, 
and  splashed  and  dashed  as  if  an  aquatic  parody 
of  the  combat  of  Guy  of  Warwick  and  Dun  Cow 
had  been  part  of  the  concerted  entertamments. 

"Confound  the  fellow— she'll  be  drown'dl"  cried 
an  angry  voice  from  the  greenhouse, 

"His  livery's  dish'd  and  done  for,"  responded  a 
melancholy  voice  from  the  hothouse. 

Oh!  my  gold-fish  will  be  killed!"  cried  a  shrill 
...efrom  the  top  of  the  temple;  while  a  vaccine 
beUow  resounded  from  the  pond,  Intermingled  with 
a  volley  of  African  jargon,  of  which  only  one  sen- 
tence could  be  cau^t,  and  it  intimated  a  new  ^- 

"  0  ki !  him  broke  all  de  flshin'-roda  and  de  lines  1" 
As  Pompey  spoke,  he  exchanged  his  grasp  of 
the  halter,  which  had  become  alippery,  for  a  clutch 
at  the  tail;  an  indignity  the  animal  no  sooner  felt, 
than  with  a  desperate  effort  she  scrambled  out  of 
the  pond,  and  daahcd  off  at  full  gallop  towards  the 
paddock,  making  a  dreadful  gap  by.  the  way  in 
Flora's  display  of  exotics,  whether  in  tubs  or  pots. 
As  for  Pompey,  through  not  timing  his  leap  with 
the  cow's,  he  was  left  sprawling  under  the  r.ijls  of 
the  paddock;  meanwhile  the  persecuted  Alderney 
finally  took  shelter  under  the  shade  of  the  hay- 

And  now  the  company,  with  due  caution,  came 
abroad  again  from  roof  and  Blied  and  leafy  recess, 
lite  urchins  after  a  shower.    Twigg  sallied  from  tiie 
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green-houee,  anil  Ma  helpmate  a.t  the  same  momeii 
issued  from  the  forcing-houae,  with  a  face  looking 
peifectij  ripe;  the  octagon  Bummer-house  sent 
forth  a  eongregatiOQ  like  that  of  a  dwarf  chapel, — 
the  hermitage  was  left  to  the  joint  tcnancj  of 
Raby  find  Grace,  and  Flora  deecended  from  the 
roof  of  her  1«inple,  being  tenderly  assisted  iii 
descent  by  the  enamored  Ringwood.  B;  con 
consent  the  company  all  hastened  towards  the  fallen 
marquee,  and  clearing  away  the  canvas,  they  be- 
held the  tnrf  variously  strewed, — exactly  as  if 
Time, — that  Edax  Rerum, — had  made  a  miscella- 
neoua  meal  which  had  disagreed  with  him. 

In  the  middle  the  tables  lay  on  their  sides  with 
the  r  legs  stretched  out  He  dead  horaee  and  tl  e 
bru  sed  cove  e  and  k  uvea  and  forks  we  e  scat 
tered  about  hko  l^attered  helmets  aud  maste  less 
weapons  after  a  ak  rm  h  of  av  I  j  The  table 
cloths  were  dapplei  w  th  tl  c  purple  blood  of  the 
grape  and  the  eatables  and  d  mkablcs  s  atlered 
battered  spattered  hat  e  ed  and  tattered  all 
round  al  out  presented  a  p  ctacle  equalyvihm 
s  cal  and  p  teo  s  The  follow  ng  are  hut  a  few  of 
the  ot|t  Is  wh  h  the  Ho  Mr  lanvera  teheld 
when  he  looked  on 

Iten  I  h  f,o  cold  round  of  beef  s  rrounded  by 
the  1  oth  of  a  trifle,  1  ke  a  island  b  g  t  w  th 
foam,"  with  a  pigeon  perched  on  the  top  instead  of 

Item.  A  large  lobster,  roosting  on  the  branch  of 
an  epergne. 

Item.  A  roast  duck,  seemingly  fast  asleep,  with 
a  cream  cheese  for  a  mattress  and  a  cucumber  for 
a  bolster. 

Item.  Brawn,  in  an  ample  writing-paper  ruff, 
well  sprinkled  with  claret,  reminding  the  spectator 
irreMstibly  of  the  neck  of  King  Charfes  tlie  Fu'St. 

Item.  Tipsy-cake,  appropriately  under  the  table. 

Item.  A  puddle  of  cold  punch,  and  a  neat's 
tongue  apparently  licking  it  up. 

Item.  A  noble  ham,  brilliantly  powdered  with 
broken  glass. 

Item.  A  boiled  rabbit  smothered  in  custard. 

Item.  A  lump  of  i/a«iMnange  dyed  purple. 


lUNTKY   SEAT. 


suit  of  lobster  salad. 

Item.  A  ship  of  gugar-candy,  hieh  and  dry  on  a 
fillet  of  veal.  »  ■"      b  J 

Item.  A  "hedge-hog"  sitting  on  a  "hen's  nest." 
Vide  Mrs.  Classens  Cookery  for  the  confectionarv 
devices. 

Item.  "  A  floating  island,"  as  a  new  constellation, 
amongst  "the  moon  and  stars  in  jelly."  See  Mrs. 
Glasse  again. 

Item.  A  large  pound  crab,  sitting  upright  against 
a  table,  and  nursing  a  chicken  between  its  claws. 

Item.  A  collard  eel,  uncoiled,  and  threatening 
hke  a  boa  constrictor  to  swallow  a  fowl. 

Item.  A  Madeira  pond,  in  a  dish  cover,  with  a 
duuk  drowned  in  it. 

Item.  A  pig's  face,  with  a  snout  smelUng  at  a 
bunch  of  artificial  flowers. 

Item.  A  leg  of  lamb,  aa  yellow  as  the  leg  of  a 
boy  at  Christ's  hospital,  thanks  to  the  mustard-pot. 

Item.  A  tongue  all  over  "flummery." 

Item.  An  immense  Macedoine  of  all  the  fruits  of 
the  season,  jumbled  together  in  jam,  jelly,  and 

Such  were  some  of  the  objects,  interspereed  with 
Serpentines  of  sherry.  Peerless  Poois  of  port,  and 
Kew  Rivers  of  Madeira,  that  sainted  the  eyes  of 
the  expectant  guests,  thus  untimely  reduced  to  the 
feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul.  The  unfor- 
tunate hostess  appeared  ready  to  drop  on  the  spot; 
but,  according  to  Usjor  Oakley's  theory,  she  re- 
frained from  feinting  among  so  many  broken  bot- 
tles; whilst  Twigg  stood  with  the  very  aspect  and 
attitude  of  a  baker's  journeyman  we  once  saw,  just 
after  a  stumble  nhich  had  pitched  five  rice  pud- 
dings, two  custard  ditto,  a  gooseberry  pie,  a  cur- 
rant tart,  and  two  dozen  cheesecakes  into  a  reser- 
voir of  M'Adams's  broth  from  flints.  The  sivamp- 
ing  of  his  collation  on  the  ut  in  the  Thames  was  a 
retail  concern  to  this  enormous  wreck.  His  eye- 
brows worked,  his  eyes  rolled,  hia  lips  quivered 
with  inaudible  curses,  and  his  fingers  twitched,  as 
if  eager  to  be  doing  something,  hut  waiting  foe 
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orders  from  the  b  ill ;  he  was  disided,  i 


a  doze 


truth, I 


«ing 


f,  to  thrash  Pomp«j, 
to  qufirrel  with  hie  wife,  to  disinherit  hie  son,  to 
discharge  the  cooks,  to  order  everybody's  carriage, 
to  send  Uatada  back  to  boarding-school,  to  go  to 
bed  suddenly  ill,  to  run  away  God  knew  where,  to 
hang  himself  on  the  pear-tree,  to  drown  himself  in 
the  fish-pond,  to  burn  the  marquee,  to  turn  Infidei 
and  deny  a  Providence,  to  get  dead  drunk. 

In  this  Blrdn  the  indignant  Ex-Sheriff  was  elo- 
quently proceeding,  when  suddenly,  a  drop  of  rain, 
as  big  as  a  bullet,  felt  splashing  on  the  bald  head 
of  the  deputy ;  and  then  came  a  flash  of  lightning 
so  vivid,  and  a  clap  of  thunder  SO  astounding,  that 
in  his  confuMon  the  host  himself  led  a  retreat  int« 
the  house,  followed  by  the  company  en  masse. 
Music  was  prepared,  and  the  carpet  was  taken  up. 
Matilda  was  siUky,  and  wouldn't  sing,  and  Mr.  Hop- 
kinson  couldn't,  dirongh  a  cold  caught  in  the  oc- 
tagon summer-house.  Mrs.  Filby  was  grumpy 
about  her  satin  gown,  observing,  with  an  angry 
glance  at  Miss  Sparkes,  that  if  people  must  jump  at 
claps  of  thunder,  they  needn't  jamp  their  jellies 
into  other  people's  laps;  and  the  pedagogue  of 
i'rogpeot  House  wna  weary  of  uttering  classical 
jokes  at  which  nobody  laughed.  The  Honorable 
Mr.  Danvers  began  to  lire  of  looking  on.  Deputy 
Dobbs  was  disappointed  of  his  accustomed  speechi- 
fying, for  in  spite  of  all  his  hints,  Tni^  set  his 
face  against  toasts,  not  liking  probably  to  bid  gen- 
tlen  en  harge  their  glasses  wl  o  had  so  few  to 
charaie  The  re  t  of  the  londoners  began  to  ral 
culate  the  distance  of  the  metropol  s  Doctor 
Cobb  had  been  huffed  by  Mr  Fg^ins  n  a  dispate 
about  pot  t  s  Squ  re  ^ed  for  the  last  half  hour 
had  been  n  akmg  up  h  s  m  nd  to  steal  away  a  d 
even  the  Crumpe  turn  Ij  who  had  come  e  riy  on 
pu  po^  to  enjoy  a  lo  g  day  bean  to  aoree  u 
the  own  mods  that  t  a.  tie  longest  tl  ey 
bad  ever  k  own  In  ahort  every  lolv  found 
some  good  reason  for  go  ng  and  s  ceese    ely   I  ey 


took  leave,  Doctor  Bellamy  bein^  the  last  of  the 
guests  tliBt  departed,  whereby  he  had  the  pleasure, 
and  to  Old  Formahty  it  uios  a  pleasure,  of  bowing 
them  all  out. 

As  the  last  pur  of  wheels  rattled  away,  Mrs. 
nigg  dropped  into  her  chur,  and  began  to  relieve 
!r  tcehngs  by  having  what  she  called  a  good  cry. 
At  the  same  moment,  Twigg  threw  off  his  coat,  and 
seizing  plate,  knife,  and  lork,  began  eating  Uke  a 
glutton  for  a  wager,  occasionally  washing  down 
I,  beef,  veal,  chicken,  jelly,  tarts,  and  fruit,  with 
great  gulps  of  brandy  and  water.  As  for  Matilda, 
she  threw  herself  on  a  sofa,  as  flat,  inanimate,  and 
faded,  as  the  Flora  of  a  HortuB  Siccus. 

Thus  ended  a  ffite  especially  devoted  to  enjoy- 
ment, but  where  the  spirit  of  the  work  did  not 
answer  to  its  dedication.  Premeditated  pleasures 
frequently  terminate  in  disappointment ;  for  mirth 
and  glee  do  not  always  care  to  accept  a  ceremoni- 
ous invitation;  they  are  friendly  familiar  creatures 
that  love  to  drop  in.  To  use  a  mercantile  meta- 
phor, bills  at  long  dates  npon  happiness  are  apt  to 
be  dishonored  when  due. 

On  the  morrow,  John  the  coachman  found  him- 
self out  of  a  Bitaation,  whilst  Twigg,  junior,  was 
provided  with  a  pla«e  on  the  roof  of  the  Highflyer 
on  its  road  to  the  metropolis.  Pompey  was  threat- 
ened also  with  dismissal,  but  as  black  servants  are 
not  as  plenty  as  blackberries,  the  discharee  was 
not  made  out;  whereas,  the  gardener,  shocked  at 
the  havoc  among  his  exotics,  and  annoyed  by  the 
nickname  of  Jerry  Blossom,  which  his  fency  dress 
had  entailed  on  him,  gave  warning  of  his  own  ac- 
cord. Tlie  cook  received  a  message  from  her  mis- 
tress, who  was  kept  in  bed  by  a  nervous  complaint, 
that  she  might  suit  herself  as  soon  as  she  pleased; 
the  dairy-maid  received  a  wgniflcant  hint  from  the 
ame  source,  that  she  must  butter  the  family  better 
f  she  wished  to  stay  in  it ;  and  to  Dolly's  deep  re- 
gret, her  favorite  Daisy,  wilh  a  bad  character  for 
gentleness,  was  driven  off  to  the  nearest  market 
to  be  sold  peremptorily  for  what  she  w 


)uld  fetch. 
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Mt  Aunt  Honor  was  for  ten  years  the  reigning 
beauty  of  her  native  village ;  and  even  at  the  end 
of  that  period,  though  the  opening  charms  of  early 
joutli  had  gradually  ripened  into  the  more  dignified 
graces  of  womanhood,  and  she  was  a  girl  no  longer, 
no  one  could  say  that  the  change  had  caused  that 
diminution  in  her  person^  attractions  which  could 
atford  just  reason  for  the  loss  of  the  title.  It  was 
but  the  seasonable  eipanslon  of  the  bud  into  the 
flower,  and  io  the  eye  of  every  person  of  taste  and 
sense,  my  Aunt  Honor  was  a  beauty  stilL  How, 
indeed,  could  she  be  otherwise,  wilh  her  graceful 
contour  of  form  and  face,  her  noble  line  of  features, 
brilliant  yet  reflective;  eyes  of  rich  dark  hazel; 
serene  brow;  coral  Ups;  and  clear  brunette  com- 

C lesion  ?  But  unluckily  for  poor  Aunt  Honor,  she 
ad  two  younger  sisters  in  their  teens,  who,  as 
soon  as  they  were  emancipated  from  boarding- 
school,  began  to  conader  the  expediency  of  making 
conqaests;  and  finding  that  very  few  gentiemen 
paid  much  attention  to  them  when  their  eldest 
sister  was  present,  they  look  the  trouble  of  making 


every  one  aequiunted  with  the  precise  date  of  her 
baptismal  register  ;  after  which  kind  disclosure 
Aunt  Honor  lost  the  title  of  a  beauty,  and  acquired 
that  of  an  old  maid. 

This  change  of  style  was,  I  should  apprehend, 
rather  a  trial  of  patience,  in  the  first  instance ;  for 
Aunt  Honor,  though  she  had  never  exhibited  the 
shghtest  degree  of  vanity  or  presumption,  on  ac- 
count of  the  general  admiration  she  tmd  excited, 
was  nevertheless  plea8ed"with  the  homage  paid  to 
her  charms — and  it  was  hard  to  feel  herself  sudden- 
ly deprived  of  all  her  Battering  privileges  at  once, 
and  that  without  the  reasonable  warning  which  tbe 
feithfui  mirror  gives  of  the  first  indications  of  the 
sure,  yet  silent,  progress  of  decay  in  (hose  who  are 
not  so  whoUy  blinded  by  self-conceit  as  to  be  in- 
senrfble  to  its  ravages,  Time  had  dealt  so  gently 
with  Aunt  Honor,  that  when  the  account  of  his 
takings  and  leavings  were>  reckoned,  it  scarcely  ap- 
peared that  she  stood  at  discount — I  am  inchned  to 
think  the  balance  was  in  her  favor ;  but  then  I  had 
so  much  reason  to  love  ber,  that  perhaps  I  was  not 
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an  impartial  judge.  How,  indeed,  could  I  forget 
her  tender  cherisliing  care  of  me  in  my  bereaved 
and  aicklj  childhood,  when  by  the  early  death  of 
my  parents,  my  brother  and  myself  being  left  in  a 
com{>aratiTe  state  of  destitution,  were  thronn  upon 
the  compasBion  of  my  mother's  family.  Thia  was 
regarded  in  the  light  of  a  seriona  misfortune  by  my 
two  young  aunts,  Caroliue  and  Maria,  who  might 
bave  instracted  gray  bairs  in  lessons  of  worldly 
visdom,  and  both  possessed  what  is  vulgarly  term- 
ed a  sharp  eye  for  the  mun  chance.  They  calcu- 
lated with  a  clearness  and  accuracy  truly  wonderful 
at  their  age — for  the  elder  of  the  twain  had  not 
completed  her  eighteenth  year  at  the  period  of 
which  I  speak — the  expense  of  our  board,  clothes, 
education,  and  the  general  diminution  of  their 
comforts  and  chances  of  forming  adtantaj;eoiis  ma- 
trimonial settlements,  which  would  be  occasioned 
by  our  residence  with  my  grandfather;  and  they 
did  not  of  course  forget  the  great  probability  of  his 
providing  for  us  in  his  will,  which  would  naturally 
take  something  from  their  por^ona  of  the  inheri- 
tance. Under  the  influence  of  such  feelings,  they 
not  only  used  every  means  in  their  power  to  pre- 
vent our  reception  in  their  father's  house,  but  after 
we  were,  through  the  influence  of  Aunt  Honor,  ad- 
mitted, they  treated  us  with  a  degree  of  uukindness 
that  amounted  to  actual  persecution.  AU  our  little 
feulta  were  repeated  by  them  in  the  most  exaggera- 
ted terms  to  my  grandmother ;  and,  but  for  the 
alTectionate  protection  which  Aunt  Honor  extended 
towards  us,  we  should  have  experienced  much 
harshness  in  consequence  of  these  misrepresenta- 
tions, but  her  tenderness  made  up  to  us  for  all  de- 
ficiencies in  other  quarters.  8he  was  to  us  in  the 
place  of  mother,  father,  and  every  other  tie  of  kin- 
dred: she  was  by  turns  our  nurse,  preceptress,  and 
playfellow.  Our  love,  our  duty,  our  respect,  were 
all  lavished  on  her;  she  was  our  kind  aunt,  our 
dear  aunt,  our  good  aunt ;  and  well  do  I  remember 
being  tied  to  the  leg  of  the  table  fijr  a  whole  morning 
by  my  grandmother,  as  a  punishment  for  exclaim- 
ing, in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  that  "  she  was  my 
pretty  aunt,  and  aunts  Maria  and  Caroline  were  my 
two  old,  ugly,  cross  aunts."  The  rage  of  the  in- 
jured juniors,  by  twelve  years,  may  be  ima^ned 
at  this  rash  proof  of  my  devotion  to  their  eldest 
sister ;  nor  could  Aunt  Honor,  with  any  degree  of 
prudence  or  propriety,  interfere  to  avert  the  casti- 
gatiOD  which  my  young  aunts  bestowed  upon  me  in 
the  shape  of  boxes  on  the  ears,  too  numerous  to  re- 
cord, in  addition  tjj  the  penance  of  being  confined 
to  the  leg  of  grandmamma's  nork-table.  Consider- 
ing me,  however,  in  the  light  of  a  martyr  in  Ser 
cause,  she  made  me  more  than  ample  amends  in 
private  for  all  I  had  suffered,  and  loaded  me  with 
the  most  endearing  caresses,  while  she  reproved 
me  for  having  said  such  improper  things  to  aunts 
Caraline  and  Maria. 

My  grandmother,  who,  for  the  misfortune  of  her 
husband,  was  married  long  before  she  knew  how 
to  conduct  a  house  with  any  degree  of  proprietv, 
was  one  of  those  foolish  women  who  occasionally 
boast  of  their  own  early  nuptials  to  their  unmarried 
daughters,  with  ill-timed  remarks  on  their  compar- 
ative tardiness  in  forming  suitable  matrimonial 
alliances,  which  has  too  often  piqued  the  mortified 
middens  into  contracting  most  unsuitable  matches, 
that  they  might  avoid  the  reproach  of  celibacy : 
the  fruitful  source  from  which  so  many  ill  assorted 
and  calamitous  marriages  have  proceeded. 


My  grandfother,  who  had  formed  a  very  just  esti- 
mate of  his  eldest  daughter's  merits,  was  nont  to 
observe,  in  reply  to  his  wife's  constant  remark, 
"  that  Honor  would  never  marry  now,  poor  girl !" 
"  Those  women  who  were  most  eminently  quaJified 
to  prove  excellent  wives,  mothers,  and  mistresses 
of  families,  and  who  were,  metaphorically  speaking, 
the  twenty  thousand  pound  prizes  in  the  matri- 
monial lottery,  were  generally  left  in  the  wheel, 
while  the  blanks  and  tickets  of  trifling  value  were 
drawn  over  and  over  again;  but,  for  his  part,  he 
knew  so  much  of  men,  that  he  would  recommend 
all  his  daughters  to  remain  single."  Notwithstand- 
ing this  declaration  of  the  old  gentleman,  it  was 
evident  enough  that  he  was  inwardly  chagrined  at 
the  miaccountable  circumstance  of  his  lovely  Honor, 
his  sensible,  clever  girl,  the  pride  of  his  eyes,  and 
the  darling  of  hia  heart,  being  umnatricd  at  thirty 
years  of  age ;  or  as  her  younger  sisters,  in  the  in- 
solence of  their  only  attraction,  youth,  caUed  her 
an  "old  mud." 

No  !  that  he  would  not  allow — "  thirty" — she 
was  in  the  prime  of  her  days  still,  and.  In  his  eyes, 
as  handsome  as  ever; — certainly  wiser  and  better 
than  when  she  waj  In  her  teens — far  more  likely  to 
be  the  choice  of  a  sensible  man  than  either  of  her 
younger  sisters — and  he  would  l>ct  a  hundred 
guineas  that  she  would  he  married  now  before 
either  of  them. 

"Certainly,  papa,  if  wedlock  goes  by  turn,  she 
ought  to  be,"  would  Aunt  CaroUne  rejoin,  "for you 
know  she  is  twelve  years  older  than  1." 

"She  might,  however,  make  haste,  if  she  thinks 
of  getting  married  now,"  would  Aunt  Maria  add, 


one-and-t? 
Mder  myself  an  old  moid. 

"There  will  be  some  wisdom  iu  accustoming 
yourself  to  the  title  betimes,  since  it  may  very 
probably  be  your  portion  through  fife,  young  lady," 
retorted  my  grandfather,  on  one  occasion:  "at 
any  rate,  no  man  of  taste  and  sense  will  be  fikely 
to  prefer  you  to  such  a  woman  as  your  sister 
Honor."  But  here  my  grandmother,  who  always 
made  a  sort  of  party  with  her  younger  daughters, 
interposed,  and  said,  "It  really  was  quite  absurd 
that  Honor  should  put  herself  so  forward  in  en- 
gaging the  attention  of  gentlemen,  whomlghCpossi- 
bly  fix  their  regards  on  her  younger  sisters,  pro- 
vided she  would  but  keep  a  fittle  in  the  background, 
and  remember  that  her  day  was  gone  by.  She  had 
for  some  unaccountable  reason  permitted  several 
opportunities  of  forming  a  good  establishment  to 
slip  bv,  and  now  she  ought  to  aUow  her  sisters  a 
fan'  chance  in  their  turn,  and  submit  to  her  own 
destiny  with  a  good  grace." 

And  Aunt  Honor  did  submit,  not  only  with  a  good 
grace,  but  with  a  temper  perfectly  angcfical,  not 
only  to  a  destiny  of  blighted  hopes  and  wasted 
feelings,  but  to  all  invidious  taunts  with  which  it 
was  jmbittered  by  those  to  wbom  she  had  been 
ever  ready  to  extend  her  generous  kindness,  when- 
ever It  was  required.  She  never  hesitated  to  sacri- 
fice ber  own  pleasure,  if  she  thought  it  would  be 
conducive  to  theirs.  Her  puree,  her  ornaments, 
her  talents,  and  industry,  were  at  their  service  on 
'  ins,  and  though  it  was  far  from  pleasing 
be  either  artfuUy  manteuvred,  or  rudely 
of  her  place  by  the  juvenile  pair,  who 
id  an  alliance  offensive  and   defensive 
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against  her,  jet  she  did  not  attempt  to  contest  with 
them  Ihc  usurped  rigtits  and  privileges  of  eldership, 
or  to  struggle  for  the  ascendency  she  had  hitherto 
enjojed  in  the  family ;  nor  did  slie  boast  of  her 
routhful  charma,  or  the  muldplicity  of  her  tormer 
conqueets,  in  reply  to  the  insolence  with  which  she 
waa  duily  annoyed.  She  was  too  dignified  to  ap- 
pear to  regard  these  things ;  yat  doubtieas  she  felt 
them,  taid  lelt  them  keenly ;  her  heart  knew  its  own 
bitWrnesB,  jet  suffered  it  not  to  overflow  in  angry, 
useless  retorts.  She  kept  the  quiet  even  tenor  of 
her  way,  under  all  provocations,  with  silent  mag- 
nonimity ;  and  sought  in  the  active  performance  of 
her  duties,  ft  resource  from  vain  regrets  and  fruit- 
less repinings  ;  and  if  a  sigh  did  oocasionully  escape 
her,  it  was  smothered  ere  fully  breathed. 

The  village  in  which  wo  rcsidod  was  one  of  tliope 
dull,  stagnating  soit  of  places,  in  which  years  pass 
away  without  any  visible  change  appearing  to  be 
cITectcd.  The  iuhahitants  were  few,  and  those,  for 
the  most  part,  beneath  us  in  situation;  for  my 
grandiiither  was  a  man  of  family,  though  his  fortune 
was  inadequate  to  the  espenses  attendant  on  enter- 
ing into  that  society  with  which  alone  he  would 
have  permitted  his  wife  and  daughters  to  mix, 
latterly,  however,  mj  two  younger  aunts  con- 
tiived  to  engage  in  a  general  round  of  expendve 
vi^ting  with  the  surrounding  genlryj  without  pay- 
ing the  slightest  regard  to  nis  disapprobation. 
Their  mother  upheld  them  in  this  line  of  conduct, 
and  had  recourse  to  muny  painful  expedients,  in 
order  to  furnish  liem  with  the  means  of  appearing 
like  other  young  people,  as  she  termed  it,  and  we 
'  had  all  to  suffer  the  paius  and  penalties  of  a  stinted 
table  in  consequence.  Aunt  Honor  was  of  course 
eicluded  from  all  these  gay  doii^s,  and  her  allow, 
ance  was  very  irregulariy  paid,  and  sometimee 
wholly  diverted  from  its  proper  obanael,  to  supply 
her  younger  asters  with  boll-dresses,  ~ 


the  clamorous  milliner,  who  would  not  depart 
out  the  payment  of  at  least  a  part  of  the  bills  my 
grandmother  hod  imprudently  permitted  her  selfi^ 
fiivoritcs  to  contract,  when  ready  money  to  pro- 
cure some  indispensable  piece  of  finery,  to  be  worn 
ftt  places  of  more  than  ordinary  attraction,  could 
not  be  obtained. 

Our  house,  in  former  times  so  quiet  and  respecl- 
ftble,  was  now  the  resort  of  the  thoughtless,  the 
gay,  and  the  extravagant.  Our  peace  was  broken 
by  the  domiciliary  visits  of  duns,  to  get  rid  of 
■whom,  a  system  of  falsehood,  equivocation,  aud 
blandishment,  was  made  iBe  of,  which  rendered 
our  family  despicable  in  the  eyes  of  servants,  and 

treated,  and  represented  the  evil  and  moral  injus- 
tice of  these  things  in  vain.  Her  mother  told  her 
"she  was  mistress  of  faer  own  house,  and  would  do 
as  she  thought  proper,"  and  her  two  sisters  inform- 
ed lier,  "  that  they  had  no  ambition  to  become  old 
maids  hke  her,  wMch  would  in&llibly  be  the  case  if 
they  were  confined  to  the  dull  solitude  which  their 
fither  preserved,  and  she  appeared  inclined 
enforce. 

Aunt  Honor  represented,  in  reply,  that  they 
were  not  pursuing  a  course  very  likely  to  l-'  " 
the  desired  goal  of  the  temple  of  Hymen ;  a 
ceived,  in  return,  a  retort  of  more  than  usual 
aggravation.  She  waa  accused  of  malice,  of 
and  au  unsisterly  desire  of  depriving  the  youthful 
miudeus  of  the  pleasure  belonging  to  their  ti  -' 
life ;  and  worse  than  all,  of  the  opportunity 


!  happy  wives  and  useful  members  of  society, 
ionor  would  liave  smiled  at  the  folly  of  the 
latter  inuendoes,  had  she  not  felt  inclined  to  weep 
•ir  un kindness. 

the  midst  of  one  of  these  scenes,  of  now  al- 
daily  occurrence,  the   whole   parly  received 
tickets  of  invitation  to  a  bait,  given  by  Sir  Edward 
rosvenor,  in  honor  of  having  been  chosen,  after 
contested  election,  as  one  of  the  representatives 
of  his  native  county.      Sir  Edward  Gvosveiior,  who 
had  passed  his  youth  in  India,  where  he  had  greatly 
dgnalized  himself  under  the  banners  of  the  Marquis 
of  Hastings,  had  only  recently  returned  to  England, 
to  take  possession  of  his  estates  on  the  death  of  hia 
elder  brother  without   heir  male.    Kothing  could 
esceed  the  exultation  of  my  grandmother  and  her 
JO  youngest  daughters,  at  the  prospect  ol  a  flat- 
tering intmduction  into  tlie  house  of  so  disthigiiish- 
I  a  character  as  their  wealthy  baronet  neighbor, 
r  whom  fame  reported  noble  thhigs,  and  who  was 
very  handsome  man  m  the  prime  of  life,  not  ex- 
ceeding, as  the  date  of  his  birth  in  the  baronetage 
of  England  stated,  his  e        d  th'  tieth  vear 

Visions  of  a  title,  eq   pa       an  floa 

over  the  brains  of  au  M 

their  delighted  eyes  gla 
was  but  OL^e  drawback 
tions — the  difficulty  of    ro         g 
for  such  on  occasion. 

They  looked  in  eag  m 

she  shook  her  head. 

forward  your  wishes,"  S04  00 

obvious  to  you  both    — b        fte  se 

added,  "  Tour  sister  H 
pleases."    Thev  both  t  m  H 

ing  glances.     "  In  this  mstance  it  will  not  be  in  my 
power,"  observed  Honor,  gravely, 

"  Too  have  only  just  received  your  quarterly 
allowance  from  your  fiither,"  said  her  mother. 

"  I  have  already  appropriated  part  of  the  sum  to 
the  purchase  of  a  few  necessaries  for  my  orphan 
nephew  and  niece,"  replied  she,  "and  the  residue, 
which  would  be  quite  inadequate  for  your  purpose, 
will  be  barely  sufficient  to  supply  mo  with  a  simpio 
dress  of  book-muslin,  with  shoes  and  gloves  requi- 
for  this  occadon." 

For  this  occasion  I"  echoed  both  her  sisters  in  a 
breath ;  "surely  you  do  not  think  of  going  to  the 


"Why  not?"  demanded  Honor,  cahnly. 

"Old,  you  would  say,  Caroline,"  continued  Aunt 
Honor  coolly,  finishing  the  eenlence  for  her  ;  "only, 
as  you  happen  to  want  money  of  me  to-day,  you 
are  rather  more  cautious  of  wounding  my  feelings 
than  is  usual  with  you." 

"  Well,  but  really.  Honor,  1  do  not  see  what 
good  your  going  to  a  ball  would  do." — "Xone,  in- 
terposed her  mother;  "and  I  thought  you  bad 
given  up  these  sort  of  things  long  ago. ' 

"  Is  it  not  your  intention  to  accept  the  ticket 
which  Sir  Edward  Grosveuor  has  sent  for  you, 
mamma  t"  asked  Honor. 

■'  Of  course  it  is ;  your  sisters  coald  not,  with  any 
degree  of  propriety,  go  without  me." 

"  Then  I  shall  do  myself  the  pleasure  of  accom- 
panying you,"  said  Honor,  quietly. 

The  elder  asters  of  Cinderella  never  said  more 
insultmg  things  to  that  fer-famed  heroine  of  fairy 
lore,  to  prevent  her  from  trying  her  chance  m  fit- 
ting the  glass  slipper,  than  were  uttered  by  Caro- 


.y  Google 


LIBELLEES. 


mildneea  of  temper,  yet  p 


her  ceaolu- 


I  think  I  never  saw  her  look  so  beautiful  i 
that  eventful  evening,  when  attired  in  modest,  o....- 
ple  elegance,  she  was  led  by  my  grandfather  to  the 
carriage,  in  spite  of  all  oppoailion  from  the  adverse 
parties.  I,of  connae,  was  not  included  in  the  party; 
but  I  can  readily  ima^ne  that  the  aarprise  and 
envy  of  the  mortified  siatera  of  CSnderella,  or  — 

tering  the  room  where  the  hitherto  desiwsed  v 

of  their  persecutions  was  dancing  with  her  princely 
partner,  did  not  exceed.that  of  my  juvenile  aunts, 
when  they  beheld  the  hero  of  the  night — the  gallant 
and  admired  SEf  Edward  Groavenor — greet  old 
Honor,  a3  they  disparagingly  styled  their  elder, 
with  the  deferential  yet  tender  eir  of  a  lover;  and 
pasdng  over,  not  only  themselves,  but  many  others 
of  the  young,  the  fair,  the  highborn  stars  of  the 
evening,  and  entreating  to  open  the  ball  with  her — 
a  distinc^on  which  was  modestly  declined  by  her, 
with  equal  sweetneaaand  propriety,  on  the  plea  that 
there  were  others  of  high  rank  present,  who  were, 
according   to   etiquette,   better    entitled   Mi    that 


honor 


"  Honor  I"  esclaimed  the  gallant  knight  of  the 


he  added,  in  a  whisper  that  was  meant  for  no  other 
ear  than  hers,  "sighed  to  posaesa  this  honor,  of 
which  the  cold  considerations  of  rank  and  etiquette 
can  never  possess  sufficient  power  to  deprive  me." 
_  Can  any  one  believe  that  Aunt  Honor  was  fasli- 
dioua  enough  to  examine  too  critically  the  merits 
of  the  pun  which  a  faithful  lover,  under  such  cir- 

There  was  not,  periiaps,  one  lady  in  the  room 
that  would  not  have  been  proud  of  being  the  woman 
to  whom  Sir  Edward  Grosvenor  addressed  that 
whispered  compliment ;  but  there  was  none  to  whom 
it  waa  BO  well  due  as  to  her  whom  he  delighted  lo 
honor;  for  she  was  the  love  of  his  youth,  who,  for 
his  sake,  had  faithfully  endured  years  of  expecta- 
tion and  delay,  with  no  other  assurance  of  his  re- 
membrance and  constancy  than  that  hope  which 
keeps  alive  despair,  and  survives  all  the  fading 
flowers  of  youthful  affection— that  fond  reliance  on 
his  regard,  which  would  not  suffer  her  to  ima^ne 
that  he  could  be  false  or  forgetful.  Nor  was  the 
object  of  auch  devoted  love  undeserving  of  feelings 
like  these.  He  too  had  had  his  sufferings ;  he  had 
endured  paternal  wrath,  expulsion  from  his  home, 
years  of  exile,  of  poverty,  and  of  auapense. 

"  But  it  is  all  over  now,"  he  whispered,  aa  he  dash- 
ed an  intrufdve  tear  from  his  sun-burned  cheek.  "  I 
suffered  for  Honor!  I  fought  for  Honor!  and  the 
residue  of  my  days  will,  I  trust,  be  passed  with 

It  was  a  proud  day  for  my  grandfather,  when  he 
bestowed  his  beloved  daughter  on  Sir  Edward  Gros- 
venor at  the  marriage  altar;  and  he  did  not  M\  lo 
take  due  credit  to  himself  on  the  verification  of  his 
prediction.  As  for  my  aunts  Caroline  and  Maria,  I 
think  I  had  better  say  nothing  of  their  feelings  on 
the  occasion ;  but,  for  the  warning  of  such  of  the 
juvenile  readers  of  these  pages  who  may  feel  in- 
clined, in  the  thoughtless  presumption  of  early 
youth,  to  brand  older — and,  perchance,  fairer  fe- 
males than  themselves — with  the  contemptuous 
epithet  of  old  maids,  I  feel  myself  compelled  to  re- 
cord the  mortifying  fact,  that  these  two  luckless 
-'slers  of  my  honored  mother  remain  at  this  mo- 
cnt  spinsters  of  forty  and  forty-two  years  atand- 
:-',  and  have  acted  as  bridesmaids  to  Lady  Groa- 
vinor's  youngest  daughter,  without  one  opportunity 
li:u  ing  offered  to  either  of  them  of  changing  their 
fui'Iorn  condition. 

So  far,  however,  from  voluntarily  assuming  the 
name  of  old  maids,  if  unmarried  at  one-and- twenty, 
as  they  engaged  to  do  when,  in  the  fulness  of  their 
self-conceit,  they  Imagined  such  a  circumstance  out 
of  the  bounds  of  human  possibility,  neither  of 
them  will  acknowledge  the  title  at  forty  ;  on  the 
'  they  endeavor  to  conceal  tha  ravages  of 


Libellers. — Literary  bravos,  supported  by  il 
erate  cowards.    If  the  receiver  of  stolen  goods 
worse  than  the  thief,  so  must  the  purchaser  of  libels 
be  more  culpable  than  their  author.    As  the 
ruaer  of  a  alanderoua  journal  would  write  what 
reads,  had  he  the  talent,  so  the  actual  maligi 
would  become  a  malefactor,  had  he  the  opportunity 
and  the  courage.'    "  He  who  stabs  you  in  the  dark, 
with  a  pen,  would  do  the  same  with  a  pen-knife, 
were  he  eqtially  safe  from  detection  and  the  law." 


A  libeller's  mouth  has  been  compared  to  that  of 
a  volcano — the  lighter  portions  of  what  it  vomits 
forth  arc  dissipated  by  the  winds,  the  heavier  ones 
fall  back  into  the  throat  whence  they  were  dis- 
gorged. The  aspersions  of  libellers  may,  perhap.", 
be  better  compared  to  fuller's  earth,  which,  though 
it  may  seem  to  dirt  you  at  (irst,  only  leaves  you 
more  pure  and  spotless,  when  it  ia  rubbed  off. — 
Tin  Thimpel. 
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ivelv  th  u  beiomst  thy  bed  fres)  lily  I  lou  plead  in  vain     I  have  «o  room  forpitj  left 

CVmiirfiM.    Act2,aa9.  within  me. 

Tempiit.    Act  1,  Bo.  a. 
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a  credit  to  half  ire 


By  oar  Saeons  disturbing  tlioso  very  large  bon 
Wliich  hate  turned  (for  tiie  rhyme's  sake;  perhups) 
into  Btones, 

And  hate  chflsen  tn  wait  n 

Long  while  hid  in  strata. 
While  old   Time  has  been  dining  on  empires  and 

Old  bonea  and  dry  bones, 

Leg-bones  and  thigh-bones, 
Bonea  of  the  rertebrse,  bones  of  the  tail, — 
Very  like,  only  more  so,  the  bones  of  a  whale ; 
Bones  that  were  very  long,  bones  that  were  very 

(They  have  never  as  yet  found  a  real  foEsil  merry- 
thought ; 
Perchance  because  nrnstodons,  burly  and  big, 
Considered  all  funny-bones  quite  infra  dig.) 
Skulls  have  they  found  in  slrange  places  imbedded, 
Whicli,  at  least,  prove  their  owners  were  very  long- 
headed ; 
And  other  queer  things, — which  'tis  not  my  intei 

Lest  I  weary  your  patience,  at  present  to  mentloi 
As  I  think  I  can  prove,  without  further  apology. 
What  I  s^d  to  be  true,  sans  appeal  to  geology. 
That  there  Uved  in  the  good  old  days  gone  by 
Things  unknown  to  our  modem  philosophy, 
And  a  giant  was  then  no  more  out  of  the  way 
Than  a  dwarf  is  now  in  the  present  day. 


^r  Eppo  of  Epstein  was  young,  brave,  and  fair ; 
Dark  were  the  curls  of  his  clustering  hair. 
Dark  the  moustache  that  o'ershadowed  his  lip, 
And  his  glance  was  as  keen  as  the  sword  at  bis 

Though  the  enemy's  charge  was   like  lightning's 

fierce  shock, 
His  seat  was  as  firm  as  the  wave-beaten  rock ; 
And  woe  to  the  foeman,  whom  pride  or  mischance 
Opposed  to  the  stroke  of  his  conquering  lance. 
He  carved  at  the,  board,  and  he  danced  in  the  hall, 
And  the  ladies  admired  him,  each  one  and  all. 
Id  a  word,  I  should  say,  he  appears  to  have  been 


a  very  few  words  ho  CKprcsaei 
Onec  for  all  to  decline  every  Latin  declension, 
When  persuaded  to  odd,  by  the  good  Father  Her- 

That  most  classical  tongue  to  his  own  native  German. 
And  DO  doubt  he  was  right  ia 
Point  of  fact,  for  a  kniglit  in 
Those  days  was  supposed  to  luia  nothing  but  fight- 
ing; 
And  one  who  had  learned  any  language  that  is  hard 
Would  have  stood  a  good  chance  of  being  burned 

for  a  wizard. 
Education  being  then  never  pushed  to  the  verge  ye 
Now  see  it,  was  chiefly  confined  to  the  clergy. 


'Twaa  a  southerly  wind  and  a  cloudy  sky, 
For  aught  that  I  know  to  the  contrary ; 
If  it  wasn't,  it  ought  to  have  been  proper?!/. 
Ah  it's  certain  Sir  Eppo,  his  feather  bed  scorning, 
Thought  that  something  proclaimed  it  a  fine  hunt- 
ing morning; 

So  pronouncing  his  benison 
O'er  a  cold  haunch  of  venison, 
He  floored  the  beet  lialf,  drank  a  gallon  of  beer, 
And  set  out  on  the  Taurus  to  chase  the  wild  deer. 


Sir  Eppo  he  rode  through  the  good  greenwood. 

And  his  bohs  flew  fast  and  free  ; 

He  knocked  over  a  hare,  and  he  passed  the  lair 

{The  tenant  was  out)  of  a  grisly  bear; 

He  started  a  wolf,  and  he  got  a  snap  shot 

At  a  bounding  roe,  but  he  touched  it  not. 

Which  caused  him  to  mutter  a  naughty  word 

In  German,  which  luckily  nobody  heard, 

For  he  said  it  right  viciously ; 

And  he  struck  his  steed  with  his  arm^d  heel, 

As  though  horse-flesh  were  tougher  than  iron  or 

Or  any  thing  else  that's  unable  to  feel. 

What  is  the  sound  that  meets  his  ear? 

Is  it  the  pliunt  of  some  wounded  deer? 

Is  it  the  wild-fowl's  mournful  cry, 

Or  the  scream  of  yon  eagle  soaring  high? 

Or  is  it  only  the  southern  breeze 

' "  "'  sighs  through  the  boughs  of  the  dark  pine 


Xo,  S 


2  'tis  not  any  of  these : 


He  could  not  read  n 


He  had  fett  no  vexation 
From  multiplication ; 
Never  puzzled  was  he 
By  the  rule  of  three  ; 
The  practice  he'd  had 
Did  not  drive  him  mad, 
Because  it  all  lay 

way. 


Like  ai 


■ow  from  the  string, 
jiKe  a  stone  that  leaves  the  shng, 
luiroad-train  with  a  queen  inside. 
With  directors  to  poke  and  directors  to  guide, 
Like  the  rush  upon  deck  when  a  vessel  Is  sinking, 
Like  (I  vow  I'm  hard  up  for  a  simile)  winking! 

S3  time  than  by  name  you  Jack  Robinson  can 
call. 
Sir  Eppo  dashed   forward  o'er  hedge,    dilch,   and 

ceplc-chaee  style  I'd  be  sorry  to  follow. 
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THE  ENCHASTED   NET. 


And  found  a  joung  lady  eliained  up  by  the  anfcle — 
Yes,  clioiiied  up  in  a  cool  and  busmesi-like  way, 
Aa  if  she'd  been  only  the  licile  dog  Tray  ; 
While,  the  more  to  secure  any  koight-errant's  pity, 
She  was  really  and  truly  exoesMvely  pretty. 

Here  was  a  terrible  state  of  things  I 

Down  from  bia  saddle  Sir  Eppo  springs, 

As  hghtly  as  if  he  were  furnished  with  wings, 

While  every  plate  in  his  armor  rings. 

The  words  that  he  uttered  were  short  and  tew, 

But  pretty  much  to  the  purpose  too, 

Aa  sternly  ha  asked,  with  lowering  brow, 

"Who's  been  and  done  it,  and  where  is  he  now?'' 

'Twere  long  to  tell 

Each  word  that  fell 
From  the  coral  lips  of  that  demoiselle ; 
However,  aa  far  as  I'm  able  to  see, 
The  pith  of  the  matter  appeared  to  be 
That  a  horrible  giant,  twelve  feet  high, 
Having  gazed  on  her  charms  with  a  covetoaa  eye, 
Had  stormed  their  caatle,  murdered  papa, 
Behaved  very  rudely  to  poor  dear  mamma. 
Walked  offwith  the  femily  jewels  and  plate, 
And  the  tin  and  herself  at  a  terrible  rate  ; 

Then  by  way  of  conclusion 

To  all  Ibis  confusion, 

Tied  her  up  like  a  dog 

To  a  nasty  great  log, 
To  induce  her  (the  brute)  to  become  Mrs.  Gog ; 
That  'twaa  not  the  least  use  for  Sir  Eppo  to  try 
To  chop  off  bis  head,  or  to  poke  out  his  eye, 
As  he'd  early  in  Ufe  done  a  bit  of  Achillea 
(Which,  far  better  than  taking  an  "  Old  Parr's  life- 
pill  "is). 
Had  been  dipped  in  the  Stys,  or  some  equally  old 

And  might    now  face    onharmed   a   battalion   of 


Bnt  she'd  thought  of  a  scheme 

Which  did  certainly  seem 
Very  likely  to  pay — no  mere  viwon  or  dream : — 
It  appears  that  the  giant  each  day  took  a  nap 
For  an  hour  (the  wretch!)  with  his  head  in  her  lap 
Oh,  ^e  hated  it  sol  but  then  what  could  she  do? 
Here  she  paused,  and  Sir  Eppo  remarked,  "  Very 

And  that  during  this  time  one  might  pinch,  punch, 

or  shahe  htm, 
Or  do  just  what  one  pleased,  bat  that  nothing 

wake  him. 

While  eachhorseandeach  man  in  the  emperor's  pay 
Would  not  be  sufficient  to  move  him  away. 
Without  magical  aid,  from  the  spot  where  ho  lay. 
In  an  old  oak  chest,  in  an  up-stairs  room 
Of  poor  papa's  castle,  was  kept  an  heir-loom, 
An  enchanted  net,  made  of  iron  links. 
Which  was  brought  from  Palestine,  she  thinks, 
By  her  great  grandpapa,  who  had  been  a  Crusader ; 
K  she  had  but  got  that,  she  was  sure  '•>  "■"■■I't  '•■^ 

Sir  Eppo,  kind  man, 

Approves  of  the  plan ; 
Says  he'll  do  all  she  wishes  as  quick  as 
Bega  she  won't  fret  if  the  time  should 
Snatches  a  kiss,  which  was  "  pleasant 
Mounts,  and  taking  a  fence  in  good  foi-hunting 

style, 
Bets  off  for  her  family^eat  on  the  Weil. 


t  would  aid 


The  sun  went  down, 
The  bright  slara  burned. 

The  morning  came, 
And  the  knigiit  returned ; 
The  net  he  spread 
O'er  the  giant's  bed. 
While  Eglantine,  and  Hare-bell  blue. 
And  some  nice  gceKU  moss  on  the  spot  he  threw ; 
Lest  perchance  the  monster  alarm  should  take, 
'  id  not  choose  to  sleep  from  being  too  wiide  amate. 
Hark  to  that  sound ! 
The  rocks  around 
Tremble — it  shakes  the  very  ground ; 

While  Irmengard  cries, 
And  tears  stream  from  her  eyes, — 
ladv-like  weakness  we  most  not  despise, 
(And'hcre,  let  me  add,  I  have  been  mucb  to  blame, 
As  I  long  ago  ought  to  have  mentioned  her  name) : 
"Here  he  comes  I  now  do  hide  yourself,  dear  Eppo, 

pray; 
For  my  sake,  I  entreat  you,  keep  out  of  his  way." 
Scarce  had  the  knight 
Time  to  get  out  of  sight 
Among  some   Uiick  bushes,   which  covered  him 

Ere  the  giant  appeared.    Oh !  he  waa  such  a  flight  I 
He  was  very  square  built,  a  good  twelve  feet  in 

And  his  wMStcoat  {three  yards  round  the  waist) 

seemed  too  tight; 
While,  to  add  even  yet  to  all  this  singularity. 
He  had  but  one  eye,  and  his  whiskers  were  carroty. 


What  an  anxious  moment !     Will  he  lie  down  ? 
Ah,  how  thoir  hearts  beat!  he  seems  to  frown, — 
No,  'tis  only  an  impudent  fly  that's  been  teasing 
His  anuilime  proboscis,  and  set  him  a  sneezing. 

Attish  hu  1  attish  hu  I 

You  brute,  how  I  wish  you 
Were  but  aa  genteel  as  the  Irish  lady, 

Dear  Mrs.  O'Grady, 
Who,  chancing  to  sneeze  in  a  noble  duke's  face, 
Hoped  she  hadn't  been  guilty  of  splashing  his  Grace. 
Sow,  lookout.     Yes,  he  will!    No,  he  won't!     By 

I  thought  be  was  taking  alarm  at  the  flowers ; 
But  it  luckily  seems,  his  gigantic  invention 
lias  at  once  set  them  down  as  a  little  attention 
On  Irmengard's  part,— done  by  way  of  suggestion 
That  she  means  to  say  "  Yes,"  when  ho  neit  pops 
the  question. 


From  heel  to  head,  and  from  head  to  heel, 

They  wrap  their  prey  in  that  net  of  steel. 

And'  they  croehi  the  edges  together  with  care. 

As  vou  finish  a  purse  for  a  fancy-fair. 

Till  the  last  knot  is  tied  by  the  diligent  pair. 

At  length  they  have  ended  tbeir  business  laborious. 

And  Eppo  shouts  "  Bagged  him,  by  all  that  is  glo- 
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No  billing  and  cooing, 
Ton  most  up  and  be  doing. 
Depend    on't.   Sir  Knfght,   this   is    no   time   for 

wooii^ ; 
You'll  discover,  nnless  jou  progress  rather  smarter. 
That  catching  a  giant's  Uke  catching  a  Tartar ; 
He  sMU  has  some  thirtj-five  minutes  to  sleep, 
Close  to  this  spot  hangs  a  precipice  steep, 
Like  Shakspere's  tail  cliff  which  they  show  one  at 

Drag  him  down  to  the  brink,  and  then  let  him  roll 

As  they  scarce  make  a  capital  crime  of  infanti- 

There  can't  be  anj  harm  in  a  little  giganlicide. 

"Pull  him,  and  haul  himi  take  care  of  hig  head  I 
Oh,  how  my  arms  ache— he's  as  heavy  aa  lead ! 


To!  heave  ho!   roll  him  along 

(It's  exceedingly  iueky  the  net's  pretiv  strong) ; 

Once  more— that's  it— there,  now,  I  think 

He's  done  to  a  turn,  he  rests  on  the  brink ; 

At  it  again,  and  over  he  goes 

To  furnish  a  feast  for  the  hooded  crowa ; 

Each  vulture  that  makes  the  Taurus  his  home 

May  dine  upon  giant  for  months  to  come." 

Lives  there  a  man  eo  thielt  of  head 
To  whom  it  must  in  words  be  said. 
How  Eppo  did  the  lady  wed, 
And  built  upon  the  giant's  bed 
A  castle,  walled  and  turretcd? 
We  will  hope  not;  or,  if  there  be, 
Defend  us  from  his  company '. 


ADVICE    TO    JOKER 


A  BEw  work  published  in  London,  entitled,  "The 
Hand-Book  of  Joking,"  gives  the  following  advice, 
which  is  worthy  of  remembrance : 

"Always  let  your  jokes  be  well-timed.  Any 
time  will  do  for  a  good  joke,  but  no  time  will  do 
for  a  bad  one.  Any  place  will  fit,  provided  the 
joke  itself  be  fitting,  but  it  never  fila  if  a  joke  be 
out  of  its  place.  No  man  can  order  a  joke  as  he 
would  his  coat,  at  Staltz's,  or  bis  boots  at  Hoby's. 
Jokes  are  not  only  often  out  of  order,  but  we  have 
known  jokers  ordered  out;  in  short,  any  man  who 
attempts  to  joke  out  of  order,  should  either  be 
provided  with  a  strait  waistcoat,  or  be  kicked 
oat  of  sotnety.     In  concocting  jokes  as  in  making 


puddings,  each  person  employs  similar  materials, 
but  the  quality  of  the  dish  is  entirely  dependent  on 
the  still  of  the  artiste.  As  gold  becomes  refined 
by  passing  through  the  ordeal  of  fire,  so  truth  is 
the  purer  for  being  tested  by  the  furnace  of  fun  ; 
for  jokes  are,  to  lacts,  what  melting  polfl  are  to 
metal.  The  uttererof  a  good  joke  is  a  useful  mem- 
ber of  society,  but  the  maker  of  a  bad  one  is  a 
more  despicable  character  than  the  veriest  coiner 
by  profession. 

"  A  joke  from  a  gentleman  is  an  act  of  charity ; 
an  uncharitable  joke  is  an  ungentlemanly  act.  The 
retort  courteous  is  the  touchstone  of  good  feeling; 
the  reply  churlish  the  proof  of  cold-headed  stupidity." 
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L   MAN    MILLINEE, 


A  MAS  MILLINER. 


About  ten  o'clocfc  one  Sunday  morning,  in  the 
month  of  July,  188 — .the  daziling  aunbearaa  wliich 
had  for  many  hours  irradiated  a  little  dismal  back 
attic  in  one  of  the  closest  courts  mUo'I'"^  Oxford 
street,  in  Iiondou,  and  stimulated  with  their  inten- 
sity the  closed  eyelids  of  a  young  man  lying  in  bed, 
at  length  awolie  him.  He  rubbed  his  eyes  for  some 
time,  to  relieve  liimself  from  the  irritatioo  he  expe- 
rienced in  them ;  and  yawned  and  stretched  his 
limbs  with  a  heavy  sense  of  weariness,  as  though 
his  sleep  had  not  reO^shed  him.  He  presently  cast 
his  eyes  on  the  heap  of  clothes  tying  huddled  to- 
gether on  the  backless  chair  by  the  bedside,  and 
where  he  hod  hastily  flung  them  about  an  hour  after 
midnight;  at  which  time  he  had  returned  from  a 
great  draper's  shop  in  Oiford  street,  where  he 
served  as  a  shopman,  and  where  he  had  nenrly 
dropped  asleep  after  a  long  day's  work,  while  in  the 
act  of  putting  up  the  shutters.  He  could  hnrdly  keep 
his  eyes  open  while  he  andressed,  short  aa  was  the 
time  it  took  him  to  do  so ;  and  on  dropping  ex- 
hausted into  bed,  there  he  had  continued  in  deep 
onbroken  sluiDber  till  the  moment  he  is  presented 
to  the  reader.  He  lay  for  several  minutes,  fltretoh- 
ing,  yawning,  and  ^gbing,  occadonally  casting  an 
irresolute  eye  towari^  the  tiny  fireplace,  where  lay 
a  modicum  of  wood  and  coat,  with  a  tinder-box  and 
a  match  or  two  placed  upon  the  hob,  so  that  he 
could  easily  light  his  fire  for  the  purposes  of  shar- 
ing and  break^sting.  He  stepped  at  lengtb  lazily 
out  of  bed,  and  when  he  felt  his  feet,  again  yawned 
and  stretched  himself,  then  he  lit  Ms  fire,  placed 
bis  hit  of  a  kettle  on  the  top  of  it,  and  returned  to 
bed,  where  ho  lay  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  fire, 
watching  the  cracking  blaze  insinuating  itself 
through  the  wood  and  coal.  Once,  however,  it  be- 
gan to  fail,  BO  he  had  to  get  up  and  aaaist  it  by 
blowing  and  bits  of  paper ;  and  it  seemed  in  so  pre- 
carious a  state  that  he  determined  not  again  to  lie 


down,  but  sit  on  the  bed-side,  as  he  did  with  liia  arms 
folded,  ready  to  resume  operations  if  necessary.  In 
this  posture  he  remained  for  some  time,  watching  bis 
little  fire,  and  listlessly  Uslening  to  the  discordant 
jangling  of  innumerable  church-bells,  clamorously 
calling  the  citizens  to  their  devotions.  Wtiat  passed 
through  his  mind  was  something  like  the  follow- 

"Heigho!— Oh,  Lord  I— Dull  as  ditch-water!— 
This  is  my  only  holiday,  yet  I  don't  seem  to  enjoy 
it — the  fact  is,  I  feel  knocked  up  with  my  week's 
work. — Lord,  what  a  life  mine  is,  to  be  sure  !  Here 
am  I,  in  my  eight-and-twentieth  year,  and  for  four 
long  years  have  been  one  of  the  shopmen  at  Dow- 
las, "Tagrag,  Bobbin  and  Company's — slavine  from 
seven  o^clock  in  the  morning  till  ten  at  night,  and 
all  for  a  salary  of  £36  a  year  and  my  board  I  And 
Mr.  Tagrag  is  always  telling  me  how  high  he's 
raised  my  salary.  Thirty-five  pounds  a-year  is  all 
1  have  for  lodging,  and  appearing  like  a  gentleman! 
Oh,  Lord,  it  can't  last,  for  sometimes  I  feel  getting 
desperate — such  strange  thoughts  1  Seven  shillingfl 
a-week  do  I  pay  for  this  cursed  hole — [ho  uttered 
these  words  with  a  bitter  emphasis,  accompanied  by 
a  disgustful  look  round  the  little  room] — that  one 
couldn't  swing  a  cat  in  without  touching  the  four 
sides  I — Last  winter,  three  of  our  gents  (i.  e.  his  fel- 
low-shopmen) came  to  tea  with  me  one  Sunday 
night ;  and  bitter  cold  as  it  was,  we  made  this  d — d 
doghole  BO  hot  we  were  obUged  to  open  the  win- 
dons  I  And  as  for  accommodations — I  recollect  I 
had  to  borrow  two  nasty  chairs  from  the  people  be- 
low, who,  on  the  next  Sunday,  borrowed  my  only 
decanter  in  return,  and,  hang  thera,  cracked  it  1 — 
Curse  me,  if  this  fife  is  worth  havingl  It's  all  the 
very  vanity  of  vanities,  and  no  mistake  1  Fag,  fag, 
&g,  all  one's  days,  and — what  for?  Thirty-five 
pounds  a-year,  and  'no  adiHinee!'  Bah,  bells!  ring 
away  till  you're  all  cracked ! — Xow  do  you  think  I'm 
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694  A   MAN 

going  to  be  mewed  np  in  church  on  (his  the  only 
day  out  of  the  seven  I've  got  to  siveeten  myself  in, 
and  Bniff  fresh  airP  A  precious  joke  tiiat  would  be ! 
Whew  1 — after  all,  I'd  as  leave  sit  here ;  for  what's 
the  use  of  my  going  out  ?  Evaty  body  I  see  out  is 
happy,  eioepting  me,  and  the  poor  chaps  that  are 
like  me  1 — Every  body  laughs  when  they  see  me,  and 
know  that  I'm  only  a  tallow-faced  counter-jumper, 
for  whom  it's  no  use  to  go  out  1— Oh,  Lord!  what's 
the  use  of  being  good-looking,  as  some  chaps  say  I 
am?" — Here  be  instinctively  passed  Ilia  left  hand 
through  a  profusion  of  sandy-colored  hair,  and  cast 
an  eye  towards  the  bit  of  fractured  looking-glass 
that  hung  against  the  wall,  and  which,  by  felthfully 
representing  to  him  a  by  no  means  plain  set  of 
features  (despite  the  dismal  hue  of  his  hair)  when- 
ever he  chose  to  appeal  to  it,  had  afforded  him  more 
eiyoyment  than  any  other  object  in  the  world  for 
years.  "  Ah,  Lord  I  many  and  many's  the  fine  gal 
Fve  done  my  best  to  attract  tlie  notice  of,  while  1 


luck  to  many  a  chap  like  me,  in  the  same  line  of 
speculation ;  look  at  Tom  Tarnish — how  did  he  get 
Miss  Twang,  the  rich  piano-forta  maker's  daughter  • 
— and  now  he's  cut  the  shop,  and  lives  at  Hackney 
like  a  regular  ^ntleman!  Ah  I  that  was  a  stroke ! 
But  somehow,  it  hasn't  answered  with  me  yet :  the 
gals  don't  take  I  I/jrd,  how  I  liave  set  my  eyes  and 
ogled  them — all  of  them  don't  seem  to  dislike  the 
thing — andsometiraes  they'll  smile,  in  aSflrtof  way 
that  says  I'm  safe— but  'tis  no  use,  not  a  bit  of  it! — 
My  eyes !  catch  me,  by  the  way,  ever  nodding  again 
to  a  lady  on  the  Sunday,  that  had  smiled  when  I 
stared  at  her  while  serving  her  in  the  shop — after 
what  happened  to  me  a  month  or  two  ago  in  the 
Park!  Didn't  I  feel  like  damaged  goods,  just  then! 
But,  it's  no  matter,  women  are  so  different  at  differ- 
ent timeal — Very  likely  I  mismanaged  the  thing. — 
By  the  way,  what  a  precious  puppy  of  a  chap  the 
fellow  was  that  came  up  to  her  at  the  time  she 
stepped  out  of  her  carriage  to  walk  a  bit  I     As  for 

rd  looks — cut  me  lo  ribbons" — another  glance  at 
class — "  no ;  I  fdn't  afraid  there,  neither — but, 
heigh-ho !  I  suppose  he  was,  as  they  sny,  born  with 
a  golden  spoon  in  his  mouth,  and  never  so  many 
thousand  a-year,  to  moke  np  to  him  for  never  so  fevr 
brainsl  He  was  uncommon  well  dressed  though,  I 
must  own.  What  trowsers!— they  stuck  so  natural 
to  him,  he  might  have  been  born  in  them.  And 
his  waistcoat,  and  satin  slock — what  an  air!  And 
yet,  his  figure  was  nothing  iiei^  out  of  the  Tfiiy! 
His  gloves,  as  while  as  snow  I  I've  no  doubt  he 
wears  a  pair  of  them  a-day — my  stars !  that's  three 
and  siipence  a-day,  for  don't  I  know  what  they 
cost? — Whew !  if  I  had  but  the  cash  to  carry  on 
tliat  sort  of  thhig! — And  when  he  had  seen  her  into 
her  carriage — the  horse  he  got  on  I — and  what  a 
tip-top  groora— that  chap's  wages,  I'll  answer  for  it, 
were  equal  to  my  saUiry !"  Here  was  a  long  pause. 
"Now,  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  only  suppose 
hick  was  to  befall  me.  Say  somebody  was  to  leave 
me  lota  of  cash — many  thousands  a-year,  or  some- 
thing in  that  line  !  My  stars  I  wouldn't  I  go  it  with 
the  best  of  them !"  Another  long  pause.  "  Gad,  I 
really  should  hardly  know  how  to  be^  to  spend 
it ! — 1  think,  by  the  way,  I'd  buy  a  title  to  set  off 
with— for  what  won't  money  buyf  The  thing's 
often  done— there  was  a  great  biscuit-maker  in  the 
city,  the  other  day,  made  a  baronet  of,  all  for  his 
money — and  why  riiouldn't  I !"    He  grew  a  little 


heated  with  the  progress  of  his  reflections,  clasping 
his  handa  with  involuntary  energy,  as  ho  etretched 
them  out  to  their  fiiUest  cstcnt,  to  give  effect  to  a 
very  hearty  yawn,  "  Lord,  only  think  how  it  would 
sound ! 

"Sir  TiTTLEBiT  TiTuonsE,  Baroket. 

"  The  very  first  place  I'd  go  to  after  I'd  got  my 
title,  and  was  rigged  out  in  Stultze's  tip-top,  should 
be — our  cursed  shop,  to  buy  a  dozen  or  two  pair  of 
white  kid.  Wliat  a  flutter  there  would  be  among 
the  poor  pale  devils  as  were  standing,  just  as  ever, 
behind  the  counters,  at  Dowlas,  Tagrag  and  Co.'s, 
when  my  carriage  drew  up,  and  I  stepped  into  the 
shop  I  Tagrag  would  come  and  attend  to  me  him- 
sel£  No  he  wouldn't — pride  wouldn't  let  him.  I 
don't  know,  though  ;  what  wouldn't  he  do  to  turn  a 
penny,  and  make  two  and  ninepence  into  three  and 
a  penny.  I  shouldn't  quite  come  Captain  Stiff  over 
him ;  but  I  should  treat  him  with  a  kind  of  an  air, 
too,  as  if — hem!  how  delightful!"  A  sigh  and  a 
pause.  '-Yes,  I  should  often  corae  to  the  shop. 
Gad,  it  would  be  half  the  fun  of  my  fortune  I  And 
they  would  envy  me,  to  be  sure!  Bow  one  should 
enjoy  iti  I  wouldn't  think  of  marrying  till — and 
yet  I  won't  say  either  ;  if  I  get  among  some  of  them 
out  and  outers — those  Grst-rate  articles — that  lady, 
for  instance,  the  other  day  in  the  Pari — I  should 
like  to  see  her  cut  me  as  she  did,  with  ten  thousand 
a-year  in  my  pocket  1  Why,  she'd  be  running  after 
me,  or  there's  no  truth  in  novels,  which  Fm  sure 
there's  olien  a  great  deal  in.  Oh,  of  course,  I 
might  marry  whom  I  pleased.  Who  couldn't  be 
got  with  ten  thousand  a-yearl"  Another  pause. 
"I  should  go  abroad  to  Russia  directly;  for  they 
tell  me  there's  a  man  lives  there  who  could  dye  this 
hair  of  mine  any  color  I  liked — egad!  I'd  come 
home  as  black  as  a  crow,  and  hold  up  my  head  as 
high  OS  any  of  them!  While  I  was  about  it,  I'd 
have  a  touch  at  my  eyebrows" — Crash  went  alt  his 
casUe-building  at  the  sound  of  his  tea-kettle,  hiss- 
ing, whizzing,  sputtering  in  the  agonies  of  boiling 
over;  aa  if  the  intolerable  heat  of  the  fire  had 
driven  desperate  the  poor  creature  placed  upon  it, 
who  instinctively  tried  thus  t«  eitinguish  the  cause 
of  its  anguish.  Having  taken  it  off  and  placed  it 
upon  the  hob,  and  placed  on  the  fire  a  tiny  frag- 
ment of  fresh  coal,  he  began  to  make  preparations 
for  shaving,  by  pouring  some  of  the  hot  water  into 
an  old  tea-cup,  which  was  presently  to  serve  for  the 
purpose  of  breakfast.  Then  he  spread  out  a  hit  of 
crumpled  whity-brown  paper,  that  had  folded  up  a 
couple  of  segars  which  he  had  bought  over-night  for 
the  Sunday's  special  enjoyment — and  which,  if  he 
had  supposed  they  had  come  fi'Om  any  place  beyond 
the  four  seas,  I  imagine  him  to  have  been  slightly 
mistaken.  He  placed  this  bit  of  paper  on  the  little 
mantel-piece ;  drew  his  solitary,  well-worn  razor 
several  times  across  the  pahn  of  his  left  hand; 
dipped  his  brush,  worn  within  the  third  of  an  inch 
to  tiie  stump,  into  the  hot  water;  presentiy  passed 
it  over  as  much  of  his  tote  as  he  intended  to  shave ; 
then  rubbed  on  the  damp  surface  a  bit  of  yellow 
soap — and  in  less  than  five  minutes  Mr.  Titmouse 
was  a  shaved  man.  But  mark — ^lon't  suppose  that 
he  had  performed  an  extensive  operation.  One 
would  have  thought  him  anxious  to  get  rid  of  as 
much  aa  possible  of  his  abominable  eandy-colored 
hair — quite  the  contrary. 

Every  hair  of  his  spreading  whiskers  was  sacred 
from  the  touch  of  steel ;  and  a  bnshy  crop  of  hair 
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Etretched  underneath  hia  chin,  coming  curled  out 
on  eacti  side  of  it,  above  hia  stocl:,  like  two  llttie 
liorna  or  tusks.  An  imperial — J.  e.,  a  dirt-eolored 
tuft  of  hair,  permitted  to  grow  perpendiculariy  down 
the  upper  lip  of  puppies — and  a  pair  of  promising 
mustachioa,  poor  Mr.  Titmouse  had  been  compelled 
to  Bacrifiue  some  time  before,  to  the  tjranniual 
whimsies  of  his  vulgar  emplojers,  Messrs.  Dowlas 
and  Tagrag,  who  imagined  tbcm  not  to  be  exactly 
suitabia  appendages  for  counter-jumpers.  So  that 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  space  shaved  over  on  this 
occa«on  was  somewhat  circumscritied.  This  opera- 
^on  over,  he  took  out  of  his  trank  an  oid  dirtj- 
looking  pomatum-pot.  A  little  of  its  contents,  ex- 
tracted on  the  tips  of  hia  two  forefingers,  he  stroked 
carefully  into  his  eyebrows ;  then  spreading  some 
on  the  palms  of  his  hands,  lie  rubbed  it  vigorously 
into  his  stubborn  hidr  and  whiskers  for  some  quar- 
ter of  an  hour ;  and  then  combed  and  brushed  bis 
hjir  into  half  a  dozen  different  dispoMlions — so  fas- 
tidious in  that  matter  was  Ur.  Titmouse.  Then  he 
dipped  the  end  of  a  towel  into  a  tittle  water,  and 
twisting  it  round  his  right  fore-Anger,  passed  it 
gently  over  his  face,  carefully  avoiding  his  eye- 
brows, and  the  hair  at  the  top,  sides,  and  bottom  of 
his  face,  which  he  then  wiped  with  a  drj  corner  of 
the  towel;  and  no  further  did  Mr.  Tittlebat  Tit- 
mouse think  it  necessary  to  carry  his  ablutions. 
Had  he  been  able  to  "see  himself  as  others  saw 
him,"  in  respect  of  those  neglected  regions  which 
lay  somewhere  behind  and  beneath  Us  ears,  be 
might  not  pos^bly  have  thought  it  superfluous  to 
irritate  them  with  a  little  soap  and  water;  but,  after 
all,  he  knew  best ;  it  might  have  given  him  cold ; 
and  besides,  his  hair  was  very  thick  and  long  be- 
hind, and  might,  perhaps,  conueak  any  thing  that 
was  unsightly.  Then  Mr.  Titmouse  drew  from  nn- 
derneath  the  bed  a  bottle  of  Warren's  "incompara- 
ble blacking,"  and  a  couple  of  brushes,  with  great 
labor  and  skill  polishing  his  boots  up  to  a  wonder- 
ful point  of  brilliancy.  Having  washed  his  hands, 
and  replaced  his  blacking  implements  under  the 
bed,  he  devoted  a  few  momenta  to  boiling  ahoQt 
three  teaapoonfuls  of  coffee  (as  it  was  styled  on  the 
paper  from  which  he  took,  and  in  which  he  had 
bought  it — whereas  it  waa,  in  tact,  chicory,)  Then 
he  drew  forth  from  bis  trunk  a  calico  shirt,  with 
linen  wristbands  and  collars,  which  had  been  worn 
only  twice  since  its  last  washing — i.  «,,  on  the  pre- 
ceding two  Sundays — and  put  it  on,  taking  great 
care  not  to  rumple  a  very  showy  front,  cont^ning 
three  little  rows  of  frills;  in  the  middle  one  of 
which  he  stuck  three  "studs,"  connected  together 
with  two  Uttle  gilt  chains,  looking  exceedingly  sty- 
lish— especially  coupled  with  a  span-new  satin  stock, 
which  he  next  buckled  round  his  neck.  Having  put 
on  his  br^ht  boots  (without,  I  am  sorry  to  aay,  any 
stockings]  he  carefully  insinuated  his  legs  into  a 
pajr  of  white  trowsers,  for  the  first  time  smce  their 
last  washing;  and  what  with  his  short  sl^ps  and 
high  braces,  they  were  so  tight  that  you  would  have 
feared  their  bursting,  if  he  should  have  eat  hastily. 
I  am  almost  afraid  that  I  shall  hardly  be  believed, 
but  it  is  a  &ct,  that  the  next  thing  that  he  Aid  was 
to  attach  a  pair  of  spurs  to  hia  boots ; — bat,  to  be 
sure,  it  was  not  impossible  that  he  might  intend  to 
ride  during  the  day.  Then  he  put  on  a  qaeer  kind 
of  undcr-waiatcoat,  which  infaB>w*Bonly  a  roll-collar 
of  rather  faded  pea-green  silk.  Mid  designed  to  set  off 
a  very  fine  flowered  damson-colored  silk  waistcoat ; 
over  which  he  drew  a  maseiTe  mosaic  gold  chiua 


(to  purchase  which  he  had  sold  a  serviceable  silver 
watch)  which  had  been  carefully  wrapped  up  in  cot- 
ton wool ;  from  which  soft  depository,  also,  he  drew 
HIS  RING  (those  must  have  been  sharp  eyes  that 
could  tell,  at  a  distance,  and  in  a  hurry,  that  it  was 
not  diamond),  which  he  placed  on  the  stumpy  little 
finger  of  his  red  and  thick  right  hand — and  contem- 
plated its  sparkle  with  exquisite  satisfiiotjon. 

Having  proceeded  thus  &r  with  his  toilet,  be  sat 
down  to  his  breakfast,  spreading  the  shirt  he  had 
taken  off  upon  his  lap,  to  preserve  hia  white  trow- 
sers from  spot  or  stain — his  thoughts  alternating 
between  his  late  waking  vision  and  his  purposes  for 
the  day.  He  had  no  butter,  having  used  the  last 
on  the  preceding  morning ;  so  he  was  fain  to  put 
up  with  dry  bread — and  very  dry  and  teeth-trying 
it  was,  poor  fellow — but  his  eye  ht  on  hia  ring  1 
Having  swallowed  two  cupa  of  his  quaai-ciiftee, 
(eughf  such  stuff!)  he  resumed  his  toilet,  by  draw- 
ing out  of  his  other  trank  his  blue  surtout,  with  em- 
bossed silk  buttons  and  velvet  collar,  and  an  outside 
pocket  in  the  left  breast.  Having  smoothed  down' 
a  few  creases,  he  put  it  on.  Then,  before  him  the 
little  vulgar  flection  of  a  glass,  be  stood  twitching 
about  the  collar,  and  sleeves,  and  front,  so  as  to 
make  them  sit  well ;  concluding  with  a  careful  elon- 
gation of  the  wristbands  of  his  shirt,  so  as  to  show 
their  whiteness  gracefully  beyond  the  cuff  of  his 
coat-sleeve — and  he  succeeded  in  producing  a  sort 
of  white  boundary  line  between  the  blue  of  his  cuat- 
sloeve  and  the  red  of  hia  hand.  At  that  useful  mem- 
ber he  could  not  help  looking  with  a  sigh,  as  he  had 
often  done  before — for  it  was  not  a  handsome  hand. 
It  was  broad  and  red,  and  the  lingers  were  thick 
and  stumpy,  and  very  coarse  deep  wrinliles  at  every 
Joint.  His  niuls  also  were  flat  and  shapeless ;  and 
he  used  to  be  continually  gnawing  them,  till  he  had 
succeeded  in  getting  them  down  to  the  quick — and 
they  were  a  sight  to  set  a  Christian's  teeth  on  edge. 
Then  he  extracted  (com  the  first-mentioned  trank  a 
white  pocket-handkerchief — an  exemplary  one,  that 
had  gone  through  four  Sundays'  show  (not  ute,  be 
it  understood,)  and  yet  waa  capable  of  exhibition 
again.  A  pair  of  sky-colored  kid  gloves  next  made 
their  appearance;  which,  however,  showed  such 
barefaced  marks  of  former  service  as  rendered  in- 
dispensable a  ten  minntes'  rubbing  with  bread 
crumbs.  His  Sunday  hat,  carefully  covered  with 
silver-paper,  was  next  gently  removed  from  its  well- 
worn  bos — ah,  how  hghtly  and  delicately  did  he 
pass  bis  smoothing  hand  round  its  glossy  surface ! 
Lastly,  he  took  down  a  thin  black  cane,  with  a  gilt 
head,  and  full  brown  taasel,  from  a  peg  behind  the 
door — and  his  toilet  waa  complete,  uiying  down 
his  cane  for  a  moment,  be  pasaed  his  hands  again 
through  his  hiur,  arranging  it  so  as  to  fall  nicely  on 
each  side  beneath  his  hat,  which  he  then  placed 
upon  his  head,  with  an  elegant  inclination  towards 
the  left  Mde,  He  was  really  not  bad-looking,  in 
spite  of  his  sandy-colored  hair.  His  forehead,  to  be 
sure,  was  contracted,  and  his  eyes  of  a  very  light 
color,  and  a  trifle  too  protuberant ;  but  his  mouth 
was  rather  well-formed,  and  being  seldom  closed, 
exhibited  very  beautiful  teeth  ;  and  his  nose  was  of 
that  description  which  generally  passes  for  a  Roman 
nose.  His  countenance  wore  generally  a  smile,  and 
was  expressive  of— self-satisfaction  ;  and  surely  any 
eipression  is  better  than  none  at  all.  As  for  the 
sUghtest  trace  of  intellect  in  it,  I  should  be  mislead- 
ing the  reader  if  I  were  toaay  any  thing  of  the  sort. 
He  waa  about  five  feet  five  inchea  in  height,  and 
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Here  joa  have,  then,  Mr.  Tittlebat  Titmouse  to 
the  life— certaiely  no  more  than  an  average  sample 
of  his  kind.    Well-^e 
put  his  bat  on,  as  I  have 
said;  buttoned  the  low- 
est two  buttons  of  hia 
Burtout,   and  stuck  hia 
white    pocket-handker- 
chief into  the  outade 
pocket,  in  Iront, 
ready    tnentionet 


with  8 


t  of  c 


carelessness — a  graceful 
contrast  to  tbe  blue ; 
drew  on  his  gloves ; 
took  his  cane  in  hia 
hand;  drained  the  last 
sad  remnant  in  hia  cof- 


»nd,  the 


shining  in  the  full  splen- 
dor of  a,  Jul;  noon,  and 
promising  a  glorioua 
day,  forth  sallied  this 
poor  fellow,  an  Oxford 
street  Adonis,  going 
forEh  conquering  and  to 

flonquer!  Petty  finery  without,  a  pinched  and 
stinted  stomach  within ;  a  ca^  of  Rack  versus  Belly 
(as  the  lawyers  would  say)  the  pliuntiff  winning  in 
B  CBnl«rl  Forth  sallied,  I  say,  Mr.  Titmouse,  down 
the  narrow,  creaking,  close  staircase,  which  he  had 
not  quitted  before  he  heard  esclaimed  from  an  op- 
posite window,  "  My  eyes,  ain't  that  a  swell  i"  He 
ielt  how  true  the  observation  was,  and  tlwt  at  that 
moment  he  was  somewhat  out  of  his  element ;  so  he 
hurried  on,  and  soon  reached  the  great  broad  street, 
apostrophiied  by  the  celebrated  Opium-Eater,  with 
bitter  feeling,  as — "  Oxford  street ! — stony-hearted 
step-mother  1 — Thou  that  liatenest  to  the  sighs  of 
orphans,  and  drinkest  the  tears  of  children."  Here, 
though  his  spirits  were  not  just  then  very  buoyant, 
the  poor  dandy  breathed  more  freely  than  when  he 
was  passing  through  the  nasty  crowded  court 
(Closet  Court)  which  he  had  just  quitted.  He 
passed  and  met  hundreds  who,  like  himself,  seemed 
released  for  a,  precious  day's  interval  from  intense 
toil  and  miserable  conlinement  during  the  week ; 
but  there  were  not  many  of  them  who  had  any  pre- 
tendons  to  vie  with  him  in  elegance  of  appearance — 
and  that  was  a  luxaty  I  Who  could  do  justice  to 
the  air  with  which  he  strutted  along  ?  He  felt  as 
happy,  poor  soul,  in  his  little  ostentation,  as  his  Co- 
rinthian rival  in  tip-top  turnout,  after  twice  as  long, 
and  as  anxious,  and  fifty  times  as  expensive  prepara- 
tions for  effective  public  display!  Nay,  sny  poor 
swell  was  greatly  the  superior  of  such  a  one  aa  I 
have  alluded  to.  Titmouse  did,  to  a  great  degree, 
bedizen  his  back  at  the  expense  of  his  belly ;  where- 
as, the  Corinthian  exquisite,  too  often  taking  advan- 
tage of  station  and  influence,  recklessly  both  sati- 
ates hia  appetite  within,  and  decorates  his  person 
without,  at  the  expense  of  innumerable  heart-aching 
creditors.  I  do  not  mean,  however,  to  cluJin  any 
real  merit  for  Titmouse  on  this  score,  because  I  am 
not  sure  how  he  would  act  if  he  were  to  become 


of  his  magnificent  rival's  means  and  op- 
portunities for  the  perpetration  of  gentlemaidy 
frauds  on  a  splendid  scale.  But  we  shall,  perhaps, 
see  by  and  by.  He  walked  along  with  leisurely 
step;  for  haste  and  perspiration  were  vulgar,  and 
he  had  the  day  before  him. 

Observe  the  careless  glance  of  self-sat  isfaction 
with  which  he  occasionally  regarded  hia  bright 
boots,  with  their  martial  appendage,  giving  out  a 
faint  tingling  sound  as  he  heavily  trod  the  broad 
flags;  his  spotless  tronsera,  his  tight  surtout,  and 
the  tip  of  white  handkerchief  peeping  accidentally 
out  in  front  I  A  pleasant  aght  it  was  to  behold 
htm  in  a  chance  rencontre  with  some  one  genteel 


right  leg  easily  bent  outwards;  his  right  hand 
Ughtly  holdhig  his  ebon  cane,  with  tbe  gilt  head  of 
which  be  occaidonally  tapped  his  teeth ;  and  his 
eyea,  half-closed,  scrutinizing  the  face  and  figure  of 
each  "prdt}/  gal"  as  she  passed  I  This  was  indeed 
happiness,  aa  far  aa  hia  forlorn  condition  could  ad- 
mit of  his  enjoying  it.  He  had  no  particular  object 
in  view.  A  tiff  over  night  with  two  of  his  shop- 
mates  had  broken  ofi'aparty  which  they  had  agreed 
the  Sunday  preceding  in  forming,  to  go  to  Green- 
it  iuh  on  the  ensuing  Sunday ;  and  this  little  circum- 
stance a  little  soured  his  temper,  depressed  as  were 
his  spirits  before.  He  resolved  to-day  to  walk 
straight  on,  and  dine  somewhere  a  little  way  out  of 
town,  by  way  of  passing  the  time  till  four  o'clock, 
at  which  hour  he  intended  to  make  his  appearance 
in  Hyde  Park,  "to  see  the  fashions,"  which  was  his 
favorite  Sunday  occapation. 

His  condition  was,  indeed,  forlorn  in  the  extreme. 
To  say  nothing  of  his  prospect!  in  life — what  was 
his  present  condition  ?  A  shopman,  with  £86  a-year, 
out  of  which  he  had  to  find  bis  clothing,  washing, 
lodging,  and  all  other  incidental  expenses — his 
board  being  found  him  by  his  employers.  He  was 
five  weeks  in  arrear  ia  his  landlady — a  corpnient 
old  termagant,  whom  nothing  could  have  induced 
him  to  risk  offending,  bat  his  overmastering  love  of 
finery ;  for  1  grieve  to  say,  that  this  deficiency  had 
been  occasioned  by  his  purchase  of  the  ring  he  then 
wore  with  SO  much  pride.  How  he  had  contrived 
to  pacify  her — lie  upon  lie  as  he  must  have  bad  re- 
course to — I  know  not.  He  was  in  debt,  too,  to  bis 
poor  washerwoman  in  HX  or  seven  shillings  for 
nearly  a  quarter's  waaliiug;  and  owed  live  times 
that  amount  to  a  httle  old  tailor,  who,  with  huge 
spectacles  on  his  nose,  turned  up  to  him,  out  of  a 
little  cupboard  which  he  occaiwed  in  Closet  Court, 
and  which  Titmouse  had  to  pass  whenever  he  went 
to  or  from  his  lodgings,  a  lean,  sallow,  wrinkled 
face,  imploring  him  to  "  settle  his  small  account." 
All  the  cash  in  hand  which  he  had  to  meet  contin- 
gencies between  that  day  and  quarter-day,  which 
was  six  weeks  off,  was  about  twenty-six  shillings,  of 
which  he  had  taken  one  for  the  present  day's  ex- 
penses f 

Revolving  these  somewhat  disheartening  matt  era 
in  his  mind,  he  passed  easily  and  leisurely  along  the 
whole  length  of  Oxford  street.  No  one  could  have 
judged  from  his  dressy  appearance,  the  constant 
smirk  on  his  face,  and  his  confident  air,  how  very 
miserable  that  poor  dandy  was ;  but  thrce-fourtla 
of  his  misery  were  occasioned  by  the  impossibility 
he  felt  of  his  ever  being  ab!c  to  indulge  in  his  pro- 
pensities for  finery  and  display.  Nothing  better 
had  he  to  occupy  his  few  thoughts.    He  had  had 
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oulv  a  plain  mereantile  education,  as  it  is  called, 
i  e  readinji;  Mriting  and  arithmetic:  beyond  a 
verv  moderate  acquaintance  with  these,  he  knew 
nothmg  whatever  not  having  read  more  than  a  few 
novels,  and  plays,  and  sporting  nenspapers. 

On  he  walked  tawarda  Bayswater ;  and  finding  It 


697 

wafl  yet  early,  and  conadering  that  the  farthest  he 
went  fi-om  town  the  better  prospect  there  was  of  hie 
being  able,  with  a  little  sacviSce  of  appearances,  to 
get  a  dinner  con^tent  with  the  nieana  he  carried 
about  .with  him,  viz.,  one  shilling,  he  pursued  his 
wa;  a  mile  or  two  beyond  Bayswater,  and,  sure 
enough,  came  at  length  upon  a  nice  little  public- 
boose  on  the  road^de,  called  the  Squaretoes  Arms. 
Very  tu'ed,  and  quite  smothered  with  dust,  he  first 
sat  down  in  a  small  back  room  to  rest  himself;  and 
took  the  opportunity  to  call  for  a  clothes-brush  and 
shoe'brush,  to  reheve  his  clothes  and  boots  from 
the  heavy  dust  upon  them.  Having  thus  attended 
to  his  outer  man,  as  far  as  circumstances  would  per- 
mit, he  bethought  himself  of  his  Inner  man,  whose 
cravings  be  satisfied  with  a  pretty  a|ibsCantial  mut- 
ton-pie and  a  pint  of  porter.  This  fare,  together 
with  a  penny  to  the  httle  girl  who  waited  on  him, 
cost  him  tenpence ;  and  having  somewhat  refreshed 
himspll,  he  began  to  think  of  returning  to  town. 
Haling  ht  one  of  his  two  segara,  he  sallied  forth, 
puffing  along  with  an  air  of  quiet  eiyoyinent.  Din- 
ner, however  humble,  seldom  fails,  especially  when 
accompanied  by  a  fair  draught  of  good  porter,  in 
ROme  lonsiderable  degree  to  tranquillize  the  animal 
spirits ,  and  that  soothing  effect  began  soon  to  be 
eiperienced  by  Mr.  Titmouse.  The  sedative  ixaiie 
he  erroneously  attributed  to  the  segar  he  was 
smoking ;  whereas  in  feet  the  only  tobacco  he  had 
imbibed  was  from  the  porter.  But,  however  that 
might  be,  be  certainly  n 
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It  so  happens  that,  throughout  my  life,  I  have 
had  occasion  uuly  for  half  a  house,  and,  from  mo- 
tives of  economy,  have  been  unwilling  to  pay  rent 
for  a  whole  one ;  but — there  can  be  on  earth,  I  find, 
no  resting-place  for  him  who  is  so  unhappy  as  to 
want  only  "  lialf  a  house."  In  the  course  of  the 
last  eight  years,  I  have  occupied  one  hundred  and 
forty-Siree  different  lodgings,  running  the  gauntlet 
twice  through  all  London  and  Westminster,  and, 
oftener  than  I  can  remember,  the  "out-parishes" 
through  1  As  "two  removes"  are  as  bad  as  a  fire, 
it  follows  that  I  have  gone  seventy-one  times  and  a 
half  through  the  horrors  of  confiagration !  And,  in 
every  place  where  I  have  Uved,  it  has  been  tny  fate 
to  bo  domiciled  with  a  monster  I  But  my  voice 
shall  be  heard,  as  a  voice  upon  the  house-top,  cry- 
ing out  until  1  find  relief.  I  have  been  ten  i^ys  al- 
ready in  the  abode  from  which  I  now  w 
cannot,  in  reason,  look  to  slay  more  than 
four  more.  I  hear  people  talk  of  "  the  gr 
lodging  (at  worst)  that  a  man  is  "  sure  of ;"  but,  if 
tliere  be  one  resurrecUon-man  alive  when  I  die,  as 
sure  as  quarter-day,  I  shall  be  taken  up  again. 

The  first  trial  I  endured  when  I  came  to  London, 
was  making  the  tour  of  all  the  boardhig-houses — 
being  deluded,  I  believe,  teriatim,  by  every  pre- 
scriptive form  of  "  advertisement." 

First,  I  was  lured  by  the  pretence  modest — this 
appeared  in  ?%«  Thiua  all  the  year  round.     "De- 


sirable circle" — "Airy  situation" — "Limited  num- 
ber of  guests" — "  Every  attention" — and  "  no 
children." 

Next,  was  the  commanding — at  the  very  "head 
and  front"  of  the  Morning  Post.  "  Vicinity  of  the 
iashionablc  SquaresI" — "Two  persons,  to  increase 
sodety" — "Family  of  condition" — and  "Terms  at 
Mr.  Sams'a,  the  bookseller's." 

Then  came  the  irresistible-  "Widow  of  an  offi- 
cer of  rank" — "Unprotected  early  in  life" — "De- 
sirous to  extend  family  circle" — "Flatters  herself," 
etc  Moonshine  all  together  1  "  Desirable  circle" 
—a  bank  clerk  and  five  daughters  who  wanted  hus- 
bands. Brandy  and  water  afler  supper,  and  boobj 
from  Devonshire  snapt  up  before  my  eyes.  Uttlo 
boy,  too,  in  the  family,  that  belonged  to  a  aster 
who  "  had  died."  I  hate  scandal ;  but  I  never  could 
find  out  where  thid  sister  had  been  buried. 

"  Fashionable  Square" — The  Ere,  to  the  frying- 
pan  !  The  worst  item — (on  consideradon) — in  all 
my  experience.  Dishes  without  meat,  and  beds 
without  blankets.  "  Terms,"  "  two  hundred  guineas 
a-jear,"  and  surcharges  for  night-candle.  And,  as 
for  dinner  1  as  I  am  a  Yorkshireman,  I  never  knew 
what  it  meant  while  I  was  in  Manchester  Square  t 

1  have  had  two  slep-mothers,  Mr.  Editor,  and  I 
was  six  months  at  a  preparatory  school,  but  I  never 
saw  a  woman  since  I  was  bom  cut  meat  like  Lady 
Catharine  Skinfiintl     There  was  a   transparency 
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about  her  slice  which  (after  a  good  luncheon) 
could  pause  and  look  at.  She  would  cover  yi 
whole  plate  with  fillet  of  veul  and  ham,  and  no 
creaee  the  weight  of  it  half  an  ounce. 

And  then  the  Uisaea  SkinflintB — for  knowledge  of 
anatomy — their  cutting  up  a  fowl ! — In  the  puniest 
half-starved  chicken  that  ever  broke  the  heart  of  a 
brood-hen  to  look  at,  they  would  find  jouside-bono, 
pinion,  drum-stick,  liver,  gizzard,  rump  and  merry- 
thought I  and,  even  beyond  this  critical  acquaint- 
ance with  all  admitted — and  apocryphal — divisions 
and  distinctions,  I  have  caught  the  eldest  of  them 
actually  inventing  new  joints,  that,  even  in  specula- 
tion, never  before  existedl 

I  understand  the  meaning  now  of  the  Pemao 
salutation — "  May  your  shadovf  never  be  less !"  I 
lost  mine  entirely  in  about  a  fortnight  that  I  sttdd 
at  Lady  Skinflint^S. 

Two  more  hosts  took  me  "at  livery"  (besides  the 
"widow"  of  the  "officer  of  rank")— an  apothecary, 
who  made  patients  of  his  boarders,  and  an  attorney, 
who  looked  for  cUents  among  them.  I  got  away 
from  the  medical  gentleman  rather  hastily,  for  1 
found  that  the  pastry-cook  who  served  the  house 
was  his  brother;  and  the  lawyer  was  so  pressing 
about  "  discounts,"  and  "  investments  of  property," 
that  I  never  ventured  to  sign  my  name,  even  to  a 
washmg-bill,  during  the  few  days  I  was  in  bis  house ; 
on  quitting  the  which,  I  took  coarage,  and,  resolv- 
ing to  become  my  own  provider,  hired  a  "First 
floor,"  accordingly  ("  unfurnished")  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Bloomabury  Square. 

Matstio  li>cl,  noD  Ingenii 

The  premier  coup  of  my  career  amounted  to  an 
escape.  I  ordered  a  carte  blanche  outSt  ftom  an 
upholsterer  of  Piccadilly,  determnied  to  have  my 
"apartments"  unexceptionable  before  I  entered 
them ;  and  discovered,  after  a  hundred  pounds  laid 
out  in  puntii^,  decorating,  and  curtain-fitting,  that 
the  "ground  landlord"  had  certain  claims  which 
would  be  liquidated  when  my  property  "  went  in." 

This  miacarriage  made  me  so  cautions,  that  be- 


fore 1  would  choose  again,  I  waa  the  sworn  horror 
of  every  auctioneer  and  house-agent  (so  called)  in 
London.  I  refused  twenty  offers,  at  least,  because 
they  had  the  appearance  of  being  "  great  bargains." 
Eschewed  all  houses  as  though  they  had  the  plague, 
in  which  I  found  that  "single  gentlemen  were  pre- 
ferred." Was  threatened  with  three  actions  for 
defamation,  for  questioning  the  solvency  of  peraoi.s 
in  business.  And,  at  length,  was  so  lucky  as  to  bit 
upon  a  really  desirable  mansion!  The  "fiimily" 
perfectly  respectable  ;  but  had  "  more  room"  than 
was  necessary  for  them.  Demanded  the  "strioteit 
references,"  and  accepted  no  inmate  for  "less  than 
a  year."  Into  this  most  nneiceptionable  abode  I 
conveyed  myself  and  my  property.  Sure  I  should 
stay  for  ever,  and  doubted  whether  I  ought  not  to 
secure  it  at  once  for  ten  years  instead  of  one.  And 
before  I  had  been  settled  in  the  house  three  quar- 
ters of  an  hour,  I  found  that  the  chimneys — every 
one  of  them  I  smoked,  from  the  top  to  the  bottom ! 
There  was  guilt,  reader,  in  the  kndlord's  eye,  the 
moment  the  first  puff  drove  me  out  of  my  drawing- 
room.  He  made  an  effort  to  say  something  lil.c 
"damp  day;"  but  the  "amen"  stuck  in  his  throat. 
He  could  not  say  "amen,"  when  I  did  cry  "God 
bless  us  I"  The  whole  building,  from  tho  ytclien 
to  the  garret,  was  infected  with  the  malady.  I  had 
noticed  the  dark  eomplcsions  of  the  family,  nnd 
had  concluded  they  were  from  the  West  Indies, — 
they  were  smoke-dried  : — 

Blow  Wsb,  blow  low  I 

I  suffered  sii  weeks  nnder  excuaea,  knowing  tlicm 
to  be  humbug  all  the  while.  For  a  whole  month  it 
was  "the  wind;"  but  I  saw  "the  wind"  veer  twice 
all  round  the  compass,  and  found,  blow  which  wav 
it  would,  it  still  blew  down  my  chimney  I 

Then  we  came  to  "  cares."  First,  there  were  al- 
terations at  the  top — new  chimney-pots,  cowis, 
hovels — and  all  making  the  thing  worse  Then  we 
tried  at  the  bottom — grates  reset  and  fines  con- 
tracted— still  to  no  purpose  'Thed  «e  came  to 
burning  charcoal    and  m  four  da]s  I  was  ii.  a  de- 
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dine.  Then  we  kept  the  doora  and  windows  open  ; 
and  in  one  day  I  got  a  fit  of  the  rheumatism.  And 
in  spite  of  doora  or  windows,  blowers,  re^tera,  or 
Count  Rumlbrd — precaution  in  patting  on  coals,  or 
mathematical  management  of  poker — down  tlie 
enemy  would  coma  to  our  very  iacefl, — poof!  poof! 
— as  if  in  derision  i  till  I  prayed  heaven  that  smoke 
had  life  and  being,  that  I  might  commit  murder  on 
it  at  once,  and  so  be  hanged  ;  and  at  length,  after 
throwing  every  movable  I  could  command  at  the 
grate  and  the  chimney  by  turns,  and  paying  "  no 
cure  no  pay"  doctors  by  dozens,  who  did  nothing 
but  make  dirt  and  mischief,  I  sent  for  a  respectable 
surveyor,  paid  him  for  his  oirinion  beforehand,  and 
heard  that  the  fault  in  the  chimneys  was  "raiMcal," 
and  not  to  be  remedied  without  pulling  the  house 
down  I 

I  paid  my  twelvemonth's  rent,  and  wished  only 
that  my  landlord  might  live  through  his  lease.  I 
heard  afterwards,  that  he  had  hunself  been  imposed 
upon ;  and  that  the  house,  from  the  first  fire  ever 
lighted  in  it,  bad  been  a  scandal  to  the  neighbor- 
hood. But  this  whole  volume  would  not  suffice  to 
enumerate  the  variety  of  wreWhedness — and  smoky 
chimneys  the  very  least  of  them  ! — which  drove  me 
a  second  time  to  change  my  plan  of  life  ;  the  num- 
berless lodging^  that  f  lived  in,  and  the  inconveni- 
ences, greater  or  lesser,  attending  each.  In  one 
place,  my  servants  quarrelled  with  the  servania  of 
"the  people  of  the  house."  In  another,  "the  peo- 
fAe  of  the  house's"  servants  quarrelled  with  mine. 
Here,  my  housekeeper  refused  to  stay,  because  the 
kitchen  was  "damp."  There,  my  footman  begged 
I  would  " provide  myself;"  as  there  were  "rats  in 
his  cockloft."  Then  somebody  fell  over  a  piul  of 
water,  left  upon  "  my  stairs ;"  and  "  my  maid"  de- 
ekred  it  was  "the  other  maid"  had  put  it  there. 
Then  the  cats  fongbt ;  and  I  was  assured  that  mine 
had  given  the  first  scratch.  On  the  whole,  the  dis- 
putes were  so  manifold,  always  ending  to  my  dis- 
comfiture,— for  the  lady  of  the  mansion  would  as- 
sail  me, — I  never  could  get  the  gentleman  to  be 
dissatisfied,  (and  so  conclude  the  controversy  by 
kicking  him  down  stairs,) — that  seeing  one  clear 
advantage  maintained  by  the  ground  possessor, 
that  1,  when  we  squabbled,  was  ob%ed  to  vacate, 
and  he  remained  where  he  was,  I  resolvei', 
all,  to  turn  the  tables  upon  mankind  at  large,  and 
become  a  "tandlord"  and  a  "housekeeper,"' 
own  immediate  person. 

"Sir,  the  ffray  goose  hath  laid  an  egg. — Sir,  the 
old  bam  doth  tieed  repair. — The  cook  iiueareth,  the 
meat  doth  bum  at  the  Jlre. — t/bAn  'Jhomai  is  i 
atocki ;  and  everg  thing  itays  on  your  arrival." 

I  would  not  advise  any  single  gentleman  hasOly 
to  conclude  that  he  ia  in  distress.  Bachelors  are 
discontented,  and  lake  wives ;  footmen  are  ambi- 
tious, and  take  eating-houses.  What  does  eithei 
party  gain  by  the  cliange  ?     "  We  know,"  the  """■" 
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ing  the  happiness  of  householders,  I 
had  imagined  all  tenants  to  be  like  myself,— mild, 
forbearing,  punctual,  and  contented ;  but  I  "  kept 
house"  three  years,  and  was  never  out  of  hot  ■  '" 
the  whole  time  1  I  did  man^e,  after  some  trouble, 
to  get  fairly  into  a  creditable  mansion— j  ust  missing 
one,  by  a  stroke  of  fortune,  which  liad  a  brazier's 
shop  at  the  back  of  it,  and  was  always  shown  at 
hours  when  the  workmen  were  gone  to  dinner — and 
sent  a  notice  to  the  papers,  that  a  bachelor  of  sober 


habits,  having  "a  larger  residence  than  he  wonted," 
would  dispose  of  half  of  it  to  a  family  of  respecta- 
bility. But  the  wliole  world  seemed  to  be,  and  I 
think  is,  in  a  plot  to  drive  me  out  of  my  senses.  In 
the  first  ten  days  of  my  new  dignity,  I  was  visited 
by  about  twenty  tax-gatherers,  half  of  them  with 
claims  that  I  had  never  heard  of,  and  the  other  half 
with  claims  far  exceeding  my  eipectaliona.  The 
householder  seemed  to  be  the  minister's  very  milch 
cow — the  powtive  seape-goat  of  the  whole  commu- 
Eitjl  I  was  called  on  for  houae-tax,  window-tai, 
~  id-tav,  and  sorvant's-tax !  Poor's-rate,  sewera'- 
e,  pavement.rate,  and  scavengers'-rate  I  I  had 
pay  for  watering  streets  on  which  other  people 
Iked;  for  lighting  lamps  which  other  people  saw 
by ;  for  maintaining  watchmen  who  slept  aii  night ; 
and  for  building  chnrches  that  I  never  went  into. 
And— I  never  knew  that  the  country  was  taied  till 
t  moment ! — these  were  but  a  few  of  the  "  dues" 
be  sheared  off  from  me.  There  was  the  clergy- 
n  of  the  parish,  whom  I  never  saw,  sent  to  me 
at  Easter  for  "an  offering."  There  was  the  charity- 
school  of  the  parish,  solicited  "the  honor"  of  my 
"  subscription  and  support."  One  man  came  to  in- 
form me  that  I  was  "  drawn  for  the  raihtia,"  and 
offered  to  "get  me  off,"  on  payment  of  a  sum  of 
money.  Another  intjated  that  I  was  "chosen  con- 
stable," and  actually  brought  the  insigitia  of  oflice 
to  my  door.  Then  I  had  petitions  to  rend  (in 
writing)  from  all  the  people  who  chose  to  be  in  dis- 
tress ;  personal  be^ars,  who  penetrated  into  my 
poilof,  to  send  to  Bridewell,  or  otherwise  get  rid 
o£  Windows  were  broken,  and  "nobody"  had 
"done  it."  The  key  of  the  street  door  was  lost, 
and  "  nobody"  had  "  had  it."  Then  my  cook  stopped 
up  the  kitchen  "sink;"  and  the  bricklayers  took  a 
month  to  open  it.  Then  my  gutter  ran  over,  and 
flooded  my  neighbor's  garret;  and  I  was  served 
with  notice  of  an  action  for  dilapidation. 

And  at  Christmas!— Oh!  it  was  no  longer  deal- 
ing with  ones  and  twos!— The  whole  hundred,  on 
the  day  after  that  festival,  rose  up,  by  concert,  to 
devour  me  I 

Dustmen,  street-keepers,  lamplighters,  turncocks, 
postmen,  beadles,  scavengers,  chimney-sweeps — the 
whole  peeus  of  parochial  servitorship  were  at  my 
gate  before  eleven  at  noon. 

Then  the  "waits"  came — two  sets!  and  fought 
which  should  have  "my  bounty."  Rival  patrols 
disputed  whether  X  did  or  did  not  lie  within  their 
"beat."  At  one  time  there  was  a  doubt  as  to 
which,  of  two  parishes,  I  belonged;  and  I  fully  ex- 
pected that  (to  make  sure)  I  should  have  been  vis- 
ited by  the  collectors  from  both  1  Meantime  the 
knocker  groaned,  until  very  evening,  under  the  dull, 
stunning,  single  thumps— ^ach  villain  would  have 
struck,  although  it  had  been  apon  the  head  of  his 
own  grandfather  ! — of  bakers,  butchers,  tallow- 
chandfers,  grocers,  fishmongers,  poulterers,  and  oil- 
men! Every  ruflian  who  made  liis  livelihood  by 
swindBng  me  through  the  whole  year,  thought  him- 
self entitled  to  a  peculiar  benefaction  (for  his  rob- 
beries) on  tliis  day.    And 


ly  life  I  so 
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AH  this  was  child's  play — bagatelle,  I  protest,  and 
"perfumed,"  to  what  I  had  to  go  through  in  the 
"letting  off"  of  my  dwelling!  The  swarms  of 
crocodiles  that  assailed  me,  on  every  line  day — 
three-fourths  of  them,  to  avoid  an  impending  show- 
er, OF  to  paGs  away  a  stupid  morning — in  the  shape 
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of  Male  dowagers,  city  coscombs,  "profeswonal 
gentlemen,"  and  "single  Indiea!"  And  all  (except 
a  few  that  were  Bwindlcre)  finding  soraetlimg  wrong 
about  my  arrangements!  Gil  Bias'  male,  which 
was  notliing  but  faults,  never  had  half  so  many 
faults  as  my  house.  Cariton  Palace,  if  it  were  to  be 
"  let"  to-morrow,  would  be  objected  to  by  a  tailor. 
Ono  man  found  my  rooms  "too  small;"  another 
thought  them  rather  "too  large;"  a  third  wished 
that  they  bad  beenloiUer;  afourth,  that  there  had 
been  more  of  them.  One  lady  hinted  a  sort  of 
doubt,  "  whether  the  neighborhood  was  quite  re- 
spectable ;"  another  asked,  "  if  I  had  any  family ;" 
and,  then,  "whether  I  would  bind  myself  not  to 
hare  any  during  her  stay."  Two  hundred,  after  de- 
taining me  an  hour,  had  called  only  "for  fVienda." 
Ten  thousand  went  through  all  the  particulars,  and 
would  "call  again  to-morrow."  At  last  there  came 
a  lady  who  gave  the  eoup-de-grace  to  my  "  house- 
keeping;" she  was  a  clergyman's  widow,  she  said, 
from  Somersetshire ;  if  she  had  been  an  "  officer's" 
I  had  snspecied  her ;  but,  in  an  evil  hour,  I  let  her 
in ;  and--she  had  come  lor  the  eipreas  purpose  of 
marrying  me  1  Sometimes  she  heard  a  mouse  be- 
hind the  wainscot,  and  I  was  called  in  to  scare  it. 
Her  canary  bird  got  loose ;  would  I  be  so  good  as 
to  catch  it  ?  I  fell  sick,  but  was  soon  ghid  to  get 
well  flgiun  i  for  she  sent  five  times  a  day  to  ask  if  I 
was  better;  beside  pouring  in  plates  of  blanc  mange, 
jelKes,  cordials,  raspberry  vinegar,  fruits  fresh  from 
the  country,  and  hasty -puddings  made  by  her  own 
hand.  And,  at  last,  after  the  constant  borrowings 
of  books,  the  etemaL  interchange  of  newspapers, 
and  the  daily  repair  of  crow-quills,. the  opinions  up- 
on wine,  and  the  corrections  of  hackney  coachmen, 
I  delermined  U>  get  rid  of  many  troubles  at  once  ; 

I  therefore  presented  Mrs.  F with  my  house, 

and  every  thing  in  it,  and  determined  never  agiun, 
as  a  man's  only  protection  against  female  cujttdity, 
to  possess  even  a  tooth-brush  that  1  could  legally 
call  my  own. 

This  resolution,  gentle  reader,  compelled  me  to 
shelter  myself  in  "furnished  lodgings,"  where  the 
most  of  accommodation,  (sublunary  1)  aiier  all,  I  be- 
lieve, is  to  be  found.  I  had  aad  norit,  as  you  may 
imagine,  to  find  my  way  at  first.  Once  I  ventured 
to  tahabit  (as  there  was  no  board  in  the  case)  with 
a  surgeon.  But,  what  between  the  patients  and 
iK^  ™,„„«„.: ^^  (],g  u  night  bell"  was  hitoler- 


able ;  and  he  ordered  the  watchman,  too,  I  found 
to  pull  it  privately  sii  or  seven  times  a-weeit,  in  or^ 
der  to  hnpress  the  neighborhood  with  an  opinion  of 
his  practice.  From  one  place  I  was  driven  away  by 
a  music-master,  who  gave  concerts  oppodte  to  me ; 
and  at  a  second,  after  two  days'  abiding,  I  found 
that  a  madman  was  confined  on  the  second  floor  1 
Two  houses  I  left  because  my  hostesses  made  love 
to  me.  Three,  because  parrots  were  kept  in  the 
streets.  One,  because  a  cock  (who  would  (row  all 
night)  came  to  live  in  a  yard  at  the  back  of  me ; 
and  another,  b  which  I  hail  staid  two  months,  (and 
should  perhaps  have  remained  till  now,)  because  a. 
boy  of  eight  years  old  (there  is  to  me  no  earthly 
creature  so  utterly  intolerable  as  a  boy  of  eight 
years  old!)  came  home  from  school  to  "pass  the 
holidays."  I  had  thoughts,  1  don't  care  who  knows 
if,  of  taking  him  off  by  poison;  and  bought  two 
raspberry  tarts  to  give  him  arsenic  in,  a^  I  met  hun 
on  the  stairs,  where  he  was,  up  and  down,  all  day. 
As  it  is,  I  have  sent  an  order  to  the  Seven  Dials,  to 
have  an  "early  delivery"  of  all  the  "  dying  speeches" 


for  the  next  ten  years.  I  did  this  in  order  that  I 
may  know  when  he  is  hanged— a  fact  I  wish  par- 
ticulariy  to  ascertain,  becanse  his  father  and  I  had 
an  altercation  about  it. 

Eiperience,  however,  gives  hghts;  and  a  "fur- 
nished lodging"  is  the  best  arrangement  among  the 
bad.  I  bad  seven  transitions  last  month,  but  that 
was  owing  to  accidents  ;  a  man  who  chooses  welL 
may  commonly  stay  a  fortnight  in  a  place.  Indeed, 
as  I  E^d  in  the  beginning,  I  have  been  ten  days 
where  I  am ;  and  I  don't,  up  lo  this  moment,  see 
clearly  what  point  I  shall  go  away  upon.  The  mis- 
tress of  the  house  entertams  a  pet  monkey ;  and  I 
have  got  a  new  footman,  who,  I  understand  plays 
upon  tie  fiddle.  The  matter,  I  suspect,  will  lie  be- 
tween these  two. 

I  am  most  nervous  myself  ahout  the  monkey. 
He  broke  loose  the  other  day.  I  saw  him  escape 
over  the  nest  garden-wall,  and  drop  down  by  the 
side  of  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  who  was  setting 
polyanthuses!  The  respectable  man,  as  was  pru- 
dent,  took  refuge  in  a  summer-house ;  and  then  he 
pulled  up  all  the  polyanthuses;  and  then  tried  to 
the  summer-house  window!  I  think 
that— 

Ehl— Why,  what  the  deuce  is  all  this?— Why, 

e  room  ifl  t^ll  of  smoke! — Thomaal — [Irhu/lhe 

hell  ™itBi;y.]--Thoma8!— r/ca;;  myne«ifootinaK.\ 

""■  '      '"  ■     ly  has  set  the  house  on 


Tho«). 


!(«%.]— Thor 
lasI^^Chy,  s 


Indeed    i  .. 
only  the  chimney. 

The  chimney!  you  dog  I— get  away  this  moment 
and  put  it  out.— Stay  I— Thomas !— Come  back,  I 
say.— What  chimney  is  it  f 
TnoMis.    Only  the  kitchen  chimney,  sir. 
Only  the  kitchen  chimney !  how  did  yon  do  it  P 
TnoHiS.    I  was  only  tuning  my  fiddle,  your  hon- 
or ;  and  Mary,  the  housemaid,  flung  the  resin  in  the 

Where's  the  landlord,  sirrah  ? 

Thomas.     He  is  not  at  home,  sir. 

Where's  his  wife  ? 

Thomas.     She's  in  fits  sir. 

You'll  be  hanged,  lo  a  certainty !— there's  a  stat- 
ute for  you,  caitiff!  there  is — Come,  sir — come — 
atrip,  and  go  up  the  chimney  directly.  Strip,  or 
ril  kill  you  with  the  toasting-fork,  and  bury  jour 
body  in  the  dust-hole. 

[Enter  Ike  cat,  witha  tail  as  thick  as  my eriH, gal- 
loping round  the  Toom."] 

Zounds  and  death,  what's  to  be  done  *  My  life's 
not  insured  1-1  must  get  out  of  the  house.  [Rat- 
tling of  Kheeli,  and  tries  of  "■lire"  i«  the  »ti-eet.'\ 
Here  comes  the  parish  engme,  and  as  many  thieves 
with  it  as  might  serve  six  parishes !— Shut  the  doors 
below,  I  say.  [CuUmgdaan  «(afV».]  Don't  let  'em 
="  —Thomas !— The  house  will  be  gutted  from  top 
bottom!— Thomas!— ThomasI— Where  is  that 

;ally  servant  of  mine '—Thomas !  [OaUing  in 
all  dincliont.']     I — 1  must  see,  myself. 

[Seine  changes  to  the  kitehea.  The  houiemaid  in 
hyiteriti  voider  the  dresser.'] 

Pooh!  what  a  smell  of  sulphur  I  Thomas! — I  re- 
lemher,  it  was  on  a  Friday  I  hired  him!— Thomas! 
-take  a  wet  blanket,  you  rascal,  and  get  through 
le  garret  window.  Crawl  up  the  tiies,  and  muffle 
the  chimney-pot  1 
Thomas.  [Bomt  the  chimnetr.l  Sir! 
One  more  peep  [I  run  up  ataira]  trom  the  win- 
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dow.  Hart,  how  they  knock  without ! — Rat-tat- 
tjLt-tat !  As  I  live,  here  are  a  dozen  engines,  fifty 
firemen,  and  four  thousand  fools  !— I  must  be  off! 
— Thomas! — [Seeniers.^ — I  muBt  escape. — Thomas, 
show  me  the  back  door ! 

Thomas.  There  is  none,  sir. — IVo  been  trying  to 
get  out  myself. 

Ko  bock  door? 

[Enter  the  cook,  wiih  tht  monkey  on  her  back.  3Tb 
knocking  coiitmued.] 

Cook.  Oh  hiw,  sir !  We  shall  all  be  destruct^d, 
arl — Oh  dear,  where  U  jour  honor's  double-bar- 
relled gun  • 

My  gun?  up  etrurs.  What  d'ye  want  with  the 
gun? 

CoOE.  Oh,  sir!  if  it  was  to  be  shot  off  np  the 
chimney,  it  would  surely  put  it  out. 

She's  right.  Run,  Thomas !  At  the  head  of  the 
bed.  Away  with  you.  Mind^ — it's  loaded — take 
eire  what  you  are  about. 

There  they  go  ! — They  have  found  it. — Now  they 
are  down  stairs. — Why,  the  woman  has  got  the 
gunl — Tabe  it  from  her! — He  don't  hear  me. — 
Thomas ! — She's  going  to  fire  it,  as  I  live ! — Yes  1 
she's  sitting  down  in  the  grat«  !— Thomas! — With 
her  body  half  way  up  the  chimney!— Bang  I  bang! 
[Report  heard.^     Ah  I  there  she  goes  backwards  I — 


as  black  as  a  soOt-bag  1 — Why,  stop  her,  I  say  ! — 
Ab  !  she  gets  into  the  street.  Thomas! — Margery! 
— Everybody  !  The  woman  will  be  burned  to  death  1 
IShouts  urilluitil,  and  itoUe  of  VKtier.J  Ha!  [Iran 
to  the  mndow.]  Huzza ! — The  engines  are  playing 
upon  herl !  I  Oh,  that  footman!  he  is  my  fete — 
and  I  thought  it  would  be  the  monkey  ! 

Mnier  Thosias. 

Come  in,  you  vitlidn.    Is  the  woman  burnt  ? 

Thomas.    No,  sir,  she's  only  frightened. 

Only  frightened  I  you  unfeeling  creature— but  see 
the  monkey — stop  him — he's  gone  off  with  my  gold 
spectacles. 

Reader,  if  you  have  compaedon,  hear  a  man  of 
five-iind-focty  8  prayer!  I  can't  stay  here  ! — where 
am  I  to  go  to  ? — If  you  should  think — Thomas  1 — I 
must  get  into  a  hackney  coach ! — If  you  should 
tiiink— Call  me  a  hackney-coach,  sirrah — and  ask 
the  man  what  he  charges  for  it  (d'ye  hear)  by  the 
week. — If  you  should  think  that  there  is  any  chance 
of  my  doingwell  in  Edinburgh  or  Dublin — I  shouldn't 
like  to  be  above  the  fifth  story  (I  understand  most 
of  your  houses  run  ten),  a  fine  to  say  so  would 
greatly  oblige  me.  As  I  have  no  home,  at  present, 
except  the  hackney-coach  that  I  have  sent  for,  I 
can't  say  exactly  in  what  place  of  sufi*e[ing  your  lei* 


It's  all  up!— Here  comes  the  soot  in  cart-Ioada,  all 
over  hert — Slie's  liilledl — No,  egad!  she's  up  and 
running. — Don't  let  her  come  near  me. — Margery  ! 
What's  her  name !— She's  running  towards  the 
street  door! — Mai^ery  1 — Why,  she's  all  on  fire,  and 


ler  will  find  me ;  but,  by  addressing  to  the 
house,  in  RatJilioiie  Place,  it  will  somewhere  oi 
other  come  to  the  hands  of 

Your  very  humble  servant, 

Wkikkleton  Fidget. 


PoETKY,  PnKsiNQ,  AND  PiETV. — When  the  Hod. 
Mrs.  tTorton  was  applied  to,  on  Hood's  death,  for  a 
contribution  to  the  fund  then  raisedfor  his  destitute 
widow,  and  headed  by  Sir  Rotiert  Peel  with  the  mu- 
nificent donation  of  £50,  she  promptly  sent  a  liberal 
subscription  with  the  following  lines,  (never  before 
published :) 


To  cleer  tho  widow's  leart  In  her  distress, 

l9''bata'(?hri8Ha™Bdiity,^aiidnoiiertould 
Kusist  lie  ieart-appeal  of  Widow  Himd. 

Poetry,  punning,  and  piety,  all  of  the  genuin 
are  not  often  thus  happily  united. 
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THE  VALUE  OF  A  WORD. 


Wanting  to  walk  on  the  pier  (at  Calais),  I  asked 
the  gareoH,  who  spoke  English  teiy  tolerftbly,  the 
French  for  it.  He,  thinkiog  a,nMilord  Anglais  I  t:oa\A 
mean  nothing  but  pter,  a  lord,  replied  pain.  Away 
Ithen  went,  and  passing  over  the  market-place,  and 
drawlDridge,  stumbled  on  the  pier,  without  having 
had  occasion  to  inquire  my  way  to  it  by  the  garcofCi 
norel  appellation.  There  I  remained,  strutting 
my  half-hour,  till  dioner-time. 

At  the  (oifcifAoie.UieCommaQilant  of  the  troops 
of  the  town  sat  neit  me  ;  and  among  other  officers 
and  gentlemen  at  the  table,'  were  the  President 
of  the  Council  at  Ratisbon,  a  Russian  count,  and 
several  Prussians — in  all  amounting  to  about  twenty, 
not  one  of  whom,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  spoke  a 
word  of  English. 

I  thought  I  could  never  please  a  Frenchman  so 
much  as  by  praising  hia  town : — '  Monsieur,'  I  said, 
imndcBceodingly,  to  the  Commandant,  '  J'ai  va 
voire  paire,'  meaning,  'I  have  Seen  yoar/«cr;'  but 
which  he  naturally  understood,  '  I  have  seen  your 
psre,  father.'  This  address  from  a  perfect  stranger 
surprised  him.  '  II  est  beau  et  grantl,  monsieur,'  I 
continued.  The  Commandant  esamincd  me  from 
head  to  foot  with  an  astonishment  that  imparted 
to  me  an  ahnost  equal  share.  I  saw  there  was  a 
nilslake,  and  I  attempted  to  explain,  by  pronounc- 
ing very  articulately, 


'Oui,  1 


r,j'ai 


'Eh  bien,  monsieur,'  replied  the  Commandant, 
'  et  que  sous  a-t-U  dit  V  (What  did  he  aay  to  jou  ?) 

1  was  astounded,  and  looking  round  the  room  for 
the  keeper  to  the  supposed  madman,  I  discovered 
that  the  eyes  of  the  whole  of  the  company  were 

'  Monsieur,'  I  cried,  agfun  attempting  to  eiplain, 
with  as  much  deliberation  and  precision,  and  in  as 
good  French  as  I  could  eommancl — ■  Monaeur,  est- 
il  possible  que  vous  i;psidez  ici,  et  que  voua  no  con- 
nolssez  pas  votre  paire — votre  paire — si  long !' 


This  speech  only  increased  the  incomprehensi- 
bility of  the  whole  conversation;  and  the  Com- 
mandant beginning,  in  rather  haut  en  bat  terms,  to 
demand  an  explanation,  like  alt  cowards,  when 
driven  into  a  corner,  I  became  desperate. 

'Monsieur,'  I  cried,  somewhat  boisterously,  'il 
Jaut  que  voufl  eonnoissez  votrepafre/ le  paire  de 
votre  ville,  qni  estfiutde  pierre,  et  a  latfltedehois, 
et  a  ce  moment  on  travaille  a  lui  racommoder  sa 
fin,  a  laquelle  le  vent  a  fiut  du  mal.' 

This  was  the  coup  de  grace  to  all  the  decorum ; 
every  Frenchman  abandoned  himself  to  his  laugh- 
ter, till  the  room  fairly  shoolt  with  their  shouts 
and  even  the  Commandant  himself  could  not  help 
joining  them. 

'Allow  me,  sir,'  sidd  a  gentleman  whom  I  had 
not  previously  observed — 

'My  dear  sir,'. interrupted  I,  'you  are  an  English- 
man, pray,  pray  explain.' 

'  Sir,'  h"e  replied,  '  yon  have  just  told  this  gentle- 
man,' pointing  to  the  CommaDdant, '  that  his  father 
is  tlU  father  of  t/ie  whole  totmt,  thai  he  is  made  of 
stone,  but  has  a  mmuWi  head  I  and  at  this  mo- 
ment (he  workmen  are  engaged  in  mending  hia 
end,  that  the  wind  has  damaged.' 

I  was  paralysed.  'Tell  me,' I  cried,  as  if  my 
life  depended  on  an  Rnswer,  '  what  Is  the  French 
for  pier  /' 

'Jetee,'  he  replied,  or  according  to  the  common 
people,  pont  V 

1  had  scarcely  senae  enough  left  to  assist  the 
Englishman  in  his  good-natured  attempts  to  un- 
ravel the  error.  Hf  succeeded,  however,  and  then 
commenced  in  French  an  explanation  to  the  officers. 
At  this  moment  the  waiter  informed  me  that  the 
St.  Omer  diligence  was  about  to  depart.  I  rushed 
from  the  scene  of  my  disgraee,  and  stepped  into  the 
vehicle,  just  as  the  termination  of  the  Englishman's 
recital  exploded  an  additional  idat  ifc  rire  ut  my 
eipense. 


Ri^tdem,  iicere  vetam,  quid  vetat?"  In  the  firat 
place,  all  the  sour  faces  in  the  world,  stiffening  into 
a  yet  more  rigid  asperity  at  the  least  glimpse  of  a 
smile.  I  have  seen  faces,  too,  which,  ao  long  as  you 
let  them  lie  in  their  aleepy  torpor,  uoshahen  and 
unstirred,  have  a  creamy  softness  and  smoothness, 
and  might  beguile  you  into  suspecting  their  ownera 
of  being  gentle  ;  hut,  if  they  catch  the  sound  of  a 
laugh,  it  acts  oa  them  like  thunder,  and  they  also 
turn  sour.  Nay,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  there  have 
been  such  incarnate  paradoses  as  would  rather  see 
their  fellow-oreMurca  cry  than  smile. 

But  is  not  this  in  eiact  accordance  with  the  spirit 


•  What  forbida  one  to  say  whal 


n  the  weeper,  and  a 


which  pronounces  a  blessing 
woe  on  the  laugher? 

Not  in  the  persons  I  have  in  view.  That  blessmg 
andwoe  are  pronounced  in  the  knowledge  how  apt 
the  course  of  this  world  is  to  run  counter  to  the  king- 
dom of  God.  They  who  weep  are  declared  to  be 
blessed,  not  because  they  weep,  but  beeauM  they 
thaUlangh;  and  the  woe  threatened  to  the  Unghers 
is  in  like  manner,  that  (ftey  akiM  ^Mmm  and  weep. 
Therefore,  they  who  have  this  spirit  in  them,  will 
endeavor  to  forward  the  blessing  and  to  avert  the 
woe.  They  will  try  to  comfok  the  mourner,  so  as 
to  lead  him  to  rejoice ;  and  they  will  warn  the 
laughei^  that  he  may  be  preserved  from  the  mourn- 
ing and  weeping,  and  may  exchange  his  pas^ng  for 
lasting  joy.    But  there  are  many  who  merely  in- 
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dulge  in  tho  antipathy,  without  opening  their  hearts  ' 
to  the  Bjnipathj.  Such  is  the  spirit  found  in  those 
who  have  cast  off  the  bonds  of  the  lower  earthly 
fttTections,  without  having  risen  as  yet  into  the  free- 
dom of  heaienlj  love — in  those  who  have  stopped 
ihort  in  (he  state  of  transition  between  the  two 
lives,  like  so  many  skeletons  sttipped  of  their  earth- 
ly, and  not  yet  clothed  with  a  beaveidy  body.  It 
is  the  spirit  of  Stoicism,  for  instance,  in  philosophy, 
and  of  vulgar  Calvinism,  which  in  so  many  things 
aiiswera  to  Stoiciam  in  reli^on.  They  who  feel  the 
harm  they  have  received  from  worldly  pleasures, 
are  prone  at  first  to  quarrel  with  pleasure  of  every 
kind  ^together ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  strange  per- 
verdties  of  our  self-tviU  to  entertain  anger,  instead 
of  pity,  towards  those  whom  we  fancy  to  judge  or 
act  less  wisely  than  ourselves.  This,  however,  is 
only  while  the  scaifoldiug  is  still  standing  around 
the  edifice  of  their  Christian  life,  so  that  they  can- 
Dot  see  clearly  out  of  the  windows,  and  their  view 
is  broken  up  into  disjointed  parts.  When  the  scaf- 
folding is  removed,  and  they  look  abroad  without 
hindrance,  they  are  readier  than  any  to  delight  in 
all  the  beauty  and  true  pleasure  around  them.  They 
feel  that  it  is  their  blessed  calling  not  only  to  re- 
joice  alaagg  themselves,  but  likewise  to  rejoice  viilh 
all  aha  So  rejoice  in  innocence  of  heart.  They  feel 
that  this  must  be  well-pieaaing  to  Him  who  has  filled 
His  universe  with  ever-bubbling  springs  of  ^adnees ; 
so  that  whithersoever  we  turn  our  eyes,  through 
earth  and  shy  as  well  as  sea,  we  behold  the 
nv^iDuov  Y(Aa7fUc*  of  nature.  On  the  Other  hand, 
it  is  the  harshness  of  an  irreligious  temper  clothing 
itself  in  religions  zeal,  and  not  seldom  exbibiting 
symptoms  of  mental  disorganiuition,  that  looks 
scowlingly  on  every  indication  of  happiness   and 

Moreover,  there  is  a  larce  class  of  people  who 
deem  the  badness  of  life  far  too  weighty  and  mo- 
mentous to  be  made  light  of;  who  would  leave 
merriment  to  children,  and  laughter  lo  idiots  ;  and 
who  hold  that  a  joke  would  be  as  much  outof  plac« 
on  their  lips  as  on  a  grave-stone  or  in  a  ledger.  Wit 
and  wisdom  being  sisters,  not  only  are  they  afriud 
of  being  indicted  for  bigamy  were  they  to  wed  them 
both,  bnC  they  i^udder  at  such  a  union  as  incestu- 
ous. So,  to  keep  clear  of  temptation,  and  to  pre- 
serve their  &ith  where  the;  have  plighted  it,  they 
turn  the  younger  out  of  doors ;  and  if  they  see  or 
hear  of  any  Iwdy  taking  her  in,  they  are  positive  he 
can  know  nothing  of  the  elder.  They  would  not  be 
witty  for  the  world.  Now,  to  escape  being  so,  is 
not  very  difficult  for  those  whom  nature  has  so  fa- 
vored that  wit  with  them  is  always  at  zero,  or  below 
it.  Or,  as  to  their  wisdom,  since  they  are  careful 
never  to  overfeed  her,  she  jogs  leisurely  along  the 
turnpike-road,  with  lank  and  meagre  carcass,  dis- 
playing all  her  bones,  and  never  getting  out  of  her 
own  dust.  She  feels  no  incUnation  to  be  frisky, 
but,  if  a  coach  or  wagon  passes  her,  is  glad,  like  her 
rider,  to  run  behind  a  thing  so  big.  Now,  all  these 
people  take  grievous  offence  if  any  one  comes  near 
them  better  mounted,  and  tfaey  are  in  a  tremor  lest 
the  neighing  and  snorting  and  prancing  should  be 
contagions. 

SureW,  however,  ridicule  implies  contempt;  and 
BO  the  ieeUng  must  be  condemnable,  subversive  of 
gentleness,  incompatible  with  kindness? 

Not  necessarily  so,  or  universally ;  far  from  it. 

*  Boimdless  Ulster. 
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personal  feelings  with  those  which  are  more  purely 
objective  and  intellectnul,  we  have  in  great  measure 
restricted  the  meaning  of  ridicnlt,  which  would 
properly  eitend  over  the  whole  region  of  the  ri- 
diculous, the  laughable,  where  we  may  disport  our- 
selves innocently,  without  any  evil  emotion ;  and 
"we  have  narrowed  it,  so  that  in  common  usage  it 
mostly  corresponds  to  drrision,  which  does  indeed 
involve  personal  and  olfensive  feelings.  As  the 
great  business  of  wisdom  in  her  specnlative  olUce  is 
to  detect  and  reveal  the  bidden  liai'monies  of  things, 
those  harmonies  which  are  the  sources  and  the 
ever-flowing  emanatioos  of  Law,  the  deahngs  of 
Wit,  on  the  other  hand,  are  with  incongruities. 
And  it  is  the  perception  of  incongruity,  flashing 
upon  us,  when  unaccompanied,  as  Aristotle  observes 
[Poet.  c.  v.),  by  pain,  or  by  any  predominant  moral 
disgust,  that  provokes  laughter,  and  escites  the 
feeling  of  the  ridiculous.  But  it  no  more  follows 
that  the  perception  of  such  an  incongruity  must 
breed  or  foster  haughtiness  or  disdain,  than  that 
the  perception  of  any  thing  else  that  may  be  erro- 
neous or  wrong  should  do  so.  You  might  as  well 
ai^ue  that  a  man  must  be  proud  and  scornful  be- 
cause he  sees  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  sin,  or 
such  a  thing  as  folly,  in  the  world.  Yet,  unless  we 
hiind  our  eyes,  and  gag  our  ears,  and  hoodwink  our 
minds,  we  shall  seldom  pass  through  a  day  without 
having  some  form  of  evil  brought  in  one  way  or 
other  before  as.  Besides,  the  perception  of  incon- 
gruity may  exist,  and  may  awaken  laughter,  with- 
out the  slightest  reprobation  of  the  object  laughed 
at.  We  laugh  at  a  pim,  surely  without  a  shade  of 
contempt  either  for  the  words  panned  upon  or  for 
the  punster;  and  if  a  very  bad  pun  be  the  neit 
best  thing  to  a  very  good  one,  this  is  not  from  its 
Battering  any  feeling  of  superiority  in  us,  but  be- 
cause the  incongruity  is  broader  and  more  glaring. 
Nor,  when  we  laugh  at  a  droll  combination  of 
imagery,  do  we  feel  any  contempt,  but  often  admi- 
ration at  the  ingenuity  shown  in  it,  and  an  almost 
affectionate  thankfulnesa  toward  the  person  by 
whom  we  have  been  amused,  such  as  is  rarely  ei- 
cited  by  any  other  display  of  intellectual  power,  as 
those  who  have  ever  enjoyed  the  delight  of  Profes- 
sor Sedgwick's  society  will  bear  witness. 

It  is  true  an  exLlniive  attention  to  the  ridiculous 
ade  of  things  is  hurtful  to  the  character  and  de 
strucljve  of  earnestness  and  gravity  But  no  less 
mischievous  is  it  to  h'c  our  attention  e\i.lusivelv 
or  even  mamly  on  the  vii.es  and  other  follies  of 
mankind.  Such  conlemplations,  nnless  counte 
acted  by  wbolesomer  thoughts  haideu  or  rot  the 
heart,  deaden  the  moral  pnutiple  and  make  us 
hopeless  and  nckless  The  objects  tonard  which 
we  should  turn  our  minds  habitually  are  those  which 
are  great,  and  good,  and  pure ;  the  throne  of  vir- 
tue, and  she  who  sits  upon  it ;  the  miyesty  of  truth, 
the  beauty  of  holiness.  This  is  the  spiritual  sky 
through  which  we  should  strive  to  mount,  "  spring- 
ing from  crystal  step  to  crystal  step,"  and  bathing 
our  souls  in  its  Uving,  life-giving  ether.  These  are 
the  thoughts  by  which  we  should  whet  and  pohsh 
our  swords  for  the  warfare  against  evil,  that  the 
vapors  of  the  earth  may  not  rust  them.  But  in  a 
warftre  agunst  evil,  under  one  or  other  of  its  forms, 
we  are  all  of  us  called  to  engage ;  and  it  is  a  childish 
dream  to  fancy  that  we  can  walk  about  among  man- 
kind without  perpetual  neoesdty  of  remarking  that 
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the  world  is  full  of  many  worse  ineongruitiea  bi 
sides  tbose  ivhith  make  us  laugh. 

Nor  do  I  deny  that  a  laugher  may  often  be 
Bcofler  and  a  scorner.  Some  jesters  are  fools  of 
worse  breed  than  those  who  used  to  wear  the  ca| 
Sneering  is  commonly  found  along  with  a  bitter 
splenetic  raisanthropy ;  or  it  may  be  a  man's  mock- 
ery at  his  own  hollow  heart,  venting  itself  in  mockery 
at  others.  Cruelty  will  try  to  season  or  to  palliate 
ita  atroeities  by  deridon.  The  hyena  grins  in  its 
den ;  most  wild  beasts  over  their  prey.  But  though 
B,  certain  kind  of  wit,  like  other  intellectual  gifts, 
may  coexist  with  moral  depravity,  there  lias  often 
been  a.  playtulnesa  In  the  best  and  greatest  men — 
in  Fhocion,  in  Socrates,  in  Luther,  m  Sir  Thomas 
More— which,  as  it  were,  adds  a  bloom  to  the 
severer  graces  of  their  character,  shining  forth  with 
amaranthine  brightness  when  storms  assail  them, 
and  springing  up  in  fresh  blossoms  under  the  axe 
of  the  executioner.  Bow  much  is  our  affection  for 
Hector  mcreased  by  his  tossmg  his  boy  in  his  arms, 
and  laughing  at  his  childish  fears!  Smiles  are  the 
language  of  love;  they  betoken  the  compiaoency 
and  delight  of  the  heart  in  the  object  of  its  contem- 
plation. Why  are  we  to  assume  that  there  most 
needs  be  bitterness  or  contempt  in  them,  when 
tbey  enforce  a  truth  or  reprove  an  error?  On  the 
contrary,  some  of  those  who  have  been  richest  in 
wit  and  humor  have  been  among  the  simplest  and 
kindest-hearted  of  men.  I  will  only  instance  Fuller, 
Bishop  Earie,  Lafontaine,  Matthes  Claudius,  Charies 
Lamb-  ^^Le  m^chant  ix^est  jamais  comique,"  is 
wisely  remarked  by  De  Mdstre,  when  caiiraBsing 
the  pretensions  of  Voltaire  (Soir^i,  i.  373);  and 
the  converse  is  equally  true  r  Le  comigtie,  le  tirai 
eomigu^  rCest  januiit  michanl.  A  langh,  to  be  joy- 
0118,  must  flow  from  a  joyous  heart;  but  without 
kindness  there  con  be  no  true  joy.  And  what  a 
dull,  plod^ng,  tramping,  clanking  would  the  ordi- 
nary intercourse  of  society  be,  without  wit  to  enUven 
and  brighten  It!  When  two  men  meet,  they  seem 
to  bo  kept  at  bay  through  the  estranging  effects  of 
absence,  until  some  sportive  Sally  opens  their  hearts 
to  each  other.  Nor  docs  any  tiling  spread  cheer- 
fulness BO  rapidly  over  a  whole  party,  or  an  assem- 
bly of  people,  however  large.  K«ison  expands  the 
soul  of  the  philosopher ;  imagination  glorifies  the 
poet,  and  breathes  a  breath  of  spring  Hirough  the 
young  and  genial ;  but  if  we  take  into  account  the 
numberless  glances  and  gleams  whereby  wit  lightens 
our  evcry-day  life,  I  harjly  know  what  power  min- 
isters BO  bountifully  to  the  innocent  pleasures  of 
mankind. 

Surely,  too,  It  cannot  be  requisite,  to  a  man's  be- 
ing in  earnest,  that  he  should  wear  a  perpetual 
frown.  Or  is  there  less  of  rfncerity  in  Nature  dur- 
ing her  gambols  in  spring,  than  during  the  stifibeas 
and  harshness  of  her  wintry  gloom  ?  Does  not  the 
bh^'s  blithe  caroUing  come  from  the  heart  quite  as 
much  as  the  quadruped's  monotonous  cry  ?  And  is 
it  then  altogether  impossible  to  take  up  one's  abode 
with  Truth,  and  to  let  all  sweet  homely  feelings 
grow  about  it  and  cluster  around  it,  and  to  smile 
upon  it  as  on  a  kind  father  or  mother,  and  to  sport 
with  it,  and  hold  light  and  merry  talk  with  it,  as 
with  a  loved  brother  or  sister  ;  and  to  fondle  it,  and 
play  with  it,  as  with  a  child!  No  otherwise  did 
Socrates  and  Plato  commune  with  Truth ;  no  other- 
wise Cervantes  and  Shakspere.  This  pkyfulneas  of 
Truth  is  beautifully  represented  by  Landor,  in  the 
conversation  between  Marcus  Cicero  and  his  brother, 


in  an  allegory  ivhifh  has  the  voice  and  the  spirit  of 
riato.  On  tlie  other  hand,  the  outcries  of  those 
who  exclaim  against  every  sound  more  lively  than 
a  bray  or  a  bleat,  as  derogatory  to  truth,  are  often 
prompted,  not  so  much  by  their  deep  feeling  of  the 
dignity  of  the  truth  in  question,  as  of  the  dignity  of 
the  person  by  whom  that  tinth  is  maintained.  It 
is  our  vanity,  our  self-conceit,  that  makes  us  so  sore 
and  irritable.  To  a  grave  argument  we  may  reply 
gravely,  aod  fancy  that  we  have  the  best  of  it    '   ■ 


a  duU  01 
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smile,  except  by  fretting  and  funiing.   Olivia 
lets  ns  into  the  secret  of  Malvolio's  distaste  for  the 

For  the  full  expansion  of  the  intellect,  moreover, 
to  preserve  it  from  that  narrowness  and  partial 
warp  which  our  proneness  to  give  ourselves  up  to 
the  sway  of  the  moment  is  apt  to  produce,'  its  vari- 
ous faculties,  however  opposite,  should  grow  and 
be  tr^ned  up  side  by  side— should  tuine  their  arms 
together,  and  strengthen  eadi  other  by  love-wres- 
tles. Thus  will  it  be  best  fitted  for  discerning  and 
acting  upon  the  multiplicity  of  things  which  the 
world  sets  before  it.  Thus,  too,  will  something  like 
a  balance  and  order  be  upheld,  and  our  minds  pre- 
served from  that  exaggeration  on  the  one  side,  and 
depreciation  On  the  other  side,  which  are  the  sure 
results  of  exelusiveness.  A  poet,  for  instance, 
should  have  much  of  the  philosopher  in  him;  not, 
indeed,  thrusting  itself  forward  at  the  surface — 
this  would  only  make  a  monster  of  his  work,  like 
the  Siamese  twins,  neither  one  thing  nor  two — but 
latent  within ;  the  spindle  should  be  oul  of  sight, 
bat  the  web  should  be  spun  by  the  Fates.  A  phi- 
losopher,  on  the  other  hand,  ^ould  have  much  of 
the  poet  in  him.  A  historian  cannot  be  great  with- 
out combining  the  elements  of  the  two  minds,  A 
statesman  ought  to  unite  those  of  all  the  three.  A 
great  religions  teacher,  such  as  Socrates,  Bernard, 
Luther,  Schleiermacher,  needs  the  statesman's  prac- 
tical power  of  dealing  with  men  and  things,  as  well 
as  the  historian's  insight  into  their  growth  and  pur- 
pose. He  needs  the  philosopher's  ideas,  impreg- 
nated and  impersonated  by  the  imagination  of  the 
poet.  In  like  manner,  our  graver  faculties  and 
thoughts  are  much  chastened  and  bettered  by  a 
blending  and  interfusion  of  the  lighter,  so  that 
"  the  sable  cloud"  may  "  turn  her  silver  hning  on 
the  night;"  while  our  lighter  thonghts  require  the 
graver  to  substantiate  them  and  keep  them  from 
evaporating.  Thus  Socrates  is  said,  in  Plato's 
Banquet,  to  have  maintained  that  a  great  tragic 
poet  ought  likewise  to  be  a  great  comic  poet — an 
obsenation  the  more  remarkable,  because  the  ten- 
dency of  the  Greek  mind,  as  at  once  manifested  in 
their  Polytheism,  and  fostered  by  it,  was  lo  insulate 
all  tlieir  ideas ;  and,  as  It  were,  to  split  up  the  in- 
tellectual world  into  a  cluster  of  Cjclades,  leading 
to  confusion,  is  the  characteristic  of  modern  times. 
The  combination,  however,  was  reaUzed  in  himself, 
I  his  great  pu[Hl ;  and  may,  perhaps,  have 
o  to  a  certain  extent  In  ..i^chylus,  if  we  may 
from  the  fame  of  his  satiric  dramas.  At  all 
the  assertion,  as  has  been  remarked  more 
than  once — for  instance  by  Coleridge  (JtiniaiHi,  ii., 
12,) — is  a  wonderful  prophetical  intuition,  which 
has  received  its  fulfilment  in  Shakspere,  No  heart 
would  have  been  strong  enough  to  hold  the  woe  of 
Lear  and  Othello,  except  that  which  had  the  un- 
quenchable elasticity  of  Falstaff  and  the  "Hit^um- 
Night's  dream."    He,  too,  is  an  example  tiiat 
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MT  HONOEABLi:  FEIEKD  BOB. 


the  perception  of  the  ridiculous  docfl  not  necesaarilj 
imply  bitterness  and  scorn.  Along  with  his  intense 
humor,  and  hie  equally  intense  piercing  insight  into 
the  darkest,  most  fearful  depths  of  human  nature, 
there  is  Etill  a  spirit  of  oniversal  kindness,  as  well 
as  universal  justice,  pervading  his  works  ;  and  Ben 
Jonaon  has  left  us  a  pveciuns  memorial  of  him, 
where  he  calls  him  "  My  gentle  Shakspeare."  This 
one  epithet  sheds  a  beiutiful  light  on  his  character : 


its  truth  is  attested  by  his  wisdom,  which  could 
never  have  been  so  perfect  unless  it  had  been  har- 
moaized  by  the  gentleness  of  the  dove.  A  similar 
union  of  the  graver  and  lighter  powers  is  found  in 
several  of  Shakspenre's  contemporaries,  and  in 
many  others  among  the  greatest  poeta  of  the 
modern  world ;  in  Boccaccio,  in  Cervantes,  in 
Chaucer,  in  Giithc,  in  Tieck ;  so  was  it  in  Walter 
Scott. 


MY  HONORABLE  FRIESD  BOB. 


It  was  at  a  public  school  that  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  my  friend  Bob.  He  was  then  a  little 
round-faced,  curlj-pated  boy,  about  (*ii  years  of 
age ;  and  I  being  two  years  his  senior,  and  there 
existing  some  intimacy  between  our  parents,  he  was 
put  under  my  protection. 

I  soon,  fiiol  that  I  was,  became  very  fond  of  Bob. 
We  naturally  get  attached  to  those  who  cling  to  us 
for  support ;  and  every  thing  was  so  new  to  him, 
poor  fellow  1  that  without  me  he  was  miserable. 

At  that  very  early  age,  Bob  had  acquired  a  taste 
for  eitravagance ;  his  money  always  burnt  a  hole 
in  his  little  breeches'  pocket ;  and  when  it  was  gone, 
many  a  shilling  did  he  borrow  of  me,  and  many 
more  did  he  owe  t«  Hrs.  FufTy,  the  Git  vender  of 
pastry,  whose  re^denee  was  "down  the  street." 

At  «iteen,  I  left  Doctor  Rearpepper's  establish- 
ment ;  and  many  were  Uie  tears  that  poor  Bob  shed 
at  my  departure.  He  said  nothing  at  all  about  the 
nine  shilUngs  and  fourpence  halfpenny  that  he  owed 
me;  but  when  I  said,  "  Bob,  be  sure  you  write  to 
me,"  I  suspect  that  he  almost  especled  me  to  add, 
"and  don't  forget  to  enclose  the  money." 

During  my  residence  at  Oxford,  we  never  met. 
At  first  our  interchange  of  letters  was  frequent,  and 
the  style  of  our  communications  most  affectionate ; 
but  gradually  our  correspondence  flagged,  and  for 
a  whole  year  I  heard  nothing  of  him.  At  length, 
by  the  coach  came  a  splendidly  hound  copy  of  a 
work  which  he  knew  to  be  ray  favorite  ;  and  in  the 
title'page  was  written  my  name,  and  underneath  the 
words,  "From  his  affectionate  and  grateful  friend 
Bob." 

"Yes,"  thought  I,  as  I  read  the  inscription,  "and 
still  thou  art  my  honorable  friend  1 " 

Bob,  after  so  long  a  period  bad  elapsed,  was  nat- 
urally ashamed  to  send  me  the  few  shillings  that  he 
owed  me;  hut  he  could  not  be  happy  till  he  had 
spent  many  pounds  on  a  gift  which  was  intended 
to  repay  me.  With  the  parcel,  I  received  a  letter 
announcing  his  having  entered  the  army,  and  add- 
ing that  he  was  about  to  join  bis  regiment,  which 
was  then  on  a  foreign  station.  He  entreated  mc 
not  to  suppose  from  his  long  silence  that  he  had 
forgotten  me ;  and,  in  siiort,  there  was  so  much 
warmth  of  heart  about  the  whole  letter,  that  Bob 
was  reinstated  in  my  good  graces,  and  I  wrote  him 
a  most  affecUonate  reply,  assuring  him  that  when- 
ever we  met  he  would  find  me  unaltered. 

After  quitting  Osford,  I  travelled  on  the  Conti- 
nent for  many  months ;  and  on  my  return  to  Eng- 
land, I  found  my  friend  Bob  at  a  hotel  in  Bond 
street,  and,  in  every  sense  of  the  words,  "a  g 
man  about  town." 

Ours  was  more  like  the  reunion  of  boys  aftei 


summer's  vacation,  than  a  meeting  of  men  who  had 
seen  something  of  the  world.  We  could  talk  only 
of  the  past,  of  frolic  and  of  fun;  and  while  arm'in- 
arm  we  ranged  the  streets  of  the  west  end,  we 
laughed  almost  as  much,  and  were  really  nearly  as 
thoughtless,  as  in  the  days  when  together  we  ranged 
the  play-ground  of  old  Bearpepper. 

Whatever  /  may  have  been.  Bob  was  indeed  un- 
changed; and  not  alone  inspirits  and  temper,  for 
I  soon  found  that  bis  old  habits  hud  groivn  with  his 
growth,  and  strengthened  with  his  strength.  He 
still  retained  his  "sweet  tooth,"  and  d^ly  did  he 
lead  me  into  Gunter's  or  Grange's,  (nay,  often  into 
both  in  turn,)  and  there  I  saw  him  indulge  as  he 
used  of  old  in  the  habitation  of  Mrs.  Pufly ;— the 
only  difference  was,  that  his  dahities  were  somewhat 
more  refined,  and  more  expen^ve;  for,  alas!  I 
soon  saw  the  old  injunction,  "Put  it  down  to  my 
bill,"  had  by  no  means  Men  hito  disuse.  All  other 
tradespeople  were  most  impartially  dealt  with  by 
Bob  in  the  same  way ;  and  I  saw  him  take  posses- 
ion of  trinkets,  coats,  hats,  and  boots,  without 
considering  it  requisite  to  take  his  purse  out  of  his 
pocket.  ^ 

The  next  morning.  Bob  ran  to  my  bedside  to  in- 
form me  that  he  was  ordered  to  India,  and  must 
leave  London  in  a  day  or  two.  He  showed  me  his 
letters,  and  it  was  evident  that  he  must  prepare  for 
his.  immediate  departure. 

We  breakfasted  together ;  and  during  the  repast, 
the  waiter  was  continually  presenting  him  with  wa- 
fered  notes;  and  it  appeared  that  several  persons 
bad  called,  very  earnestly  wishing  to  see  him.  I 
had  my  suspicions  about  these  visitations,  but  s^d 
nothing. 

Immediately  after  breakfast.  Bob  took  my  arm 
and  requested  me  to  walk  with  him ;  and  after  pass- 
ing through  several  streets  and  squares  in  unusuul 
silence,  and  with  an  appearance  of  agitation  in  his 
manner,  he  suddenly  addressed  mc.  ' 

"There  is  no  alternative,"  said  he  ;  "I  must  go." 

"You  must,  indeed.  Bob,"  I  replied, — "unless 
you  are  detaineiL" 

"Detained!"  said  Boh,  biushing;  "how  do  you 

"  Pardon  me,"  I  answered,  "  but  really  few  young 
men  could  go  on  as  you  have  lately  done,  and  he 
prepared  for  a  departure  so  sudden.  Now,  my  dear 
Bob,  you  know  what  my  finances  are ;  you  know  I 
have  literally  notkiiui  to  spare ;  but  if,  knowing 
this,  you  think  I  can  be  of  temporary  use  to  you, 

Bob  grasped  my  arm,  and  his  eyes  watered ;  hut 
he  was  ashamed  to  own  the  eitent  of  his  encum- 
brances, and  therefore  hastily  anawored, 
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"  This  is  like  yourself,  my  dear  friend,  and  at  the 
moment  jou  maj  indeed  serve  me  by  putting  jour 
name  to  a  bill." 

"  Not  of  latge  amoant,  Bob,  I  trust  ?' 

"No — yea— larger,  I  fear,  than " 

"If  it  be  a  lai^e  euin,  Bob,  you  know  that  if 
Tour  draft  ie  not  honored  nhcn  it  becomes  due,  / 
shall  jro  to  prison  insl«ad  of  ^ou." 

"Keyer!"  saidBobwithafervorandnn  evidence 
of  deep  feeling  nhiuh  I  could  not  distrust. 

"Well,  then,  what  ia  the  auni?"  said  I. 

"Urst,  let  me  tell  yon  some  cireametarcea  nhich 
ppesa  heavily  on  ray  heart,"  said  Bob ;  "not  here 
— come  with  me  this  way." 

And  in  solemn  dience  he  led  me  to  FortmaD 
Square. 

"What  can  a1t  this  mean?"  said  T,  at  last. 

"Hush!"  said  Bob;   "you  see  that  house?" 

And  he  pointed  to  a  very  handsome  well-appoint- 
ed mansion.  A  footman  was  standing  at  the  door 
receiving  cards  from  a  lady  in  a  carriage. 


"Mj  dear  fellow,"  I  eiclaimed,  "this  is  news  in- 
deed!— jou  have  no  occasion  of  assistance  from  a 
poor  follow  liiic  me." 

"Ohl"  said  Bob,  "you  have  not  heard  all.  She 
loves  me  to  madness,  poor  dear  ^ri !  But,  rich  as 
her  father  is,  were  ie  to  suppose  that  I  am  involved, 
he  would  forbid  the  match." 

"  A  very  sensible  old  man." 

"That  may  be ;  but  there  is  another  obstacle — 
my  ranh :  Clara  will  not  consent  to  marry  any  tiling 
below  a  captain." 

I  could  not  repress  a  latigh. 

"  It  it  a  foible,  perhaps,"  said  Bob,  rather  piqitcd ; 
"but  it  ia  her  only  one,  and  I  must  humor  it.  But 
niv  promotion   depends    on  my  going  to  India, 

"Well,  well,"  said  I,  "I  understand  all  this;  but 
tell  me  at  once  what  you  wish  me  to  do  for  you." 

"  To  put  your  name  to  a  draft  for  one  hundred 
and  ninety  pounds,"  faltered  Bob. 

"Mercy  on  mei   what  a  sum!"  said  I.     How- 


See  tl  e  house  f    I  rcylit  1       to  be  sure  I  do; 
and  nhat  then" 

That  house  is  owned  by  one  of  tht  wtalthiest 
commoners  in  England." 

"  Umph  i"   said  I ;    "  the  owner,  I   suppose,  U 

"  He  haa  an  only  daughter,"  said  Bob. 
"  Has  he  ?"  I  answered. 
"  His  sole  heiress,"  added  Bob. 
"What  then?"  I  repUed. 

"I  ara  ashamed  of  having  concealed  all  lliis  so 
long  from  so  dear  a,  friend,"  murmured  Bob. 
"All  what?" 

"Whataeeret?" 
"That  lovely  girl!" 

"  Upon  my  word,  Boh,"  I  cried,  "  you  put  me  out 
of  all  patience!" 

"  I  have  won  that  girl's  affections." 

"  The  heiress  t"  said  I. 

"She  loves  me,"  whispered  Bob. 


ever,  it  must  be  done ;  a: 
"I  will  honorably  pay 


id  when  the  draft  bee 


"Ifn. 


n  pnso 


I  go. 


w  lot  u: 


hotel." 

"One  moment,"  said  Boh:  "I  lore  to  look  at  the 
house." 

"  At  the  casket  which  eontaina  the  gem  V  said  I. 

"  Tes  [  and  for  your  sake,  too,  I  love  to  look  at 
it.  You  see  those  three  windows  shaded  with  sky- 
blue  silk  curtains  f  Oh,  swch  a  Utile  room  thai  is ! — 
and  that  room  I  always  mean  to  be  jour  own  erelii- 
siiielfi,  when  /  am  master  of  the  mansion.  Such  a 
room! — the  furniture  so  exquisite! — and  such  a 
sweet  look  out  over  the  square  I — But  come,  we'll 
talk  all  that  over  while  we  are  at  dinner." 

Before  the  meal  was  half  finished,  Bob  seemed 
quite  to  have  recovered  his  spirits;  and  I  could  not 
help  suspectii^,  that  as  the  prospect  of  an  immedi- 
ate separation  did  not  seem  to  depress  him,  he 
loved  the  lady  less  than  he  loved  her  gold. 
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"  Is  she  pretty  ?"  said  I  after  a  long  pause,  dur- 
ing which  1  at  least  had  been  thinking  of  her. 
"Whof  said  Bob,  starting. 
"  I  say,  is  the  lady  pretty  f " 
"Whatladj?"  stiid  Bob. 
"  Wliy,  your  iote,  to  be  sure." 
'■Which  do  YOU  meanP" 


"  0  i  what  was  I  dreaming  of! — very  pretty." 

"I  can't  imagine,  Bob,"  said  I,  "when  jou  con- 
trived to  win  your  divinity;  you  and  I  have  been 
for  months  almost  inaeparable,  and — " 

"Ask  no  questions,"  said  Bob;  "the  secret  is 
not  my  own." 

"  Not  entirely,  certainly,"  I  replied.  "  Is  she  to 
inherit  the  house  in  Portman  Square  ?" 

"To  be  sure  she  is:  and  su*A  a  bouae  as  it  is! — 
and  that  room  which  I  mean  for  yuu  t  You  are 
fond  of  a  bot  bath?" 

"  There  is  a  sky-blue  silk  sofa  in  that  room ;  and 
when  yon  touch  a  spring,  it  flies  up,  (I  don't  ex- 
actly know  the  principle  on  which  it  acia,)  and  turns 
into  the  most  delightful  bath !" 

"  Yes,  a  marble  bath." 

"Marble?" 

"White  marble  without  a  speck; — she  iid  tell 
me  where  it  came  from, — but  that's  no  conse- 
quence." 

"How  very  Insurious!     said  I. 

"Yes;  and  so  very  complete  I — three  cocks!" 

"TkeeiV  said  I :   "iiuo,  you  mean." 

"No,  no, — three,"  replied  Bob;    "one   for  hot 

"Yes,"  said  I. 

"And  one  for  cold — " 

"  Well,  that  makes  (i«o,"  said  I. 

"  And  one,"  sidd  Bob,  "  for  eavrSe-ColopieP 

In  the  evening,  I  put  my  name  to  Bob's  draft, 
and  the  next  morning  vre  patted  with  mutual  ex- 
pressions of  regret. 

I  missed  him  sadly ;  and  it  so  happened,  that  af- 
ter he  went,  many  untoward  circumstancea  occurred 
which,  having  first  materially  lowered  my  resources, 
next  effectually  lowered  my  spirila,  and  I  used  to 
saunter  through  our  old  haunts,  looking  like  the 
ghost  of  his  companion. 

When  he  was  gone,  I  became  acquainted  with 
many  circumstances  connected  with  his  expenditure 
which  perfectly  astounded  me ;  and  at  the  end  of 
four  months,  (exactly  two  months  before  it  waa  to 
become  due,)  I  had  every  reason  to  doubt  whether 
the  draft  for  one  hundred  and  ninety  pounds  would 
ever  be  paid. 

I  was  conscious  of  my  own  utter  inability  to  pay 
it;  and  I  therefore  existed  for  a  week  or  two  in  a 
siste  of  mental  eidtement  not  to  be  described. 
One  day  after  break&st,  I  sallied  forth  more  dolor- 
ous than  usual ;  and  after  wandering  about  for  some 
time,  1  found  myself  in  Portman  Square,  opposite 
the  identical  mansion  inhabited  by  Bob's  intended. 

"  Ah !"  thought  I,  "  were  Bob  now  in  posaesMon 
of  that  house,  all  would  go  well  with  us : — his  heart 
is  in  the  right  place,  poor  fellow!  But,  alas  I  be- 
fore be  puts  me  in  possession  of  that  sky-blue 
apartment,  with  the  hot  water  and  the  cold  and  the 

,u-de-Colomif  I  may  be  in  prison,  and  my  name 


disgraced !'' 


As  T  looked  towards  the  balcony  of  the  drawing- 

and,  suddenly  turning  her  head  towards  me,  she 
seemed  to  recognize  my  person,  and  gave  me  a  fa- 
miliar nod. 

I  Boon  discovered  it  was  my  old  friend  and  near 
connection  Mrs.  Symmons;  end,  beckoning  me  to 
the  window,  she  exclaimed, 

"Oh!  I'm  delighted  to  see  you  I — wo  only  came 
to  town  yestenlay, — we  are  on  a  visit  to  Mr.  Moles- 
worth;  pray  come  in,  and  111  introduce  you." 

I  knocked  at  the  hall-door  in  a  state  of  mind  not 
to  be  described, — the  hall-door  of  the  house  in 
which  /  (£(/  antictpatton)  already  possessed  a  room 
of  my  own,  with  sky-blue  curtains,  and  a,  new-in- 
vented spring  sofa  bath  overflowing  with  eau-rfe- 
Colognti  I  walked  up  sturs;  and  my  friend  Mrs. 
Symmons  introduced  me  to  Mr.  Molesworth,  (an  old 
gentleman  bi  a  pur  of  gouty  shoes,)  his  daughter, 
Miss  Molesworth,  (a  lovely,  fair-haired  ^irl  of  about 
eighteen,)  hxr  sufer  Mora,  (still  in  a  pmafore,  and 
not  come  out,)  and  lier  tieo  little  broihera  (school- 
boys in  round  jackets  and  duck  trousers). 

"Dear  me!"  thought  1,  "how  poor  dear  Bob  was 
mistaken  in  supposing  her  an  heiress!" 

In  this  femily  I  spent  many  happy  days ;  and  be- 
ing, though  unknown  to  her,  so  welt  acquvnted 
with  the  secret  of  the  young  lady's  heart,  I  became 
more  intimate  with  her  than  I  could  have  been  with 
any  one  else,  without  incurring  the  imputation  of 
"  serious  intentions."  In  this  instance,  however, 
my  knowledge  of  the  fair  lady's  engagement  to 
another  person,  (and  that  person  my  Iriend,)  made 
me  feel  perfectly  at  my  ease;  and  we  became  the 
talk  of  ail  our  acquaintances,  without  my  being  the 

flirtation. 

To  my  utter  astonishment,  Mrs.  Symmons  came 
to  me  one  day,  (it  was  the  day  before  that  on  which 
Bob's  draft  was  to  become  due,)  and,  with  a  know- 
ing look,  asked  me  why  I  was  so  out  of  spirits?  I 
gave  an  evasive  reply,  ibr  I  did  not  choose  to  own 
the  paltry  pecuniary  difficulty,  which  waa  threaten- 
ing to  overpower  me. 

" tfonsenae !"  said  Mrs.  Symmons;  "go  boldly, 
and  make  your  offer :  jour  connections  are  unex- 
ceptionable; and  whatever  your  present  income 
may  be,  your  prospects  are  excellent.  Besides,  the 
has  enough  for  both ;  for,  though  not  an  only  child, 
her  father  can  afford  to  give  her  a  very  escellent 
fortune." 

"  And  pray,"  I  replied,  "  of  what  lady  are  you 
talking  ?" 

"  Miss  Molesworth,  to  be  sure ; — I  know  she  is  at- 
tached to  you." 

"You  know  nothing  about  the  matter,"  said  T ; 
"  for  I  can  tell  you  that ■" 

I  hedtated,  for  I  had  no  right  to  betray  Bob's  se- 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Symmons,  "here  she  comes, 
and  I  will  leave  you  together ;"  and  away  she  went. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Miss  Molesworth 
earnestly,  as  she  entered ;  "  you  seem  agitated — 
what  has  happened  ?" 

"  Are  we  alone  ?"  said  I  after  a  panse.  "  It  is 
better  that  I  should  be  explicit." 

Miss  Mtdesworth  started,  colored,  and  cast  down 
her  eyes.  Had  I  been  a  favored  lover  on  the  point 
of  making  an  avowal  of  attachment,  she  could  not 
have  been  more  embarrassed. 

"Do  not  be  alarmed,"  said  I;  "I  know  all!" 
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"Sir I"  said  Misa  Molesworth. 

"I  am  Bob's  best  friend,  and  I  know  yours 

"JTy  secret  I"  ahe  eiclidmed, 
"Tea,  dear  ladj,"  I  answered:   "I  am,  as  I  to 
jou  before,  the  miKt  intimate  friend  of  Bob." 
"Of  Bob  1"  said  she. 

"lamBoi 


"  Do  not  distress  yourself,"  I  whispered ;  "  do  not 
think  it  necessary  to  conceal  any  thing  from  me ; — 
before  lie  left  England  Bob  told  me  nil 

"AUioiai?"  ened  Mias  Molesiv  orth 

"Tour  mutual  attachment — jour  engagement" 
I  replied. 

Miss  Moleaworth  started  up  colormg  cnmi^on 
At  first,  she  couid  not  artiLulate    hut  at  ijet  she 

"Iknownot  sir  to  n  hat  I  am  to  attribute  tli;o 
conduct:  Iha\e  been  attached  to  no  on«,  engaged 
to  no  one, — I  know  not  of  whom  you  speak.  I  bad 
conddered  you,  sir,  in  the  light  of  a  friend;  but 
now,  sif,  now " 

She  could  say  no  more,  but  sank  on  a  chair  be- 
side me,  in  a  Hood  of  tears. 

A  mist  at  that  moment  fell  from  my  eyes ;  I  saw 
at  once  the  full  eitent  of  Bob's  unpardonable  false- 
hood, and  the  distressing  certainty  flashed  upon  my 
mind  that  his  draft  would  be  dishonored. 

Mrs.  Symmons  entered  at  the  moment,  and  found 
tiB  both  apparently  plunged  into  the  depths  of  des- 
pair. Hiss  Molesworth  was  in  an  instant  weeping 
on  her  shoulder;  and  before  a  fjaartev  of  an  hour 
had  elapsed,  I  found  myself  breathing  forth  vows 
of  love  to  tlie  young  lady,  and  eiulling  in  my  dis- 
covery that  her  engagement  to  my  friend  Bob  was 
a  fable. 

Miss  Molesworth  referred  me  to  her  father;  but 
I  read  in  her  large  blue  eyea  that  she  did  not  diahke 
me.  I  therefore  retired  to  my  bed  that  night  full 
of  lo»e  and  hope,  and  dreamed  of  driving  my  wife 
in  a  chariot  drawn  by  six  dragons,  over  the  man- 
gled body  of  Bob. 

rbe  next  morning,  my  first  thought  was  of  my 
approaching  interview  with  Mr.  Molesworth;  but, 
alaa  I  it  was  soon  followed  by  my  recollection  of 
Bob's  draft,  and  Che  too  great  probability  that  be- 
ibre  night  I  should  be  in  durance  vile  for  the  amount. 
My  own  resoureea  were  at  the  moment  inadequate 
to  meet  the  demand;  and  could  I  ask  a  rich  man 
to  let  me  marry  his  daughter,  and  eipect  that  his 
first  act  would  be  to  pay  one  hundred  and  ninety 
pounds  to  eitricate  me  from  a  prison ! 

At  length,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  walk  to  Bob's 
bankers,  and  at  once  ascertain  the  worst.  I  did  so, 
and  on  my  arrival  was  astounded  at  being  informed 
by  the  clerk  that  be  had  provided  funds  for  the 
payment  of  the  drafi  1 

So  far  I  had  wronged  my  honorable  friend;  and 
I  was  therefore  able  to  appear  in  Portman  Square 
in  excellent  spirits. 

"The  course  of  my  "true  love"  did,  for  a  won- 
der, "run  smooth,"  and,  all  our  preliminaries  hav- 
ing been  finally  arranged,  the  Molesworths  left  (own 
for  the  family  seat  in  Wiltshire,  and  I  remained  to 
arrange  some  legal  and  other  matters,  which  would  in 
all  probabiUty  detun  me  for  a  couple  of  months.  I 
was  sitting  in  my  own  room  rather  out  of  spirits  the 
morning  after  my  true  love's  departure,  when  the  ; 


door  opened,  and  in  came — Bob!  He  was  so  evi- 
dently dehghted  to  see  me  again,  that  I  couid  not  help 
receiving  bira  kindly.  He  spoke  of  the  obligation  I 
had  conferred  upon  him  previous  to  his  departure ; 
and  after  frankly  acknowled^ng  the  gratification  I 
had  felt  at  his  punctuality,  I  said, 

"But  how  is  this?  returned  after  so  short  an  ab- 

"Oh!  we  are  not  to  go  to  India,  after  all;  I've 
been  no  further  tlian  Madeira ;— we'll  talk  that  all 
r  another  time.     I  suppose  I  shall  be  sent  to  the 
St,  instead  of  the  East." 

'I  only  regret  it  on  account  of  your  rank;   it 
may  retard  your  marriage." 

"3fy  marriage !"  swd  Bob,  blushing  all  over. 
"Yes;   your  marriage  with  the  heiress  of  Port- 
man  Square." 

"Oh!"  cried  Bob,  starting  from  his  chair  and 


er,  I  c 
mention  mat  subject  again." 

"Why  so?"  said  I. 

"  It  is  ail  off,"  sighed  Bob. 

"Off!"  I  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  the  ttaitressl— But  enough,— never  name 
her  to  tne  again." 

I  of  course  promised  to  obey  him,  and  for  some 
days  we  enjoyed  ourselves  very  much  in  the  old 
way.  One  morning,  he  came  to  me  in  real  distress, 
and  told  me  that  his  tailor  had  threatened  to  arrest 
him  for  the  amount  of  his  bill.  I  offered  to  go  and 
speak  to  the  man,  and  endeavor  to  persuade  him  to 
^ve  Bob  time. 

"  If  he  will  only  give  me  a  month,"  said  Bob. 

"  Well,"  I  cried,  "  I  can  but  try  him  ;"  and  away 

The  tailor  was  inexorable ;  but  he  told  me  that 
if  I  would  become  responsible  for  the  payment  of 
the  debt  in  a  month,  he  would  consent  to  WMt;  if 
not,  he  was  determined  to  arrest  Bob  that  day. 

1  hesitated  for  a  moment;  but,  recollecting  his 
prompt  payment  of  the  hundred  and  ninety  pounds, 
I  made  myself  responsible  for  the  amount  of  the 
bill,  and  then  returned  to  congratulate  my  fHend. 

When  I  told  him  what  I  had  done,  he  started  up 
and  exclaimed,  "You  do  not  mean  it! — you  cannot 
have  made  yourself  responsible  for  the  amount  of 
that  fellow's  bill!" 

"  I  have,  I  assure  you,"  said  I. 

"Then,"  said  Bob,  "you  will  have  to  pay  it;  I 
shall  not  have  the  money  myself;  I  never  asked 
yon 'to  incur  the  responsibility, — I  never  expected 
it, — and  I  repeat  that  you  will  have  to  pay  it," 

"My  dear  Bob,"  said  I,  "it  will  not  lie  in  my 
power ;  I  am  peculiarly  situated.  At  the  end  of 
a  month,  1  shall  be  most  particularly  eng^ed — my 
hands,  as  it  were,  will  be  tied,  and  paying  this  at 
that  part:icular  period  will  be  out  of  the  question." 

Still  Bob  persisted  that  he  never  asked  me  to  be- 
come respon^ble,  and  it  ended  in  his  leaving  me  in 
a  very  ill  humor.  My  engagements  with  legal  per- 
sons employed  me  for  days  together  in  the  city, 
and  I  saw  very  little  of  Bob.  When  we  did  meet, 
my  manner  was  cold  and  restrained;  and  it  was  not 
till  within  a  day  or  two  of  the  expiration  of  the 
month  that  I  had  lime  to  think  of  the  very  inop- 
portune and  annoying  responsibility  which  I  had 
incurred. 

That  very  day,  I  met  Bob,  and  spoke  to  him  most 
earnestly  and  seriously  about  the  payment;  but  he 
sighed  most  deeply,  told  me  how  much  he  lamented 
my  having  engaged  to  make  the  payment,  and  pa- 
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theticall}'  bemoaned  the  emptiness  of  his  own 
packets.  The  next  morning,  1  called  on  the  tailor, 
earnestly  requesting  hitn  to  renew  ttie  draft  for 
another  month,  and  waa  then  told  that  my  honora- 
ble friend  hud  called  that  very  day,  and  had  placed 
In  hia  hands  the  sum  for  which  I  waa  responsible '. 

I  went  instantly  to  call  upon  him,  and  he  re- 
ceived me  with  laughter,  in  which  I  could  not  rc- 
aiat  joining;  but  I  uonfess  I  laughed  the  moru  from 
the  recollection  that  my  honr  of  revenge  was  at 

About  a  fortnight  afterwards,  {the  family  of  my 
intended  having  arrived  in  town  for  the  wedding, 
which  was  to  take  place  the  next  morning  at  St. 
George's  Church,  Ilauover  Square,)  Bob  inquired 
"  akat  it  was  that  seemed  to  occupy  me  from  morn- 
ing till  night,  and  vtlit/  it  was  that  we  so  seldom 


"  Mj  dear  Bob,"  said  I,  "  it  has  bi 

"Oh!  a  secret  1" 

"Yes;  and  the  secret  has  tiot  bt 


lOt  been  entirely  my 

"Indeed!"  said  Bob. 

"  Bat  I  will  nmo  conceal  nothing  from  you :  you, 
I  remember,  before  you  went  away,  confided  your 
secret  to  me." 

"Oh! — ah! — hem — yea — well?"  stammered  Bob. 

"  I  am  going  to  be  married  to-morrow." 

"Married!"  exclaimed  Bob:  "tell  me  all  about 
it;  who  is  she,— do /know  her?" 

"Tou  do  Rot  know  her;  but  I  have  heard  yon 
apsak  of  her." 

"Indeed!  Where  does  she  live? — is  she  pretty? 
— is  she  rich  ?" 

"There  is  no  time,"  said  I,  "to  answer  your  ques- 
tions at  present ;  I  dine  with  the  family  at  slit,  and 
T  mean  to  take  you  with  me.  Go  and  dress,  and  in 
half  an  hour  I  will  call  for  you  in  a  carriage," 

"Where  doea  your  intended  live?"  said  Bob  as 
we  drove  along  Oifocd  Street  and  turned  '  " 
chard  Street. 

"Time  will  show,"  I  replied. 

"Where  are  we  now?"  sud  Bob  as  the  carriage 


"And  the  lady  lives——"  fjll«red  Bob. 

"  In  Porlman  Square,"  said  I. 

Bob  sat  in  evident  confusion ;  and  when  the  cnr- 

ige  actually  stopped  at  Mr.  Uolcsworth's  house, 

■said, 

"I  deserve  this — I  am  quite  ashamed  of  myaelf. 
Come,  come,  turn  back  and  drive  home." 

"  By  no  means,"  said  I,  as  the  servant  gave  a 
thundering  knock  at  the  door,  and  then  let  down 
the  steps  of  the  carriage. 

"  Look,"  said  I,  pointing  upwards,  while  we  wiuted 
for  the  street-door  to  be  opened ;  "  you  see  those 
three  windows  with  sky-blue  curtains  ?" 

"01  spare  me  r  cried  Bob. 

"  Tiiat  room  I  always  mean  to  reserve  txeluaively 
for  yon:  there  is  n  wonderful  sofa,  silken  without, 
and  marble  within." 

"  My  dear  friend  !"  Said  Bob  imploringly. 

"  Don't  interruptme,"  1  proceeded  | — "an  eiqui- 
^te  bath  with  three  cocka;  one  for  hot  water,  one 
for  cold,  and  one  for  eau-de-Cologne.  But  we  have 
no  time  now  to  expatiate  on  its  advantages  ;"  and 
I  jumped  out  of  the  carriage. 

"Why,  you  UKm't  go  in!"  cried  Bob  as  he  breath- 
lessly ran  up  the  steps  after  me,  and  vigorously 
puUed  at  (he  tail  of  my  ci    ' 


laid  I;  " 


3  be  SI 


e  truth  in  fu- 


old  friends,  and  show  m 

the  lady  of  your  love,  and " 

"You  are  going  too  far!"  wh 
see  my  error  ;  I  uttered  what  w 
me — I  am  cured.  But  these  ser 
mates  of  the  house  will  think  us  n 

"  Not  at  all,"  I  replied.  "Spea 
ture,  as  I  have  done  to  you." 

I  pressed  his  hand,  and  led  him  up  stairs.  I  saw 
that  he  was  depressed  and  humiliated ;  and  when 
we  got  to  the  drawing-room  door,  he  whispered, 

"And  do  ihet/  know  it?     I  cannot  face  them." 

"They  know  BoiAJBj,"  I  replied,  "and  shall  never 
know  from  me  any  thing  discreditable  to  my  honor- 
able friend  Bob." 

"  I  will  never  utter  a  falsehood  agun,"  said  Bob. 
And  I  firmly  believe  he  adhered  to  his  resolution. 
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READING    A    TRAGEDY. 


But  still  B  dash  of  pathos  w  th  my  terroi 

bine, 
The  bright  reward  uf  trafip  Bard— tlip  I 


Plfiee    chairs  for  all  the  com] 

really  thin  It 
If  jon  don't  Bind  that  thild 

eleop  a,  wink; 
I  know  he'll  ecreech  like  anj  thing 


y    ind    SI4  ai 
bed    he  hiU 


Mj  s. 


page; 


age: 


i  act  would  terrifj  a 


e  of  tha 


And  should  the  darling,  scared  by  mc,  bouome  an 

Imbecile, 
Though /a«(r'j  at  the  circumstajice — how  eorry  I 

should  feel ! 
Whatl   aon't  j-ou  send  the   child  to  bed?  well. 

Madam,  ne  shall  see  ;— 
Pray  take  a   chair,   and   now   prepare    the   laurel 


Have  all  got  pocket-handkerchiefs  ?  your  t 

faU  in  streams: 
Place  water  near  lo  sprinkle  over  any  1 


Remember    (it  may  si 

fits) 
Tis  but  a  mortal  man  who  opea  the  flood  ^-ales  of 


Hem—"  Act  the  first,  and  scene  tin  firsl—a  Kood— 

Bitmrwitpti  enters — 
Stimrumpli  tpeaki,  '  And  have  I  then  escaped  from 

Revenge!  Revenge!  oh,  were  they  dead,  and  /  a 

I'd  pick  ihe  tieeh  from  off  their  bones,  I'd  sever  toe 
from  toe! 

me,  her  plighttfd 

:  with  any  inan  at 

the  sky  and — all 


Shall  fair  Fryfritta,  pledged 

vow  recall, 
And  wed  with  hated  Snookun 

allt 
No — rather  perish  earth  and  1 

the  rest  of  il— 
For  wife  to  me  she  swt 

make  the  beat  of 
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DEABIT   NIGHTSHADE. 


Through  five  long  autB — ay,  very  long,  the  happy     ' 

Bard  proceeds; 
Without   n  pause,  without  applause,   scene   after 

scene  he  reads  t 
That  silent  homage  glads  his  heart  I  it  silent  well 

Kot  one  of  all  his  slumbering  friends  can  either 


)U3  Cliapcroii  is  asleep  I  the  Beau  beside 

4  Bleeping  on  the  mg !  the  cat  upon  the 

ind  bahes — the  Footman,  too !  oh,  if  we 

I  in  the  Bard, 

le  for  him  the  Poppy  wreath,  his  only  fit 


DEADLY   NIGHTSHADE. 


I  LAT  w  th  n  a  stringe  abode   and  on  i 
The  lamp  upon  the  tapestry  a  ghastly  gin 
I  could  not  doze   I  could  not  sleep  I  heard  the 
My  head  was  Uke  a  furnace,  and  my  hands  and  feet 
I  thought  of  all  my  evil  deeds,  and  wished  them  all 
I  longed  (o  hear  the  merry  lark,  and  see  the  rising 


And  down  my  chimney  screeching  came  a  most 

malignant  Fiend — 
I  sat  up  trembling  in  my  bed — good  gracious,  how 

he  grinn'dl 

Upon  the  marble  mantelpieee  there  flared  a  globe 

of  flame! 
And  in  it  danced  distorted  forma  t«o  horrible  to 


I  wanted  much  to  ring  the  bell  to  smnmon  man 
I  did  not  thrust  a  finger  forth,  because  I  t 
I  longed   to  call  out  lustily,   but  not   a  word  I    ' 


I  grasped  the  blankets  and  the  sheets  and  held  them 

o'er  my  head. 
I  heard  a  most  alarming  noise,  I  never  heard  the 

like, 

horrid 


IS! 


^but  a 


abby  c! 


!  the  globe  of  flame 


A  shade  of  paper  for  the  lamp — such  as  my  ^s 

'Twas  traced  with  ghosts  and  skeletons  from  c 

nel-houses  damp  I 
It  mh'(  nice  to  have  a  Deadly  Klghtshade  for  o 
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THB  WOKLD  AS   IT  IS. 


THE    WORLD    AS    IT    IS. 


"What  s,  delightful  thing  the  world  is!  Lsdy 
Lennoi'B  ball,  last  night — bow  ehurming  it  was! — 
everj  one  so  kind,  and  Charlotte  looking  so  pretty 
— the  nicest  girl  I  ever  saw !  But  1  must  dress 
now.  Balfanr  «  to  be  here  at  twelve  with  the 
harae  he  wants  to  sell  me.  How  lucky  I  am  to 
have  anch  a  friend  as  Balfour  !^o  entertaining — 
so  good-natured — ^ao  deviUali  clever  too — and  such 
an  excellent  heart  I  Ah  1  how  unlucky !  it  rains  a 
little;  but  never  mind,  it  will  clear  up;  and  if  it 
don't — why,  there's  billiarda.  What  a  delightful 
thing  the  world  is  I" 

So  soliloquized  Charles  Nugent,  a  man  of  twenty- 
one — a  philanthropiat — an  optimist.  Our  young 
gentleman  was  an  orphan,  of  good  family  and  latge 
fortune ;  brave,  generoua,  confiding,  and  open- 
hearted.  His  ability  was  above  the  ordinary  stand- 
ard,  and  he  had  a  warm  love  and  a  pure  taste  for 
lettera.  He  had  even  bent  a  knee  to  Philosophy, 
but  the  calm  and  cold  graces  with  which  the  god- 
dess receives  her  servants  liad  soon  discontented  ihe 
joung  votary  with  the  worship.  "Away!"  cried 
he,  one  morning,  fiinging  aside  the  volume  of  La 
Kochefouoault,  which  he  had  fancied  ho  under- 
stood ;  "  Away  with  this  selfish  and  debaslDg  code ! 
— men  are  not  the  mean  tilings  they  are  here  de- 
scribed— be  it  mine  to  think  eiulting  of  my  species!" 
My  dear  Experience,  wilh  how  many  fine  aontiments 
do  you  intend  to  piay  the  devil?  It  is  not  without 
reaaon  that  Goethe  telis  us,  that  though  Fate  is  an 
eiccllent,   she  is  also   a   very  eipenaive    school- 


home  fellow,  with  something  of  pretension  in  his 
air  and  a  gr'at  deal  of  frankness.  "And  here  is 
the  horae  Come  to  the  window.  Does  he  not 
step  hnelv*  What  actioni  Do  you  remark  his 
forthand  "  How  he  carries  hia  tail  I  Gad,  I  don't 
think  you  shall  have  him,  after  all!"  "Nay,  my 
dear  fellow,  yon  may  well  be  sorry  to  part  with 
him  He  IS  Buperb  !  Quite  sound — eh?"  "Have 
him  eiamiULd."  "  Do  you  think  I  would  not  tako 
your  word  for  it?  The  price?"  "Fix  it  yourself. 
Prince  Paul  once  offered  me  a  hundred-and-^ghty ; 

but  to   you "     "You  shall  have  it."     "No, 

Nugent — say,  a  hundred-and-ftfty."  "I  won't  be 
outdone— there's  a  draft  for  the  ISOi."  "Upon 
my  sold,  I'm  ashamed;  but  you  are  such  a  rich 
fellow.  John,  take  the  horse  to  Mr.  Nugent's 
slables.  Where  will  you  dine  to-day? — at  the 
Cocoa-tree  ?"     "  With  all  my  heart." 

The  young  men  rode  together.  Nugent  was  de- 
lighted with  hia  new  purchase.  They  dined  at  the 
Cocoa-tree.  Balfour  ordered  some  early  peaches. 
Nugent  paid  the  bill.  They  went  to  the  Opera. 
"Do  you  see  that  draiseiae,  Florine?"  asked  Bal- 
four. "Pretty  ankle— eh?"  "Yea,  comma  fo — 
but  dances  awkwardly — not  handsome.  "What! 
not  handsome  ?  Come  and  talk  to  her.  She's 
more  admired  than  any  girl  on  the  stage."  They 
went  behind  the  scenes,  and  Balfour  convinced  hia 
friend  that  he  ought  to  be  enchanted  with  Florine. 
Before  the  week  was  out,  the  danseiae  kept  her 
carriage,  and  in  returai  Nugent  supped  with  her 
twice  a  week. 


Nugent  had  written  a  tale  for  "  The  Keepsake ;" 
it  waa  his  firet  literary  effort ;  it  waa  tolerably  good, 
and  exceedingly  popular.  One  day,  he  was  loung- 
ing over  his  breakfast,  and  a  tall,  thin  gentleman, 
in  black,  was  announced  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Gilpin. 
Mr.  Gilpin  made  a  most  respectful  bow,  and 
heaved  a  peculiarly  profound  sigh.  Nugent  was 
instantly  seiied  with  a  lively  mterest  in  the  stranger. 
"  Sir,  it  is  with  great  regret,"  fiiltered  forth  Mr. 
Gilpin,  "that  I  seek  you.  I — I — 1 — "  A  low, 
consumptive  cough  checked  his  Speech.  Nugent 
offered  him  a  cup  of  tea.  The  civifltv  was  refused, 
aud  the  story  continued.  Mr.  Gilpins  narration  is 
soon  told,  when  he  himself  is  not  the  narrator.  An 
unfortunate  literary  man — once  in  affluent  circum- 
slances — security  for  a  treacherous  friend — friend 
absconded— pressure  of  unforeseen  circumstances — 
angol  wife  and  four  cherub  children  —  a  book 
coming  out  next  season — deep  distress  at  present — 
horror  at  being  forced  to  beg — generous  sentiments 
expressed  in  the  talc  written  by  Mr.  Nugent  forcibly 
struck  him — a  ray  of  hope  broke  on  his  mind — and 
vmla  the  causes  of  Mr.  Gilpin's  distress  and  Mr. 
Gilpin's  visit.  Never  was  there  a  more  interesting 
personiflcation  of  the  afflicted  man  of  letters  than 
Gregory  Gilpin.  He  looked  pale,  patient,  and  re- 
spectable; he  coughed  frequently,  and  he  was 
dressed  in  deep  mourning.  Nugent's  heart  swelled 
— he  placed  a  bank-note  in  Mr.  Gilpin's  hands — lie 
promieed  more  effectual  relief,  and  Mr.  Gilpin  re- 
tired, overpowered  with  his  own  gratitude  and  Mr. 
Nugent's  respectful  compassion.  "How  happy  I 
am  to  be  rich  I"  said  the  generous  young  philau- 
thropist,  throwing  open  his  chest. 

Nugent  went  to  a  conversazione  at  Lady  Len- 
nox's. Her  ladyship  was  a  widow,  and  a  charming 
woman.  She  was  a  little  of  the  blue,  and  a  little  of 
the  fine  lady,  and  a  little  of  the  beauty,  aud  a  little 
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of  the  coquette,  and  a  groat  deal  of  the 
list.  She  had  one  daughter,  without  a  Bhilling;  slie 
hud  taken  a  worm  interest  in  a,  young  man  of  the 
remarkable  talents  and  aniiabilit}'  of  Charles  Nugent. 
He  sat  next  her — thej  talked  of  the  heartlessiiess 
of  the  vorld — it  is  a  subject  on  wbivh  men  of 
twenty-one  and  bdiea  of  forty.fkvo  are  especially 
eloquent.  Lady  Lennox  complained,  Mr.  Nugent 
defended.  "  One  does  not  talk  much  of  innocence," 
it  is  sdd,  or  something  like  it  is  said,  somewhere  in 
Madame  d'  Epinnj's  Memoirs,  "  without  being  Badly 
corrupted;"  and  nothing  brings  out  the  goodness 
of  our  own  hearU  mure  than  a  charge  against  the 
heartlessness  of  others.  "An  excellent  woman]" 
thought  Nugent;  "what  warm  feelings! — how 
pretty  her  daughter  is !  Oh,  a  charming  femily  1" 
Charlotte  Lennoi  played  an  affecting  air;  Nugent 
leaned  Otec  the  piano;  they  talked  about  music, 
poetry,  going  on  the  water,  sentiment  and  Rich- 
mond HilL  They  made  up  a  party  of  pleasure. 
Nugent  did  not  ^eep  well  that  night — he  was  cer- 
tainly in  love.  When  he  rose  the  neit  morning, 
the  day  was  bright  and  fine ;  Balfour,  the  best  of 
friends,  was  to  be  with  him  In  an  hour  ;  Balfour's 
horse,  the  beat  of  horses,  was  to  convey  him  to 
lUehmond ;  and  at  Richmond  he  was  to  meet  Lady 
Lennox,  the  most  agreeable  of  mothers — and  Char- 
lotte, the  moat  enchanting  of  daughters.  The  dan- 
Kum  had  always  been  a  bore — she  was  now  forgot- 
ten. "It  certainly  ia  a  delightful  world!''  repeated 
Nugent,  as  he  tied  his  neckcloth. 

It  was  some  time — we  will  not  say  how  long — 
after  the  date  of  this  happy  day  ;  Nugent  was  alone 
in  his  apartment,  and  walking  to  and  tro — his  arms 
folded,  and  a  fVown  upon  his  brow.  "What  a 
rascal!  wlmt  a  moan  wretch  I — and  the  horse  was 
lame  when  he  sold  it — not  worth  ten  pounds  ! — 
and  I  so  confiding — d my  folly!  Thai,  how- 
ever, I  should  not  mind ;  but  to  have  saddled  mc 
with  bis  cast-olF  miatrosa  I — to  make  me  the  laugh- 
ing-stock of  the  world !  By  heavena,  he  shall  re- 
pent itl  Borrowed  money  of  me,  then  made 
a  jest  of  my  good-nature! — introduced  me  to  hia 
club,  in  order  to  pillage  mo! — but,  thank  God, 
thank  God,  I  can  shoot  bim  yet!  Ha!  Colonel; 
this  is  kind!"  Colonel  Nelmore,  an  elderly  gentle- 
man, well  known  in  society,  with  a  fine  forehead,  a 
shrewd,  contemplative  eye,  and  an  agreeable  ad- 
dress, entered  the  room.  To  bim  Nugent  poured 
forth  the  long  list  of  his  grievances,  and  concluded 
by  begging  him  to  convey  a  challenge  to  the  best 
of  friends— Captain  Balfour.  The  Colonel  riused 
hU  eyebrows.  "  But, — my  dear  sir, — this  genile- 
man  has  certainly  behaved  ill  to  you,  I  allow  it — 
but  for  what  speciSo  offence  do  you  mean  to  chal- 
lenge him  ?"  "  For  his  conduct  in  general,"  The 
Colonel  laughed.     "For  saying   yesterday,   then, 

that  I  was  grown  a  d ^1  bore,  and  he  sbould 

cut  me  in  future.  He  told  Selwyn  so  in  the  bow- 
window  at  White's."  The  Colonel  took  snuff.  "Mj 
g  g  friend,"  said  he,  "  I  see  you  don't  know 

fa  d     Come  and   dine  with  me   to-day — a 

p        ual  seven.     We'll  talk  over  these  matters. 
H  an   hi      you  cant  challenge  a  man  for  oalling 
b    e."     "Not  challenge  him! — what  should 
h     P"     "Laugh — shake  your  head  at  him, 
d  "a  —  Ah!    Balfour,  you're  a  sad  fellow!'" 
Th    C       el  succeeded  in  preventing  the  challenge, 
N  g    t'a  indignation  at  the  best  of  friends  re- 
uiuned  aa  warm  as  ever.   He  declined  the  Colonel's 


-he  was  to  dine  with  the  Lennoxea. 
Meanwhile,  he  went  to  the  shady  part  of  Kensing- 
ton Gardens  lo  indulge  his  reflections.  He  sat 
himself  down  in  an  arbor,  and  looked  moraUangly 
over  the  initials,  the  dates,  and  the  witticisms,  (hat 
hands,  long  since  mouldering,  have  consigned  to 
the  admiration  of  posterity. 

A  gay  party  was  atiolhng  by  this  retreat — thnir 
laughter  and  voices  preceded  them.  "  Yes,"  siud 
a  sharp,  dry  voice,  which  Nugent  recognized  as  be- 
longing to  one  of  the  wits  of  the  day — "  Yes,  I  saw 
you.  Lady  Lenno.t,  talking  sentiment  to  Nugent — 
He!  how  could  you  waste  yonrtime  so  wiprofita- 
bly!"  "Ah!  poor  young  man!  he  is  certainly 
biea  bete,  with  his  £ne  phrases  and  so  forth:  but 
'tis  a  good  creature  on  the  whole,  and  exceedingly 
useful  I"  "  Usefnl !"  "  Yes ;  fills  up  a.  vacant  place 
at  one's  table,  at  a  day's  warning;  lends  me  hia 
carriage-horses  when  mine  have  caught  cold;  sub- 
scribes to  my  charities  for  mo ;  and  supplies  the 
drawing-room  with  flowers.  In  a  word,  if  he  were 
more  sensible,  he  would  he  less  agreeable :  his  sole 
charm  is  his  foibles." 

Froh  Jupiter !  what  a  description,  from  the 
most  sentimental  of  mothers,  of  the  most  talented, 
the  most  interesting  of  young  men.  Nugent  was 
thunderstruck ;  the  party  swept  by  ;  he  was  undis- 
covered. He  raved,  he  swore,  he  was  furious.  He 
go  to  the  dinner  to-day  ?  No,  he  would  write  such 
a  letter  to  the  lady — it  should  speak  daggers !  But 
the  daughter:  Chailotto  waa  not  of  the  party. 
Charlotte — oh !  Charlotte  waa  quite  a  different 
creature  from  her  mother — the  most  natural,  the 
most  ^mpte  of  human  beings,  and  evidently  loved 
him.  He  could  not  be  miataken  there.  Yes,  for 
her  sake  he  would  go  to  the  dinner ;  he  would 
smother  his  just  resentment. 

He  went  to  Lady  Lennox's.  It  was  a  large  party. 
The  young  Marquis  of  Austerly  had  just  returned 
from  his  travels.  He  was  sitting  next  to  the  most 
lovely  of  daughters.  Nugent  was  forgotten.  After 
dinner,  however,  he  found  an  opportunity  to  say  a 
few  words  in  a  whiapor  to  Charlotte.  Ho  hinted  a 
tender  reproach,  and  he  begged  her  te  aing  "  We 
met;  'iaas  inacrenvd,"  Charlotte  was  hoarse — had 
caught  cold.  Charlotte  could  not  sing.  Nugent 
left  the  room.  When  he  got  to  the  end  of  the 
street,  he  discovered  that  he  bad  left  bis  cane  ben 
hind.  He  went  back  for  it,  glad  (for  ho  was  reaily 
in  love)  of  an  excuse  for  darting  an  angry  glance 
at  the  most  simple,  the  most  natural  of  human 
beings,  that  should  prevent  hor  sleeping  the 
whole  night.  He  ascended  the  drawing-room  ;  and 
Chariotte  was  delighting  the  Marquis  of  Austerly, 
who  leaned  over  her  chajt,  with  Tt^  met/'tvaa  in  a 
cromd."  Charlotte  Lennox  was  young,  lovely,  and 
artful.  Lord  Austerly  was  young,  inexperienced, 
and  vain.  In  less  than  a  month,  he  proposed,  and 
was  accepted, 

"Well,  well!"  said  poor  Nugent,  one  morning, 
breaking  from  a  reverie  |  "  betrayed  in  my  friend- 
ship, deceived  in  my  love,  the  pleasure  of  doing 
good  Is  stiU  left  to  me.  Friendship  quits  us  at  the 
first  stage  of  life.  Love  at  the  second.  Benevolence 
lasts  till  death!  Poor  Gilpin  I  how  grateful  he  is : 
I  must  see  if  I  can  get  him  that  place  abroad." 
To  amuse  his  thoughts,  he  took  up  a  new  magazine- 
He  opened  the  page  at  a  violent  attack  on  himself 
— on  his  beautiful  tale  in  the  "  Keepsake."  The 
satire  was  not  confined  to  the  work ;  it  extended 
to  the  author.    He  was  a  fop,  a  coxcomb,  a  ninny, 
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19  engaged  in  a  curious 
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an  intelleotiial  dwarf,  a  miaeratile  c 
abortion.  These  are  pleasant  atudii 
of  spirits,  espedallj  before  he  ia  used  to  them. 
Nugent  had  just  flung  the  roagaMne  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  when  hia  lawyer  came  to  arrange 
matters  about  a  mortgage,  which  the  generous 
Nugent  had  already  been  forced  to  raise  on  his 
estates.  The  lawyer  was  a  pleaaant,  entertBimug 
man  of  the  world,  accustomed  to  the  society,  for 
he  waa  accustomed  to  the  wants,  of  voung  men.  He 
perceived  Nugent  was  a  little  ottt  of  hamor.  He 
attributed  the  cause,  naturally  enough,  to  the  mort- 
gage; and  to  divert  his  thoughts,  he  entered  first 
on  a  peneral  conversation. 

"  What  rogues  there  are 
Nugent  groaned.  "  This 
before  I  came  to  you,  I  wi 
piece  of  buMneaa  enough, 
son-in-law  a  qualification 

the  son-in-law  kept  the  deed,  and  BO  cheated  the 
good  gentleman  out  of  more  than  SOW.  a-year. 
Yesterday,  I  was  employed  against  a  fraudulent 
bankrBpl---such  an  instance  of  long,  premeditated, 
cold-hearted,  deliberate  rascality  1  And  when  I 
leave  you,  I  must  see  what  is  to  be  done  with  a 
literary  swindler,  who,  on  the  strength  of  a  con- 
sumptive cough,  and  a  suit  of  black,  has  been  re- 
spectably living  on  compassion  for  the  last  two 
years."  "Hal"  "He  has  just  committed  the  most 
nefarious  fraud — a  fot^ery,  in  short,  on  his  own 
uncle,  who  has  twice  seriously  distressed  himself  to 
save  the  rogue  of  a  nephew,  and  who  miist  now 
submit  to  this  loss,  or  proclaim,  by  a  criminal  pro- 
secudon,  the  disgrace  of  his  own  family.  The 
nephew  proceeded,  of  course,  on  his  knowledge  of 
my  chent's  goodness  of  heart;  and  thus  a  man 
Euffera  in  proportion  to  his  amiabiUty."  "  Is  his 
name  Gil— ^il — GillMn  ?"  stammered  Nugent.  "The 
same  I  0-ho  I  have  you  been  bit  too,  Mr.  Nugent?" 

Before  our  hero  could  answer,  a  letter  was 
brought  to  hun.  Nugent  tore  the  seal;  it  was 
from  the  editor  of  the  magazine  in  which  he  had 
just  read  his  Own  condemnation.    It  ran  thus : — 

"  SiK, — Having  been  absent  from  London  on  un- 
avoidable buMoess  for  the  last  month,  and  the  care 

of  the Magazine  haiing  thereby  devolved  on 

another,  who  has  very  ill  discharged  its  duties,  I 
had  the  surprise  and  mortification  of  perceiving, 
on  my  return  this  day,  that  a  moat  UQwarrantable 
and  personal  attack  upon  you  has  been  admitted  in 
the  number  for  this  month.  I  cannot  sufficiently 
cipress  my  regret,  the  more  especially  on  finding 
that  the  article  in  question  was  written  by  a  mere 
mercenary  in  letters.  To  convince  you  of  my  con- 
cern, and  my  resolution  to  guard  against  such  un- 
worthy proceedings  in  future,  1  enclose  you  an- 
other, and  yet  severer  attack,  which  was  sent  to 
us  for  our  neit  number,  and  for  which,  I  grieve  to 
gay,  the  unprincipled  author  has  already  succeeded 
in  obtaining  from  the  proprietc""     ' —  " 


Nugent's  eyes  fell  on  the  enclosed  paper  ;  it  was  in 
the  handwriting  of  Mr.  Gregory  Gilpin,  the  most 
grateful  of  diutressed  literary  men, 

"You  seem  melancholy  to-day,  my  dear  Nugent," 
said  Colonel  Nehnore,  as  he  met  his  young  friend 
walking  with  downcast  eyes  On  the  old  mall  of  St. 
James's  Park.  "  I  am  unhappy,  I  am  discontented ; 


the  gloss  is  fiided  from  life,"  answered  Nugent, 
sighing.  "I  love  meeting  with  a  peiisive  man," 
said  the  Colonel;  "let  me  join  you,  and  let  us  dine 
together,  Uie-d-titt,  at  my  bachelor's  house.  You 
refused  me  some  time  ago ;  may  I  be  more  fortu- 
nate now?"  "I  shall  be  but  poor  company,"  re- 
joined Nugent ;  "  but  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  and  I  accept  your  invitation  with  pleasure." 

Colonel  Nelmore  was  a  man  who  had  told  some 
fifty  years.  He  had  known  misfortune  in  his  day, 
and  he  had  seen  a  great  deal  of  the  harsh  realities 
of  life.  Bnl  he  had  not  suffered  nor  lived  in  vwn. 
He  was  no  theorist,  and  did  not  affect  the  philoso- 
pher ;  bat  he  was  contented  with  a  small  fortune, 
popular  with  retired  habits,  observant  for  a  love  of 
Et»dy,  and,  above  all,  he  did  a  great  deal  of  gene- 
ral good,  exactly  because  he  embraced  no  particu* 

"  Yes,"  said  Nugent,  as  they  eat  together  after 
dinner,  and  the  younger  man  h.id  embosomed  to 
the  elder,  who  had  been  his  father's  most  intimate 
friend,  all  that  had  seemed  to  him  the  most  nnei- 
amplcd  of  misfortunes — after  he  had  repeated  the 
perfidies  of  Balfour,  the  fiuthlessnese  of  Charlotte, 
and  the  rascalities  of  Gilpin — "  Yes,"  said  he,  "  i 
now  see  my  error  ;  I  no  longer  love  my  species ;  I 
no  longer  place  reliance  in  the  love,  friendship, 
Mncerity,  or  virtue  of  the  world ;  I  will  no  longer 
trust  myself  open-hearted  in  this  vast  community 
of  knaves ;  1  will  not  Sy  mankind,  bat  I  will  des- 
pise them."  The  Colonel  smiled.  "  You  shall  put 
on  your  hat,  my  young  friend,  and  pay  a  little  vidt 
with  me : — nay,  no  eitcuse ;  it  is  only  an  old  lady, 
who  has  given  me  permis^on  to  drink  tea  with 
her."  Nugent  demurred,  but  consented.  The  two 
gentlemen  walked  to  a  small  house  in  the  Kegent's 
Park.  They  were  admitted  to  a  drawing-room, 
where  they  found  a  bhnd  old  lady,  of  a  cheerful 
countenance  and  prepossessing  manners.  "And 
how  does  your  son  do!"  ashed  the  Colonel,  after 
the  first  salutations  were  over,  "  have  you  seen  him 
lately?"  "Seen  him  lately!  why,  you  know  he 
rarely  lets  a  day  pass  without  calling  on  or  writing 
to  me.  Since  the  afHiction  which  vi^tcd  me  with 
blindness,  though  he  has  nothing  to  hope  from  me, 
though  from  my  jointure  I  must  necessarily  be  a 
burden  to  one  of  his  limited  income,  and  mixing  so 
much  with  the  world  as  he  does;  yet  had  I  been 
the  richest  mother  in  England,  and  every  thing  at 
my  own  disposal,  he  could  not  have  been  more  at- 
tentive, more  kind  to  me.  He  will  cheerfully  give 
op  the  gayest  party  to  come  and  read  to  me,  if  I 
am  the  least  unwell,  or  the  least  out  of  sf^rits  ;  and 
he  sold  his  horses  to  pay  Miss  Blandly,  since  I 
could  not  afford  from  mj  own  income  to  pay  the 
salary  so  accomplished  a  rau^cian  asked,  to  become 
my  companion.  Music,  you  know,  is  now  my  chief 
luxury.  Oh,  he  is  a  paragon  of  sons — the  world 
thinks  bim  dissipated  and  heartless;  but  if  they 
could  see  how  tender  he  is  to  mel"  exclaimed  the 
mother,  clasping  her  hands,  as  the  tears  gushed 
from  her  eyes.  Nugent  was  charmed ;  the  Colonel 
encouraged  the  lady  to  proceed ;  and  Nugent 
thought  he  had  never  passed  a  more  agreeable  hour 
than  in  listening  to  her  inaternuL  praises  of  her 
ailectionate  son. 

"Ah,  Colonel!"  sidd  he,  as  they  left  the  house, 
how  much  wiser  have  you  been  than  myself;  you 
have  selected  your  friends  with  discretion.  What 
would  not  I  ^ve  to  possess  such  a  friend  as  that 
good  son  must  be  I     But  you  never  told  me  the 
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lidj'a  name  "   "  Patience,"  siud  the  Colonel,  taking 
BUulF,  "  I  Imvo  another  viat  to  pay." 

Nelmore  turned  down  a  little  alley,  and  knocked 
at  a  small  cottage.  A  woman  with  a  child  at  her 
breaat  opened  the  door  ;  and  Nugent  stood  in  one 
of  those  scenes  of  cheerful  poverty  which  it  so 
aatislies  the  complacenoj  of  the  rich  to  behold. 
"Ahal"  said  Nelmore,  looking  round,  "you  seem 
comfortable  enough  now ;  your  benefactor  has  not 
done  hie  work  by  halTea."  "Blessings  on  his 
heart,  no  I  Oh,  rfr,  when  I  think  how  distressed 
he  is  himself,  how  often  he  has  been  put  to  it  for 
money,  how  calumniated  he  is  by  the  worid,  1  can- 
not espress  how  grateful  I  am,  how  grateful  I 
ought  to  be.  He  has  robbed  himself  to  feed  us, 
and  merely  because  he  knew  my  husband  in  youth." 
The  Colonel  permitted  the  woman  to  mn  on.  Nu- 
gent wiped  hifl  eyes,  and  left  his  purse  behind  him. 
"Who  is  this  admirable,  this  self-denying  man?" 
cried  he,  when  they  were  once  more  in  the  street. 
"He  is  in  distress  himself— would  I  could  relieve 
him!  Ah,  you  already  reconcile  me  to  the  world. 
I  acknowledge  your  moHve,  in  leading  me  hither; 
there  are  good  men  as  well  as  bad.  AH  are  not 
Balfours  and  Gilpins!  But  the  name— the  name 
«f  these  poor  people's  benefactors  1" 

"  Stay,"  s^d  the  Colonel,  as  they  now  entered 
Osford-street ;  "  this  ia  lucky  indeed,  I  see  a  good 
[ady  whom  I  wish  to  accost."  "  Well,  Mrs.  John- 
son," addressing  a  stout,  comely,  middle-aged  wo- 
man of  respectable  appearance,  who,  with  a  basket 
on  her  arm,  was  coming  out  of  an  oil  shop ;   "  so 
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■n  her  since  she  was  that  high  I"  "  What, 
-tempered,  I  suppose?"  said  the  Colonel 
"  Good-tempered— I  believe  it  is  impos- 
sible fo'r  her  to  say  a  harsh  word  to  aoy  one. 
There  never  was  so  mild,  so  even-like  a  temper." 
"What,  and  not  heartless,  eh!  this  ia  too  good!" 
"Heartless  I  she  nursed  me  herself  when  1  broke  my 
leg  coming  up  stairs :  and  every  night  before  she  went 
to  i)ed,  would  come  into  my  room  with  bet  sweet 
smile,  and  see  if  I  wanted  any  thin^."  "  And  you 
fiuicy,  Mrs.  Johnson,  that  shell  make  a  good  wife : 
why,  she  was  not  much  in  love  when  she  married." 
"  I  don't  know  as  to  that,  sir,  whether  she  was  or 
not ;  but  Fm  sure  she  is  always  studying  my  Lord's 
wishes,  and  I  heard  him  myself  say  this  very  morn- 
ing to  ilia  brother — 'Arthur,  if  you  knew  what  a 
treasure  I  possess.'"  "Tou  are  very  right," said 
the  Colonel,  resuming  his  natural  manner ;  "  and  I 
only  spoke  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  bow-well  and 
how  justly  you  could  defend  your  mistress ;  she  is, 
truly,  an  eicellent  lady — good  evening  to  you." 

"1  hare  seen  that  woman  before,"  saSA  Nugent, 
"  but  I  can't  think  where ;  she  has  the  appearance 
of  lieing  a  houaekeeper  in  some  family."  "She  ia 
so."  "  How  pleasant  it  is  to  bear  of  female  eicel- 
lence  in  the  great  world,"  continued  Nngent,  sigh- 
ing :  "  it  was  evident  to  see  the  honest  servant  was 
rfncere  in  her  praise.  Happy  husband,  whoever 
he  may  be !" 

They  were  now  at  the  Colonel's  house.  "Just 
let  me  read  this  passage,"  said  Nelmore,  opening 
the  pa^es  of  a  French  philosopher,  and  as  I  do  not 


sen  laboring  in  your  vocation,  I  see — 

^ sehold  purchases.     And   how   is   your 

voung  lady  ?"  "  Very  well,  sir,  I'm  happy  to  say," 
replied  the  woman,  courtaeying.  "And  you  are 
well,  tflo,  I  hope,  sir."  "  Yea,  considering  the  dia- 
sipation  of  the  long  season,  pretty  well,  thank  you. 
But  I  suppose  your  young  mistress  is  as  gny  and 
heartless  as  ever — a  mere  feshionabie  wife,  ehi" 
"  Sir,"  said  the  woman,  bridling  op,  "  there  is  not  a 
better  ladj  in  the  worid  than  my  young  lady ;  1 


"In  order  to  love  mankind — eipect  but  little 
from  them;  in  order  to  view  their  faults,  without 
bitterness,  we  must  accustom  ourselves  lo  pardon 
tliem,  and  to  perceive  that  indulgence  is  a  justice 
which  frail  humnmty  haa  a  right  to  demand  from 
wisdom.  Now  nothing  tends  more  to  dispose  us  to 
indulgence,  to  close  our  hearts  against.  Imtred,.  to 
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open  them  to  the  principles  of  a,  hamane  and  soft 
morality,  than  a  profound  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart — that  knowledge  which  La  Hochefoiicault 
possessed.  Accordingly,  the  wisest  men  have  al- 
waya  been  the  most  indulgent,"  etc 


"And  now  prepare  to  be  surprised.  That  good 
son  whom  yon  admired  so  much— whom  yon  wish- 
ed you  could  obtain  as  a  friend,  is^CaptaiD  Balfour 
— that  generous,  self-denying  man,  nhom  yoa  de- 
sired yourself  so  nobly  to  relieve,  is  Mr.  Gilpin — 
that  young  lady,  who,  in  the  flush  of  health,  beauty, 
disapation,  and  conquest,  could  attend  the  sick 
chatnber  of  her  servant,  and  whom  her  husband  dis- 
coTcra  to  be  a  treasure,  is  Charlotte  Lennox  1" 

"Good  Heavens!"  cried  Nngent,  "  what  then  am 
I  to  believe  ?  has  some  jngglinE  been  practised  on 
my  understanding?  and  are  Balfour,  Gilpin,  and 
Miss  Lennos,  after  all,  patlerns  of  perfection  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  very  far  from  it ;  Balfour  is  a  dissi- 
pated, reckless  man — of  loose  morality  and  a  low 
standard  of  honor;  he  saw  you  were  destined  to 
purchase  eiperience — he  saw  yon  were  destined  to 
be  plundered  by  some  one — ho  thought  he  might 
as  well  be  a  candidate  for  the  profit.  He  laughed 
afterwards  at  your  expense — not  because  he  de- 
spised you;  on  the  contrary,!  believe  that  he  liked 
jou  very  much  in  bis  way;  but  because,  in  the 
world  he  lives  in,  every  man  enjoys  a  laugh  at  his 
acquaintance.  Charlotte  Lennox  saw  in  you  a  de- 
sirable match ;  nay,  I  believe  she  had  a  positive 
regard  for  you:  but  she  had  been  tanght  all  her 
life  to  think  equipage,  wealth,  and  station  better 
than  love.  She  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of 
being  Marchioness  of  Ansterly— not  one  girl  in 
twenty  could ;  yet  she  is  not  on  that  account  the 


less  good-tempered,  good-natured,  or  less  likely  to 
be  a  good  mistress  and  a  tolerable  wife.  Gilpin  is 
the  worst  instance  of  the  three.  Gilpin  is  an  evi- 
dent scoundrel;  but  Gilpin  is  in  evident  distress. 
He  was  in  all  probabiHty  very  sorry  to  attack  yon, 
who  had  benefited  him  so  largely;  but  perhaps,  as 
he  is  a  dull  dog,  the  only  thing  the  Magazines  would 
buy  of  him  was  abuse.  You  must  not  think  he 
maUgned  yoii  out  of  malice,  out  of  ingratitude,  out 
of  wantonness ;  he  maligned  you  for  ten  guineas. 
Yet  Gilpin  is  a  man,  who,  having  swindled  his 
father  out  of  ten  guineas,  would  in  the  joj  of  the 
moment  give  five  to  a  beggar.  In  the  present  case 
he  was  actuated  by  a  better  feeling  ;  he  was  serving 
the  friend  of  his  childhood — few  men  forget  those 
youthful  ties,  however  they  trample  on  others. 
Your  mistake  was  not  the  »ngle  mistake  of  sup- 
posing the  worst  people  the  best — it  was  the  double 
mistake  of  supposing  commonplace  people — now 
the  best — now  the  worst ;  In  making  what  might 
have  been  a  pleasant  acquaintance  an  intimate 
friend ;  in  beUeving  a  man  in  distress  must  neces- 
sarily be  a  man  of  merit ;  in  thinking  a  good-tem- 
pered, pretty  gnri,  was  an  exalted  specimen  of 
Human  Nature.  You  were  then  about  to  &I1  into 
the  opposite  extreme— and  to  be  as  indiscrimina- 
ting  in  suspicion  as  you  were  in  credulity.  Would 
that  I  could  flatter  myself  that  I  had  saved  you 
from  that — the  more  dangerous  error  of  the  two  I" 

"You  have — my  dear  Kelm ore :  and  now  lend 
me  your  philosopher  !" 

"  With  pleasure ;  but  one  short  maxim  is  as  good 
as  all  Philosophers  can  teach  you,  for  Philosophers 
can   only  enlarge  on  it— it  is  wmple — it  Is  ^is — 
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8m, — I  am  one  of  those  unhappy  persons  whose 
misfortunes,  it  seems,  do  not  entitle  (hem  to  the 
benefit  of  pure  pity.  All  that  is  bestowed  npon  tne 
of  that  kind  alleviator  of  human  miseries  comes 
dashed  with  a  double  portion  of  contempt.  My 
griefs  have  nothing  in  them  that  is  felt  as  sacred 
by  the  bystandera.  Yet  is  my  affliction  in  truth  of 
the  deepest  grain — the  heaviest  task  that  was  ever 
^ven  to  mortal  patience  to  sustain.     Time,  that 

soften  mine.  Here  they  mnat  continue  to  gnaw  as 
long  as  that  fatal  mark 

Why  was  I  ever  born?  Why  was  innocence  in 
my  person  suffered  to  be  branded  with  a  stain  which 
was  appointed  only  for  the  blackest  guilt?  What 
had  I  done,  or  my  parents,  that  a  diagrace  of  mine 
should  involve  a  wliole  posterity  in  infamy?  I 
am  almost  tempted  to  believe,  that,  in  some  pre- 
eiislent  state,  crimes  to  which  this  sublunary  life 
of  mine  hath  been  as  much  a  stranger  as  the  babe 
that  is  newly  bom  into  it,  have  drawn  down  upon 
me  this  vengeance,  so  disproportionate  to  my  ac- 
tiona  on  this  globe. 

My  brain  sickens,  and  my  bosom  labors  to  be  de- 
livered of  the  weight  that  presses  upon  it,  yet  my 
:s  pen  sliriuks  from  the  avowaL    But  out  it 


0,  Mr.  Reflector!  guess  at  the  wri-tch's  misery 
who  now  writes  this  to  you,  when,  with  tears  and 
burning  blushes,  he  is  obliged  to  confess  that  he 

Methinks  I  hear  an  involuntary  exclamation  burst 
from  you,  as  your  imagination  presents  to  you 
fearful  images  of  yonr  correspondent  unknown — 
haiigedl 

Fear  not,  Mr.  Editor.  No  disembodied  spirit  has 
the  honor  of  addressing  you.  I  am  flesh  and  blood, 
an  nnfortunate  system  of  bones,  muscles,  sinews, 
arteries,  like  yourself. 

Then,  Ipreimae,  yoa  mean  to  he  pleasaTtt. — 7%at 
expression  of  yoar»,  Mr.  Correspondent,  mua  bt 
taken  iotnehow  in  a  metaphorical  sense—" 

In  the  plainest  sense,  without  trope  or  flgnre — 
Yes,  Mr.  Editor!  this  neck  of  mine  has  felt  the 
fatal  noose,  these  hands  have  tremblingly  held  up 
the  corroborative  prayer-book, — these  hps  have 
sucked  the  moisture  of  the  last  consolatory  orange, 
— this  tongue  has  chanted  the  doleful  cantata  which 
no  performer  was  ever  called  upon  to  repeat, — 
this  face  has  had  the  veiling  night-cap  drawn  over 


But  for  no  c 

„.Taign  the  ju 
tardy,  did  at 


ime  of  mine. — Far  be  it  from  me  to 
tice  of  my  country,  which,  though 
:ngth  recognize  my  innocence.  It 
o  reflect  upon  judge  or  jury,  n«w 
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ON   THE   INCONVENIENCES   EEeULTING   FROM   I 


that  eleven  yenta  have  elapsed  since  the  erroneous 
sentence  was  pronouuced.  Men  will  alwaja  be  fal- 
lible, and  perhaps  circumstauces  did  appear  at  the 

lime  a  little  strong 

Suffice  it  to  eay,  that  after  hanging  four  minules, 
(as  the  Bpeclatora  were  pleased  lo  compute  it, — a 
man  that  is  being  strangled,  1  know  i'roni  expe- 
rience, has  altogether  a  different  measure  of  time 
&om  hia  friends  who  are  breathing  leisurely  about 
him, — I  suppOBfi  the  minutes  lengthen  as  time  ap- 
proaches eternity,  in  the  enme  manner  as  the 
miles  get  longer  as  you  travel  northward,) — after 


gfour 


ding  te 


lation  of  the  bystanders,  a  reprieve 


;utD< 


Really  I  am  ashamed  of  deforming  your  pages 
with  these  technical  pliraats — if  1  knew  how  to  es. 
press  my  meaning  shorter 

But  to  proceed.  My  first  care  after  I  had  been 
brought  to  myself  by  the  usual  methods,  (those 
methods  that  are  eo  interesting  to  the  operator  and 
hia  assistants,  who  are  pretty  numerous  on  such 
occasions, — but  which  no  patient  was  ever  desirous 
of  undergoing  a  second  time  for  the  benefit  of 
Hoience,)  my  first  care  was  to  provida  myself  with 
an  enormous  stock  or  cravat  to  hide  the  place — 
you  understand  me ;— my  noit  care  was  to  procure 
a  re«dence  as  distant  as  possible  from  that  part  of 
the  country  where  I  had  suffered. .  For  that  reason 
1  chose  the  metropolis,  as  the  place  where  wound- 
ed honor  (I  had  been  told)  could  lurk  with  the  least 
danger  of  eiciting  inquiry,  and  stigmatized  inno- 
cence had  the  best  chance  of  hiding  her  disgrace 
in  a  crowd.  I  sought  out  a  new  circle  of  acquaint- 
ance, and  my  circumstances  happily  enabling  me 
to  pursue  my  fancy  in  that  respect,  1  endeavored, 
by  mingling  in  all  the  pleasures  which  the  town 
affords,  ia  et&oe  the  memory  of  what  I  had  uuder- 

Eut,  alas!  such  is  the  portentous  and  all-pervad- 
ing chain  of  connection  which  links  together  the 
head  and  members  of  this  great  community,  my 
scheme  of  lying  perdu  was  defeated  almost  at  the 
outset.  A  countryman  of  mine,  whom  a  foolish 
law-suit  had  brought  to  town,  by  chance  met  me, 
and  the  secret  was  soon  blazoned  about. 

In  a  short  time,  I  found  myself  deserted  by 
of  those  who  had  been  my  intimate  friends, 
that  any  guilt  was  supposed  to  attach  to  my  char- 
acter.   My  officious  countryman,  to  do  him  iustioe, 
had  been  candid  enough  to  eiplain  my  perfect 
nocence.    But,  somehow  or  other,  there  ia  a  wi 
of  strong  virtue  in  mankind.     We  have  plenty 
the  softer  instincts,  but  the  heroic  character  is  gone. 
How  else  can  I  account  for  it,  that  of  all  my  nu- 
meroua  acouuntance,  among  whom  I  had  the  honoi 
of  ranking  sundry  persons  of  education,  talents,  anc 
worth,  scarcely  here  and  there  one  or  two  could  hi 
found  who  had  the  courage  to  associate  with  a  mar 
that  had  been  hanged. 

'  Those  few  who  did  not  desert  me  altogether  wer< 
persona  of  strong  but  coarse  minds ;  and  from  the 
absence  of  all  delicacy  in  them,  I  suffered  almost  aa 
much  as  from  the  superabundance  of  a  false  species 
of  it  in  the  others.  Those  who  stuck  by  me  were 
the  jokers,  who  thought  themselves  entitled,  by  the 
fidelity  which  they  had  shown  towards  me,  to  use 
me  with  what  ^miliarity  they  pleased.  Many  and 
unfeeling  are  the  jesfs  that  I  have  suffered  from 
these  rude  (because  &itb{ul)  Acbateses.  Aa  they 
passed  me  in  the  streets,  one  would  nod  signifi- 


cantly to  his  companion  and  say,  pointing  to  me, 
Smoke  his  cravat,  and  ask  me  if  I  had  got  a  wen, 
that  I  was  so  solicitous  to  cover  my  neck.  Another 
would  inquire,  What  news  from  »  "  '  Assizes? 
(which  you  may  guess,  Mr.  Editor,  was  the  scene  of 
my  shaine,)  and  whether  the  Sessions  was  like  to 
prove  a  maiden  one  ?  A  third  would  offer  to  ensure 
me  from  drowning.  A  fourth  would  teaze  me  with 
inquiries  how  I  felt  when  I  was  swinging,  whether  I 
had  not  something  like  a  blue  flame  dancing  be- 
fore my  eyes  ?  A  fifth  took  a,  fancy  nerer  to  call 
me  any  thing  but  Laiarus.     And  an  eminent  book- 


public        WTth     I 

he     lived 

am  confident, 

have  scrupled  1 

the       person 

mentioned,  at 

tical  period  of 

to  solicit  a  fea  fuel)  Tflahif  to 

the  modesty  to  offer  me — gun 

would  wnle    in  his  Magazine 

count  of  mv  feelings  upon  com    g       m 

But  the=e  were  evils  which  d  ra         rl     d 

might  hate  enabled  me  to  st    gg  Alaa 

Mr.  Editor,  the  women, — who      g     d  gra  had 

always   most  assiduously  cu  fr  m   wh  se 

softer  minds  I  had  hoped  a  m       d  d  g 

eroua  sympathy  than  I  found  m     —       w 

men  began  to  shun  me.    Th        as  ki  d 

blow  of  all. 

But  is  it  to  be  wondered  at  ?  How  couldst  thou 
imagine,  wrelchedest  of  beings,  that  that  tender 
creature  Seraphina  would  fiing  her  pretty  arms 
about  that  neck  which  previous  circumstances  had 
rendered  infamous?  That  she  would  put  up  with 
the  refuse  of  the  rope,  the  leavings  of  the  cord* 
Or  that  any  analogy  could  subsist  between  the  knot 
which  binds  true  lovers,  and  the  knot  which  lies 
malefactors  ? 
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I  can  forgiyp  that  pert  baggage  Hirtilla,  who, 
when  I  compUraentcd  her  one  ilay  on  the  eieoutiun 
nhich  her  e}es  hud  done,  replied,  that,  to  be  sure, 
Mr,  "  "  was  a  judge  of  those  things.  But  from 
thy  more  exalted  mind,  Celeatina,  I  espected  a 
more  utiprcjudiced  decision. 

The  person  whose  true  name  I  coneeal  under  this 
appellation,  of  all  the  women  thut  I  nns  auquainled 
with,  had  the  most  manly  turn  of  mind,  which  ibe 
had  improved  by  readiDg  B.nd  the  best  conversation. 
Her  understanding  was  not  more  masculine  than 
her  mamicrs  and  whole  disposition  were  delicately 
and  truly  feminine.  She  was  the  dau;;hter  of  nn 
officer  who  had  fallen  in  the  service  of  his  country, 
leaving  his  widow,  and  Celestina,  an  only  child, 
with  a  fortune  sufficient  to  set  them  above  want, 
but  not  to  enable  them  to  live  in  splendor.  I  liad 
the  mother's  pennission  to  pay  my  addresses  to  the 
young  lady,  and  Ceiestina  seemed  to  approve  of  my 

Often  and  often  have  I  poured  out  my  over- 
charged soul  in  the  presence  of  Ceiestina,  complain- 
ing of  the  hard  and  unfeeling  prejudices  of  the 
world;  and  the  sweet  maid  l^s  again  and  again 
declared,  that  no  irrational  prejudice  should  hinder 
her  from  esteeming  every  man  according  to  his 
intrinsic  worth.  Often  hns  she  repeated  the  con- 
solatory assurance,  that  she  could  never  consider 
as  essentially  ignominious  an  accident,  which  was 
indeed  to  be  deprecated,  but  which  might  have  hap- 
pened to  the  most  innocent  of  mankind.  Then 
would  she  set  forth  some  illustrious  example,  which 
her  reading  easily  furnished,  of  a  Phocion  or  a 
Socrates  unjustly  condemned;  of  a  Raleigh  or  a  Sir 
Thomas  More,  to  whom  late  posterity  had  done 
justice;  and  by  soothing  mj  fancy  with  some  such 
agreeable  parallel,  she  would  make  me  almost  to 
triumph  in  my  disgrace,  and  convert  my  shame 
into  glory. 

In  such  entertaining  and  instructive  conversa- 
tions the  time  passed  on,  till  I  importanely  urged 
the  mistress  of  my  affections  to  name  a  day  for  our 


Sir, — You  must  not  impute  it  to  levity,  or  to  a 
worse  failing,  ingratitude,  if,  with  anguish  of  heart, 
I  feel  myself  compelled  by  irresistible  arguments  to 
recall  a  vow  which  I  fear  I  made  with  too  little 
consideration.  I  never  can  be  yours.  The  reasons 
of  my  decision,  which  is  final,  are  in  my  own  breast, 
and  you  must  everlastingly  remain  a  stranger  to 
them.  Assure  yourself  that  I  can  never  cease  to 
esteem  you  as  I  ought. 

CStESTlSA. 

At  the  eight  of  this  paper,  I  rnn  in  frantic  haste 
to  Celestina's  lodgings,  where  I  learned,  to  my  in- 
finite mortification,  that  the  mother  and  daughter 
were  set  off  on  a  journey  to  a  distant  pact  of  the 
country,  to  visit  a  relation,  and  were  not  expected 
to  return  in  less  than  four  months. 

Stunned  by  this  blow,  which  leit  me  without  the 
courage  to  solicit  an  eiplanaUon  by  letter,  even  if 
I  bad  iinown  where  they  were,  {far  the  particular 
address  was  industriously  concealed  from  me,)  I 
waited  with  impatience  the  termination  of  the 
period,  in  the  vun  hope  Chat  I  might  be  permitted 
to  have  a  chance  of  softening  the  harsh  decision  by 


with  Ceiestina  after  her  return. 
But  before  three  months  were  at  an  end,  I  learned 
from  the  newspapers  that  my  beloved  had — given 
her  hand  to  anorfier ! 

Heirt-broltcn  as  I  was,  I  was  totally  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  the  strange  step  which  she  hsd  taken ; 
and  it  was  not  till  some  years  after  that  I  learned 
the  true  reason  from  a  female  relation  of  hers,  to 
whom  it  seems  Ceiestina  had  confessed  in  conji- 
dcnce,  that  it  was  no  demerit  of  mine  that  had 
caused  her  to  break  off  the  match  so  abruptly,  nor 
any  preference  which  she  might  feel  for  any  other 
person,  for  she  preferred  me  (she  was  pleased  to 
say)  to  all  mankind ;  hut  when  she  came  to  lay 
the  matter  closer  to  her  heart,  she  found  that  she 
never  should  be  able  to  bear  the  sight — (I  give  you 
her  very  words  as  they  were  detailed  to  me  by  her 
relation) — the  sight  of  a  man  in  a  nightcap,  who 
had  appeared  on  a  public  platform — it  would  lead 
to  such  a  disagreeable  association  of  ideas  1  And 
to  this  punctilio  I  was  sacrificed. 

To  pass  over  an  infinite  series  of  minor  mortifi- 
cations, to  which  this  last  and  heaviest  might  well 
render  me  callous,  behold  me  here,  Mr.  Editorl  in 
the  thirty-seventh  year  of  my  existence,  (the  twelfth, 
reckoning  from  my  reanimation,)  cut  off  from  all 
respectable  connections ;  rejected  by  the  fairer  half 
of  the  community, — who  in  my  case  alone  seem  to 
have  laid  aside  the  characteristic  pity  of  their  sex ; 
punished  because  I  was  once  punished  unjustly; 
suffering  for  no  Other  reason  than  because  I  once 
had  the  misfortune  to  suffer  without  any  cause  at 
all.  In  no  other  country,  I  think,  but  this,  could  a 
man  have  been  subject  to  such  a  life-long  persecu- 
tion, when  once  bis  innocence  bad  been  clearly 
established. 

Had  I  crawled  forth  a  rescued  victim  from  the 
rack,  in  the  horrible  dungeons  of  the  Inquisition, — 
had  I  heaved  myself  up  from  a  half  bastinado  in 
China,  or  been  torn  from  the  Just-entering,  ghastly 
impaling  stake  in  Barbary, — had  I  dropt  ahve  from 
the  knout  in  Kuesia,  or  come  off  with  a  gashed 
neck  from  the  half-mortal,  scarce-in-time-retracted 
cimeter  of  an  executioneering  dave  in  Turkey, — I 
might  have  borne  about  the  remnant  of  this  frame 
(the  mangled  trophy  of  reprieved  innocence)  with 
credit  to  myself,  in  any  of  those  barbarous  coun- 
tries. Ko  scorn,  at  least,  would  have  mingled  with 
the  pity  (small  as  it  might  be)  with  which  what  was 
left  of  me  would  have  been  surveyed. 

The  singularity  of  my  case  has  often  led  me  to 
inquire  into  the  reasons  of  the  general  levity  with 
which  the  subject  of  hanging  is  treated  as  a  topic 
in  this  country.  I  say,  as  a  topic ;  for  let  the  very 
persons  who  ?peak  so  lightly  of  Che  thing  at  a  dis- 
tance be  brought  to  view  the  real  scene,— let  the 
platform  he  bona  fide  exhibited,  and  the  trembling 
culprit  brought  forth, — the  case  is  changed ;  hat  as 
a  topic  of  conversation,  I  appeal  to  the  vulgar  jokes 
which  pass  current  in  every  street.  But  why  men- 
tion them,  when  the  politest  authors  have  agreed 
in  making  use  of  this  subject  as  a  source  of  the 
ridiculous?  Swift,  and  Pope,  and  Prior,  are  fond 
of  recurring  to  it.  Gay  has  built  an  entire  drama 
upon  this  single  foundation.  The  whole  interest  of 
the  Beggars'  Opera  may  be  said  to  hang  upon  it. 
To  such  writers  as  Fielding  and  SmoUett  it  is  a  per- 
fect botute-boiiehe. — Hear  the  facetious  Tom  Brown, 
in  his  Comical  Viea  of  Zondon  and  We»tminater, 
'  Order  of  the  Show  at  one  of  the  Tyburn. 
in  his  time: — "Mr.  Ordinary  vi^ts  his 
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oielancliolv  flock  n  ^elrplte  by 
eight.  Doleful  p  otess  or 
Holbom-Mll  about  ele  en 
handsome  and  proper  that 
never  thought  80  befo  e  ii  u 
is  Home  comfort  bo  ve  er  At 
rive  at  the  fatal  pla  "  bj  twel  e 
Burnt  brandv  tromon  and  sab 
bath-breaking  repented  of  Son  e 
few  penitential  drops  fell  under 
the  gallowa.  Sher  IT  a  men  par 
Hon,  picltpocketa  er  m  naU  all 
Tery  busy.  The  laot  co  clud 
ine  pcceniptory  psalm  struck  up  ^ow  over  by  , 
one.'*— In  this  sport  e  strain  does  th  s  mifgu  ded 
wit  think  proper  to  plaT  w  th  a  subject  so  senou* 
which  vet  ha  rouM  hardlj  ha  e  do  e  f  he  had  not 
known"  that  there  existed  a  prediaposihon  hi  the 
habits  of  his  unaccountable  countrymen  to  consider 
the  subject  as  a  jest.  But  what  shall  we  say  to 
Shakepere,  who,  (not  to  mention  the  solulion  which 
the  Granedigger  in  Baii^et  gives  of  his  fellow-work- 
man's probtcm,)  in  that  scene  in  Meamrefm-  Meas- 
ure, where  the  Clnvm  calls  upon  Matter  Sarnardiiie 
to  get  up  and  be  hanged,  which  he  declines  on  the 
Hcore  of  being  sleepy,  has  actually  ^one  out  of  hia 
way  to  gradfy  this  amiable  propensity  in  hia  coun- 
trymen ;  for  it  is  plain,  from  the  use  that  was  to  be 
made  of  hia  head,  and  from  Abhorson'a  asking,  "  la 
the  ase  upon  the  block,  Hirrah?"  that  beheading, 
not  hanging,  was  the  punishment  to  which  Bamar- 
£ne  waa  destined.     But  Shakspere  knew  that  the 


9  and  block  were  pcegnan 


imagcH,  and  therefore  falafied  the  historic  truth  of 
his  own  drama  (if  I  may  so  speak),  rather  than  he 
would  leave  out  such  excellent  matter  foe  a  jest  aa 
the  BHBpending  of  a  fellow-creature  in  mid-air  has 
been  ever  ealeamed  to  be  by  Englishmen. 

One  reason  why  the  ludicrous  never  foils  t 
trude  itself  into  our  conwmplations  npon  this  mode 
of  death,  I  HUpppse  to  be,  the  absurd  posture  '  ■" 
which  a  man  is  thrown  who  is  condemned  to  da 
as  the  vulgar  delight  to  express  it,  upon  notUng. 
To  see  him  whisking  and  wavering  in  the  air, 

to  behold  the  vacant  carcass,  from  which  the  life  is 
newly  dislodged,  shifting  between  earth  and  heaven, 
the  sport  of  every  gust ;  like  a  weathercock,  serv- 
ing to  show  from  which  point  the  wind  blows ;  li!;e 
-  ™— 'kin,  et  only  to  scare  away  birds ;  like  a  nesi 
'   whpn  the  bird  is  flown  ; 


wing  upon  a 


le  Spanish  Tragedy. 


thesi,  are  u    s  to     1    h  we  cannot  w  thout  s 

of  spleen  and  conten  pt  behold  tl  e  1  uma 

wd  ced      We  stnng  up  dog     foies,   bala, 

moles,  weasels      Man  surely  deser  es  a  steadier 

Another  reason  why  the  ludicrous  associates  more 
forcibly  with  this  than  with  any  other  mode  of  pun- 
ishment, I  cannot  help  thinkmg  to  be,  the  senseless 
costume  with  which  old  prescription  has  thought 
fit  to  clothe  the  exit  of  mnlefactots  in  this  country. 
Let  a  man  do  what  he  will  to  abstract  from  his 
imagination  all  Idea  of  the  whimacal,  something  of 
it  will  come  occoas  him  when  he  contemplates  the 
figure  of  a  fellowcreatnre  in  the  day-time  (in  how- 
ever distressing  a  situation)  in  a  nij-ht-cap.  Whe- 
ther it  be  that  this  nocturnal  addition  has  isomc- 
thing  discordant  with  daylight,  or  that  it  is  the 
dross  which  we  are  seen  in  at  those  times  when  wo 
are  "seen,"  as  the  Angel  in  Milton  eipresses  it, 
"least  wise,"— this,  I  am  afririd,  will  alwaj-s  be  the 
case  i  unleaa,  indeed,  as  in  my  instance,  some  strong 
personal  feeling  overpower  the  ludicrous  altogether. 
To  me,  when  I  reflect  upon  tlie  train  of  misfortunes 
which  have  pursued  men  through  life,  owing  tothat 
accursed  draperv,  the  cap  presents  as  purely  fright- 
ful an  object  as  the  sleeveless  yellow-coat  and  devil- 
painted  mitre  of  the  San  Benitos.  An  ancestor  of 
mine,  who  suffered  for  his  loyalty  in  the  time  of 
the  civil  wars,  was  so  sensible  of  the  truth  of  what 
i  am  here  advancing,  that  on  the  morning  of 
execution  no  entreaties  could  prevail  upon  him  to 
submit  to  the  odious  dishabiUe,  as  he  called  it,  but 
he  insisted  upon  wearing,  and  actually  suffered  in, 
the  identical  flowing  periwig  which  he  is  painted  in, 

in  the  gallery  belonging  to  my  uncle's  seat  ui 

shire. 

Suftfer  me,  Mr.  Editor,  before  I  quit  the  subject, 
to  say  a  word  or  two  respecting  the  minister  of 
j  ustice  in  this  country ;  in  plain  words,  I  mean  the 
hangman.  It  has  always  appeared  to  me  that,  hi 
the  mode  of  inflicting  capital  punishments  with  us. 
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there  is  too  much  of  the  ministry  of  the  human 
hand.  The  guillotine,  as  performing  it3  fimotions 
more  of  itself,  and  sparing  human  agency,  though  a 
cruel  and  disgusting  exhibition,  in  my  mind,  has 
many  vrays  the  advantage  over  our  way.  In  be- 
heading, indeed,  as  it  was  formerly  practised  in 
England,  and  in  whipping  !«  death,  as  ifl  sometimes 
practised  now,  the  hand  of  man  is  no  doubt  GuHi- 
ciently  busy ;  bat  there  is  something  less  repugnant 
in  these  downright  blows  than  in  the  ofBcioua  bar- 
ber-Ute  ministeringe  of  tlu  other.  To  have  a  fellow 
with  his  hsngmaii's  hands  fumbling  about  your 
collar,  adjusting  the  thing  as  your  valet  would  reg- 
ulate jour  cravat,  valuing  himself  on  hia  meoiul 
deilerity — — 

I  never  shall  forget  meeting  my  rascal, — I  mean 
the  fellow  who  officiated  for  me, — in  London  laat 


A   FAKEWELL  TO  TOBACCO. 


lirking  along  a 


e  knew 


In  some  parts  of  Germany,  that  fellow's  office  is 
by  law  declared  infamous,  and  his  posterity  incapa- 
ble of  being  emiobled.  They  have  hereditary 
hangmen,  or  had,  at  least,  in  the  same  manner  as 
they  had  hereditary  other  great  officers  of  state; 
and  the  hangmen's  families  of  two  adjoining  par- 
ishes intermarried  with  each  other,  to  keep  the 
breed  entire.  I  wish  something  of  the  same  kind 
were  established  in  England. 

But  it  is  time  to  quit  a  subject  which  teems  with 
disagreeable  images 

Ferniit  me  to  subscribe  myself,  Mr.  Editor, 
Tour  unfortunate  friend, 

Pehbilih. 


FAREWELL    TO    TOBACCO. 


In  this 


ord — perplciity. 


nfind. 


Or  a  language  to  my  le 
(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scan 
To  take  leave  of  thee,  great  f. 
Or  in  any  terms  relate 
Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate  ; 
For  I  hate,  yet  love,  thee  so. 
That,  whichever  thing  I  show, 
The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 
A  constrain'd  hyperbole. 
And  the  passion  to  proceed 
More  from  a  mistress  than  a  wi 


Sooty  retainer  to  the  vhie, 

Bacchus'  black  servant,  negro  line ; 

Sorcerer,  that  mak'st  us  dote  upon 

Thj  begrimed  oompleiion  : 

And,  for  thy  pernicious  sake, 

More  and  greater  oaths  to  break. 

Than  reclaimed  lovers  take 

'Gainst  women ;  ihou  thy  siege  dost  lay 

Mnch  too  in  the  female  way. 

While  thou  suck'st  the  lab' ring  breath 

Faster  than  kisses  or  than  death. 


Thou  in  such  a  cloud  dost  bind  us. 
That  our  worst  foes  cannot  find  us. 
And  ill  fortune,  that  would  thwart  us, 
aioots  at  rovers  shooting  at  us ; 
While  each  man,  through  thy  height'ning  st 
Does  like  a  smoking  Etna  seem. 
And  all  about  us  does  express 
(Fancy  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 
A  Sicilian  fruitfulncss. 


n  through  such  a  mist  dosi 
t  our  best  friends  do  not  k 
I  for  those  allowed  feature 
.  to  reasonable  creatcres, 


Liken'st  ms  to  fell  Chimeras, 
Monsters  that,  who  see  us,  fear  ' 
Worse  than  Cerberus  or  Geryon 
Or,  who  first  loved  a  cloud,  Ixio 


His 


ipsjn 


and  we  allow 
lat  ai 


That  but  by  reflex  canst  show 
What  his  deity  can  do, 
As  the  false  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  miracle  ? 
Some  few  vapors  thou  may'st  raise. 
The  weak  brain  may  serve  to  amaze. 
But  to  the  reins  and  nobler  heart 
Canst  nor  Ufe  nor  hcai  impart. 

Brother  of  Bacchus,  later  born, 
The  old  world  was  sm«  forlorn. 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
The  god's  victories  than  before 
All  his  panthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  piping  Bacchanals. 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
Orjndge  of  (^«  meant :  only  thou 
His  true  Indian  conquest  art ; 
And,  for  ivy  round  his  dart. 
The  reformed  god  now  weaves 
A  finer  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 


Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfume 
Cheraio  art  did  ne'er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  strsjn. 
None  BO  sov'reign  to  the  brwn. 
Nature,  that  did  in  thee  eioel. 
Framed  again  no  second  amelL 
Roses,  violets,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys. 
Or  for  gree.- .-  damsels  meant ; 
Thou  art  the  on.y  manly  scent. 
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AfHca,  that  brags  her  fojeon, 
Breeds  tio  euch  prodigoue  poison, 
Henbane,  nightshade,  both  together, 
Hemlocli,  aconite 

Naj,  rather. 
Plant  divine,  cf  rarest  virtue  ; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  jou. 
'TwRs  bnt  in  a.  aort  I  blamed  thee ; 
None  e'er  prosper'd  who  defamed  thee ; 
Irony  all,  and  feiga'd  abuse, 
Sneh  as  perpleit  lovers  use. 
At  a  need,  when,  in  despair 
To  paint  forth  their  ^rest  fair, 
Or  in  part  but  tu  expi'ess 
That  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  funcies  doth  bo  strike, 
They  borrow  language  of  dislike ; 
And,  instead  of  Dearest  Miss, 
Jewel,  Hone  J,  Sweetheart,  BUss, 
And  those  forms  of  old  admiiiug, 
Call  her  Cockatrice  and  Siren, 
Basilisk  and  all  that's  evil, 
Witch,  Hyena,  Mermaid,  Devil, 
Ethiop,  Wench,  and  Bluclianioor, 
Monkey,  Ape,  and  twenty  more; 
Friendly  Trait'ress,  loving  Foe,— 
Hot  that  she  is  truly  so. 
But  no  other  way  they  know 
A  eonientment  to  espresa, 
Borders  so  upon  excess, 
That  they  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not. 


Or,  a 


While  their  sorrow's  at  Die  heighl 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  fall. 
To  appease  Iheir  frantic  gall. 
On  the  darling  thing  whatever. 
Whence  they  feel  it  death  to  seve 
Though  it  be,  as  they,  perforce. 
Guiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 


For  I  must  fnor  let  it  grieve  thee. 

Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  must)  leai 

For  thy  sake,  tohjcco,  I 

Would  do  any  thing  but  die. 

And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days. 

Long  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 

But,  as  she,  who  once  hath  been 

A  king's  consort,  is  a  queen 

Ever  after,  nor  will  bate 

Any  title  of  her  state, 

Though  a  widow,  or  divorced. 

So  I,  from  thy  converse  forced. 

The  old  name  and  style  retain, 

A  right  Katherina  of  Spain ; 

And  a  scat,  too,  'mongat  the  joys 

Of  the  blest  Tobacco  Boys ; 

Where,  though  I,  by  sour  physician, 

Am  debarr'd  the  full  fruition 

Of  thy  favors,  1  may  catch 

Some  collateral  sweets,  and  snatch 

Sidelong  odors,  that  give  life 

Like  glances  from  a  neighbor's  wife ; 

And  still  live  in  the  bye-places 

And  the  suburbs  of  thy  graces ; 

And  in  thy  borders  take  delight. 

An  unconquer'd  Canaanite. 


THE   WIT   AND   HUMOR   OF   CHARLES   LAMB. 


CoLBEiDOE  in  17911,  went  to  Germany,  and  left 
word  to  Lamb,  that  if  he  wished  any  information 
on  any  snbject,  he  might  apply  to  him,  (i.  e.  by 
letter,)  so  Lamb  sent  liim  the  following  abstruse 
propoaUona,  to  which,  however,  Coleridge  did  not 
"  deign  an  answer." 

Whether  God  loves  a  lying  angel  better  than  a 

Whether  the  archangel  Uriel  eotdd  knowingly 
affirm  an  untruth,  and  whether,  if  he  could,  he 
}Bould9 

Whether  the  higher  order  of  seraphim  illuminati 

Whether  an  Immortal  and  amenable  soul  may 
not  come  to  he  damnedat  last,  and  the  man  neier 
suspect  it  beforehand! 

MoTiKO. — What  a  dislocation  of  comfort  is  im- 
plied in  that  word  moving!  Such  a  heap  of  little, 
nasty  things,  after  you  thmk  all  is  got  into  the 
cart;  old  dred^ng  boxes,  worn.out  trunks,  galli- 
pots, vials,  things  that  it  is  impossible  the  mnst 
necessitous  person  can  ever  want,  but  which  wo- 
men, who  preside  on  these  occasions,  will  not  leave 
behind,  if  it  was  to  save  your  soul;  they'd  keep  the 
cart  ten  minutes,  to  stow  in  dirty  pipes  and  broken 
matches,  to  show  their  economy.  They  can  find 
nothing  you  want  for  many  days  after  you  get  into 
your  new  lodgings.  You  must  comb  your  hair  with 
your  fingers,  wash  your  bands  without  soap,  go 
about  in  dirty  gaiters. 


Thb  Plb/subbs  or  London. — Streets,  streets, 
streets,  markets,  theatres,  churches,  Covent  Gar- 
dens ;  shops  sparkling  with  pretty  faces  of  indus- 
trious millhiers,  neat  seamstresses,  ladies  cheapen- 
ing, gentlemen  behind  counters  lying,  authors  in 
the  streets  with  spectacles  (you  may  know  them  by 
their  gait).  lamps  lighted  at  night,  pastry-cook  and 
silversmiths'  shops,  beautiful  Quakers  of  Pcntonville, 
noise  of  coaches,  dreary  cry  of  mechanic  watchmen 
by  night,  with  bucks  reeling  home  drunk ;  if  you 
happen  to  wake  at  midnight,  cries  of  fire  and  stop 
thief;  Inns  of  Court,  with  their  learned  air,  and 
stalls  and  butteries  just  like  Cambridge  Colleges; 
old  book  stalls,  "Jeremy  Taylors."  "Burtons  on 
Melancholy,"  and  "  Rehgio  Medici,"  on  every  stall. 
These  are  thy  pleasures,  0  London  \ 


KOTHIKG  T( 
!an  hav 


— Positively,  the  best  thing  a 


0  do  is  notliing,  ai 
d  works. 


eit  to  thai,  per- 


haps, gi 

BnANDV-iso-WATER.— Of  this  mixture,  Charies 
Lamb  said  it  spoiled  two  good  things. 

Misers. — The  passion  for  wealth  has  worn  out 
much  of  its  grosaness  by  track  of  time.  Our  an- 
cestors certainly  conceived  of  money  as  able  to 
confer  a  dis^nct  gratification  in  itself,  not  alone 
couffldered  simply  as  a  symbol  of  wealth.  The 
oldest  poets,  when  they  introduce  a  miser,  constant- 
ly make  him  address  his  gold  as  his  mistress ;  as 
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something  to  be  seen,  felt,  and  hugged ;  as  capable 
of  satisfying  two  of  the  eenses  at  least.  The  sub- 
BtitutioQ  of  a  thin,  unsatisfying  medium  for  the 
good  old  tangible  gold,  has  made  avarice  quite  a 
Platonic  affection  in  comparison  with  the  seeing, 
touching,  and  humbling  pleaaaces  of  the  otd  Chr^- 
EophiUtiea.  A  bank-note  can  no  more  satisfy  the 
touchof  a  true  sensualist  in  this  paaaion,  thanCreusa 
could  return  her  husband's  embrace  in  the  shades. 
A  miser  is  sometimes  a  grand  personification  of 
Fear.  He  has  a  fine  horror  of  Porert  j ;  and  he  is 
not  content  to  keep  Want  from  the  door,  or  at 
ana's  length — but  he  places  it,  bj  heaping  wealth 
upon  wealth,  at  a  »uiA%me  distance. 


.  — If  presents  be  not  the  soul  of  friend- 
ship, doubtless  they  are  the  most  spiritual  part  of 
the  body  in  that  intercourse.  There  is  too  miich 
narrowness  of  thinking  on  this  point.  The  pnnc- 
lilio  of  acceptance,  methinks,  is  too  confined  and 
straitened.  I  should  be  content  to  receive  money, 
or  clotJiea,  or  a  joint  of  meat  from  a  friend.  Why 
should  he  not  send  me  a  dinner  as  well  as  a  dessert  ? 
I  would  taste  him  in  the  beasts  of  the  field,  and 
through  all  creation. 

Cannibsls. — Lamb  writes  to  his  iiriend  Manning, 
to  dissuade  him  from  going  to  China,  and  endeavors 
to  instil  the  fear  of  cannibals  into  his  mind;  "Some 
say  the  Tartars  are  cannibals,  and  then  conceive  a 
fellow  tatitig  my  friend,  and  adding  the  cool  mali'j- 
nitff  of  mustard  and  vinegar." 

The  bebt  kikd  op  Acin. — Martin  Burney  was 
one  day  eiplaining  the  three  kinds  of  acid,  very 
lengthily,  to  Charles  Lamb,  when  the  latter  stopped 
him  by  saying:  "Thebest  of  all  kind  of  add,  how- 
ever, as  jou  know,  Martin,  is  uitj — assiduity." 

DiRTE  Hands. — Lamb  once  said  to  a  brother 
whist  player,  Martin  Burney,  whose  hands  were 
none  of  the  cleanest,  "Martin,  if  dirt  was  trumps, 
what  a  hand  jou'd  have." 

Good  Actions. — The  greatest  pleasure  I  know, 
is  to  do  a  good  action  by  stealth,  and  to  have  it 
found  out  by  accident. 

PiTiNB  FOR  THiHGB. — One  Cannot  bear  to  pay 
for  articles  he  used  to  get  for  nothing.  When 
Adam  laid  oat  his  first  penny  upon  nonpareils  at 
some  stall  in  Mesopotamia,  I  think  it  went  hard 
with  him,  reflecting  upon  his  old  goodly  orchard, 
where  he  had  so  many  for  nothmg. 

Sign  for  a  School — A  widow  friend  of  Lamb, 
having  opened  a  preparatory  school  for  children,  at 
Camden  Town,  said  to  him,  "I  five  so  far  from 
town  I  must  have  a  sign,  I  think  you  call  it,  to  show 
that  I  teach  children  Well    he  replied      vou 

ean  haie  nothmg  better  than    7%e  Murder  of  tfie 


A  Shahf  Ss-t— The  i^ilon  of  Silabirv  Calhe 
iral  was  telling  Lamb  tb^t  tight  persoi  s  had 
ained  together  upon  tl  e  top  of  the  spire  upon 
wn  ch  he  remarked    that     Thtv  must  have  been 


Pdnninc  Translation. — Coleridge's  motto,  "aer- 
moai  proprioria,"  was  translated  by  Lamb,  aa  "  pro- 
Hood  says  that  Lamb  ncTer  afiected  any  spurious 
S'avity,  Neither  did  he  ever  act  the  Grand  Senior, 
e  did  not  exact  that  common  copy-book  respect, 
which  some  asinine  persons  would  hin  command, 
on  account  of  the  mere  length  of  their  years;  as 
if  forsooth,  what  is  bad  in  itself,  could  be  the  bet- 
ter for  keeping;  as  if  intellects  already  motkery, 
got  any  thing  but  grand^motherg  by  lapse  of  tune  I 

A  Cold. — "Do  jou  know  what  it  is?"  asked 
Lamb  of  Bernard  Barton,  describing  his  own  slate, 
"to  succumb  under  an  insurmountable  dw/inore — 
'a  whoreson  lethargy,'  Falstaff  calls  il — an  indispo- 
sition to  do  any  thing,  or  to  be  any  thing — a  total 
deadness  and  distaste — a  suspension  of  vitality — an 
indifference  to  locality — a  numb  soporifical  good- 
for-nothtngness — an  osMfication  all  over — an  oyster- 
like indifference  to  passing  events — a  mind-stupor 
— a  brawny  defiance  to  the  needles  of  a  thrusting- 
in  conscience — with  a  total  irresolution  to  submit 
to  water-gruel  processesf" 

Boiled  Mutton. —  A  farmer,  Charies  Lamb's 
chance  companion  in  a  coach,  kept  boring  him  to 
death  with  questions  as  to  the  state  of  the  crops. 
At  length  he  put  a  poser — "  And  pray,  sir,  how  go 
turnips?"  "Why,  that,  sir  (stammered  out  Lamb), 
wiU  depend  upon  the  boiled  legs  of  mutton." 

Making  both  Ends  Meet.— While  Lamb  was 
clerk  at  the  India  House,  he  used  his  own  pleasure 
in  observing  the  hours  of  attendance.  The  other 
officials  grumbled,  and  one  of  the  heads  of  the 
establishment  undertook  to  lecture  the  erring  Elia. 
"Mr.  Lamb,  you  come  very  late  every  morning," 
"I  do,  sir,"  EMd  Lamb,  "but  I  make  up  for  it  by 
going  away  very  early  every  afternoon." 

"Charles,"  said  Coleridge,  one  day,  to  Lamb, 
"  did  you  ever  hear  me  preach  ?"  "  I  never  heard 
you  do  any  thing  else,"  said  Lamb. 

On  a  cold  and  drizzling  day,  a  mendicant  faced 
Lamb  in  the  street  with  an  appealing  look  and  out- 
stretched hand.  "I  have  seen  better  days,"  said 
the  beggar,  in  a  whining  tone.  "So  have  I,"  said 
Lamb,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  buttoning  up 
his  coat.     "This  is  a  very  bad  day,  indeed." 

Lamb  was  reserved  amongst  strangers.  His 
friend  T — — ,  about  lo  introduce  him  to  a  circle  of 
new  feces,  said,  "  Now  will  you  promise.  Lamb,  not 
to  be  as  nheeptsh  as  usual  ?"    Chai'les  rephed,  with 

0»  Puns. — "A  pun,"  said  Lamb  in  a  letter  to 
Coleridge,  in  which  he  eulo^zed  the  Odes  and  ad- 
dresses of  his  friends  Hood  and  Reynolds,  "is  a  thing 
f  too  much  consequence  to  be  thrown  in  as  a 
lahe-weight.  You  shall  read  one  of  the  addresses 
vice  over  and  miss  the  puns,  and  it  shall  be  quite 
1  good,  or  better,  than  when  you  discover  them. 
A  pim  is  a  noble  thing  per  «,  0  never  bring  it  in 
accessary.     A  pun  is  a  sole  digest  of  reflec- 


s  a  sonnet ;  better.     It  limps  ashi 

nd  retinue  of  humor — it  knows  it  should 

stablisbment  of  its  own. 
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We  had  invited  Poliia  to  dine  with  us,  and  now 
condoled  with  him  on  hla  loss  of  appetite.    *    " 

Slaves  brought  in  an  ewer  of  water,  with  several 
napkins.  They  were  not  lost  upon  Folus,  uiid  he  de- 
dared  that  those  two  boys  had  more  sagacity  and 
intuition  than  all  the  people  in  lie  theatre.   ■■   •   • 

Supper  was  served. 

"A  quail,  0  beat  Polus." 

"  A  quail,  O  wonderful  1  may  hurt  me;  but  being 
reoommended— " 

It  diaappeared. 

"  The  breast  of  that  capon — " 

"Capons,  being  melajioholic,  breed  melancholy 

"Coriander-seed  might  correct  it,  together  with 
a  few  of  those  white  plump  pine-seeds." 
"The  very  deaderatum." 


Itw 


ected. 


"Tunny  under  oil,  with  matjo 
pickled  locusts,  and  pistachios — fui 
IS  delicate." 


The  field  was  won ;  nothing  was  left  upot 

Another  slave  came  forward,  announcing 
and  pompoualy,  "Coaling  from  Brauron! 
prunes,  muatard-seed,  capers,  feuugreek,  se 
and  squills." 

"Squills!"  exclaimed  Fftlus,  "they  sooth 
chest.    It  is  not  every  cook  that  is  deep  i: 
secrets  of  nature.     Brauron !   an  ancient  cii 
have  friends  in  Brauron;  I  will  t 
for  remembrance  of  them." 

He  made  several  eaaays,  several  pauses. 

"But  when  shall  wo  come  to  the  aquills 
he,  turning  to  the  slave;    "tl 
others  are  negative." 

The  whole  dish  waa,  presently. 

"  Our  pastry,"  said  I,  "  0  illustrious  Polus !  is  the 
only  thing  I  can  venture  to  recommend  at  tabic ; 
the  other  dishes  are  merely  on  sufferance ;  but, 
really  our  pastry  is  good ;  I  usually  dine  entirely 

"  Entirely,"  cried  he,  in  amaze. 


s  of  the 


"Alaal  indeed  it  is  deelininK. 
I  dare  not,  0  featoon  of  the  Graces !  I  dare  not 
verily.    Chian  wine  alone  can  appease  its  seditions." 

They  were  appeased. 

Some  livers  were  offered  him,  whether  of  fish  or 
fowl,  I  know  not,  for  I  can  hardly  bear  to  look  at 
that  diah.  He  waved  them  away,  but  turned  sud- 
denly round,  and  aaid,  "  Touth  t  I  think  I  smell 

"There  is  fennel,  0  mighty  onel"  replied  the 
slave,  "  and  not  fennel  only,  but  parsley  and  honey, 
pepper  and  rosemary,  garlic  from  Salamis,  and — ■" 

"Say  no  more,  say  no  more;  fennel  is  enough 
for  moderate  men,  and  brave  ones.  It  reminds  me  , 
of  the  field  of  Marathon."  ' 


"With  a  glass  of  water,"  added  I,  "  and  some 
grapes,  fresh  or  dry." 

"To  accompany  you,  0  divine  Aspaaa!  though 
in  good  truth  this  said  pastry  ia  but  a  aandy  sort  of 
road;  no  great  way  can  be  made  in  it." 

The  diffident  Folus  was  not  a  bad  engineer  how- 
ever, and  he  soon  had  an  oppoiiuidtj  of  admiring 
the  workmanship  at  the  bottom  of  the  salvor. 

Two  dishes  of  roaat  meat  were  carried  to  him.  I 
know  not  what  one  waa,  nor  could  PoSus  make  up 
his  mind  upon  it ;  experiment  following  esperiment. 
Kid,  however,  was  an  old  acquaintance. 

"  Those  who  kill  kids,"  said  he,  "  deserve  well  of 
their  country,  for  they  grow  up  mischievous:  the 
Gods,  aware  of  this,  make  them  very  eatable.  They 
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require  some  management,  some  skill,  some  reflec- 
tion; mint,  shalot,  dandelion,  vinegar:  strong  co- 
ercion upon  'em.     Chian  wine,  boj !  " 

"What  docs  Pericles  eat?" 

"Do  not  mind  Pericles.  He  his  eaten  of  the 
quails,  and  some  roast  fish,  besprinkled  with  dried 
baj-leaTes  for  sauce." 

"  Fiah !  aj,  that  makes  him  so  Tigilant      Cat*! — ' 

Here  he  stopt,  not  however  without  a  diversion 
in  his  favor  from  me,  observing  that  he  nsually 
dined  on  vegetables,  fish,  and  some  bird  that  his 
earlier  meal  was  hia  longest,  confeotionery,honej, 
and  white  bread  composing  it, 

"  Chian  or  Lesbian  ?  " 

"He  enjoys  a  little  wine  after  dinner,  preferring 
the  lighter  and  subacid." 

"Wonderful  man!"  cried  he;  "and  all  from 
£uch  &re  Bs  tbat  I  " 

Anolher  exquisite  letter,  again   in   a  different 

"Thanka  for  the  versesl  I  hope  Leuconoe  was 
«a  grateful  as  I  am,  and  as  sensible  to  their  nower 
of  soothing. 

"  Thanks  too  for  the  pcrfumcH  !  Pericles  is 
ashamed  of  acknowledging  he  is  fond  of  them ;  but 


I  am  resolved  to  betray  one  secret  of  hia:  I  have 
caught  him  several  times  (ryinji  them  as  he  called  it. 

"How  many  things  are  there  that  people  pretend 
to  dislike,  without  any  reason,  as  far  as  we  know, 
for  the  dislike  or  the  pretence! 

"  I  iovB  sweet  odors.  Surely  my  Cleonc  herself 
must  have  breathed  her  very  soul  into  these  I  Let 
me  smell  again  ;  let  nie  inhale  them  into  the  sanc- 
tuary of  my  breast,  Ughted  up  bj  her  love  for  their 
reception. 

"But,  ah,  Cleone !  what  an  importunate  and  ex- 
actmg  creature  is  Aspaaia!  Have  j on  no  willows 
fresh-peeled?  none  Ijing  upon  the  banks  for  bas- 
kets, white,  rounded,  and  delicate  as  your  ihigersi 
How  very  fragrant  they  were  formerly!  I  liave 
seen  none  lately.  Do  you  remember  the  cross  old 
Hermesionas  ?  how  he  ran  to  beat  us  for  breaking 
his  twigs?  and  how,  after  looking  m  onr  faces,  he 
seated  himself  down  again,  finished  his  basket,  dis- 
bursed from  a  goat-skin  a  corroded  clod  of  rancid 
cheese,  put  it  in,  pushed  it  to  us,  forced  it  under 
my  ami,  and  told  us  to  carry  it  home  viilh  the  God*  ! 
and  lilted  up  both  hands  and  blest  us. 

"I  do  not  wish  Ihai  one  exactly;  cheese  is  the 
crucliest  of  deaths  to  me,  and  Pericles  abhors  it." 


A    CHAPTER    OX    OLD    COATS. 


I  LOVE  an  old  coat.  By  am  old  coat,  I  mean  not 
one  of  last  summer's  growth,  on  which  the  gloss 
yet  lingers,  shadowy,  and  intermittent,  like  a  faint 
ray  of  sun-Ught  on  the  counting-house  desk  or  a 
clothier's  warehouse  in  Easteheep,  but  a  real  un- 
questionable an^que,  which  for  some  five  or  six 
years  haa  withstood  the  combined  assaults  of  sun, 
dust,  and  rain,  has  lost  all  pretensions  to  starch,  un- 
social formality,  and  gives  the  shoulders  assurance 
of  ease,  and  the  waist  of  a  holiday.  Such  a  coat  is 
my  delight.  It  presents  itself  fo  my  mind's  eye, 
mixed  up  with  a  thousand  varying  'recollections, 
and  not  or.ly  shadows  forth  the  figures,  but  recalls 
the  very  facea,  even  to  the  particular  expression  of 
eye,  brow,  or  lip,  of  fiiends  over  whom  the  waters 
of  oblivion  have  long  wnce  rolled.  This,  you  will 
say,  is  strange.  Granted ;  but  mark  how  I  deduce 
my  analogy  I 

In  that  reposifopy  of  wit,  learning,  and  sarcasm, 
the  "Tale  of  a  Tub,"  Swill  pertinently  remarks, 
that  in  forming  an  estimate  of  an  individual's  trade 
or  profession,  one  should  look  to  his  dress.  The 
man  himself  Is  nothing:  his  apparel  is  the  distin- 
guishing characteristic;  the  oatward  and  visible 
sign  of  his  inward  and  spiritual  grace.  What,  adds 
the  satirist,  is  a  lawyer,  but  a  black  wig  and  gown, 
hung  upon  an  animated  peg,  like  a  barber's  caxon 
on  a  block  ?  What,  a  judge,  but  an  apt  conjunc- 
tion of  scarlet  and  while  ermine,  thrown  over  a  ' 
^milar  peg,  a  little  stouter,  perhaps,  and  stuck  on 
B  bench  ?  What,  a  dandy,  but  a  pair  of  tiglit  per-  ! 
siiasives  to  coma  and  gentjlity,  eiuberant  panta- 
loons, and  unimpeachable  coat  and  hat,  trimly  ap- 
pended to  a_  moving  stick,  from  a  yard  and  a  half,  to 


a  lord  mayor,  but  a  gold  chain  stuck  round  the  neck 
of  a  plump  occupier  of  space?  What,  a  physician,  but 
a  black  gilt-headed  cane,  thrust  with  professional 


gravity,  under  the  snout  of  an  embodied  "  Memento 
Mori?"  What,  an  alderman,  but  a  furred  gown 
and  white  napkin  stuck  beneath  the  triple  chin  of  a 
polypctalous  personification  of  dyspepsia  ?^Caxon 
the  barber  held  opinions  similar  to  these.  "  Pray, 
sir,"  aaid  he  to  the  antiquary,  "  do  not  venture  near 
the  sands  to-night ;  for  when  yoM  are  dead  and  gone 
there  will  be  only  three  imps  left  in  the  village  !"" 

If  then  we  look  to  the  dress — of  which  the  coat, 
of  course,  forms  the  chief  feature — as  the  criterion 
of  a  man,  it  is  logically  manifest,  that  the  appear- 
ance of  certain  coats  wUl  renew  the  recollection  of 
certain  individuals;  or  suppose  we  substitute  the 
word  "coat"  for  "man,"  and  it  will  be  equally 
manifest  that  a  certain  coat  is  bona  Jide  a  certain 
man.  Now,  whenever  I  see  an  old  coat,  brown, 
rusty,  and  long-waisted,  with  the  dim  metal  buttons 
at  the  back  aewed  on  so  far  apart,  that  if  a  short- 
sighted man  were  to  stand  upon  the  one,  he  could 
scarcely,  accordmg  to  the  oi^inary  laws  of  probn- 
bility,  see  over  to  the  other ;  I  imagine,  on  Swift's 
principle,  that  I  see  my  fat  city  friend,  Tims,  who 
died  of  a  lord  mayor's  feast,  ten  years  since  eome 
Martinmas.  In  like  manner,  whenever  I  behold  a 
gaunt,  atlennaled,  blue  surtout,  so  perfectly  old- 
iashioned  in  shape,  that  I  should  hardly  be  justified 
in  making  an  afBdavit  before  Sir  Bichard  Birnie, 
that,  to  the  best  of  my  belief,  it  was  younger  than 
the  Temple  of  the  Sun  at  P^yra;  1  think  that  I 
behold  my  ancient  college-chum,  Dickson  —  the 
cream  of  bachelors — the  pink  of  politeness — the 
most  agreeable  of  tipplers,  who  expired  last  year 
of  vexation,  the  necessary  consequence  of  his  hav- 
ing been  married  a  full  fortnight  t«a  blue-stocking. 
Peaee  to  his  ashes — he  always  spoke  respectfully  of 
whisky -punch ! 

Old  coats  are  the  indices  by  which  a  man's  pecu- 

•  Vidt  Sir  "WtlXet  Siott's  novel  oTThe  AntiqBary,  ToL  t 
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liar  turn  of  mind  may  be  pointed  out.  So  tena- 
ciously do  I  hold  thia  opinion,  tliat,  in  passing  down 
a  crowded  thoroughfere,  the  Strand,  for  instance,  I 
■would  wager  odds,  that  iu  seven  out  of  ten  cases,  I 
would  tell  a  stranger's  character  and  calling  by  the 
mare  cut  of  his  everj-day  coat.  Who  can  mistake 
the  staid,  formal  gravity  of  the  orthodox  divine,  in 
the  corresponding  wdght,  fiihiess,  and  healthy  con- 
dition of  bis  femiliat,  easy-natured  flaps »  Who 
sees  not  the  neoesdUes — the  habitual  eccentricities 
of  the  poet,  significantly  devetoped  in  Ms  two  hag- 

Sard,  shapeless  old  apologies  for  skirte,  original  in 
leir  genius  as  "  Christabel,"  uncouth  in  their  build 
as  the  New  Palace  at  Pimlico  ?  Who  can  misappre- 
hend ilie  motion  of  the  spirit,  as  it  slily  flutters  be- 
neath the  Quaker's  dcab  ?  Thus,  too,  the  sable  hue 
of  the  lawyer's  working  coat  eortesimnds  most  con- 
vincingly with  the  color  of  his  conscience ;  while 
his  thrill,  dandyism,  and  close  attention  at  appear- 
anees,  tells  their  own  tale  in  the  half-pay  officer's 
smart  but  somewhat  faded  exterior. 

No  lover  of  independence  ventures  voluntarily  on 
a  new  coat.  This  is  an  axiom  not  to  be  overturn- 
ed, unlike  the  safety  stage-coaches.  The  man  who 
piques  himself  on  the  newness  of  such  an  habiU- 
ment,  is — till  time  hath  "  monlded  it  into  beautj" 
— its  slave.  Wherever  he  goes,  he  is  hara^ed  by 
an  apprehension  of  damaging  it.  Hence  he  loses 
his  sense  of  independence,  and  becomes — a  Serf! 
How  degrading!  To  snccumb  to  one's  superiors  is 
bad  enough ;  but  to  be  the  martyr  of  a  few  yards  of 
cloth ;  to  be  the  Helot  of  a  tight  fit ;  to  be  shadcled 
by  the  ninth  fraction  of  a  man ;  to  be  mode  submis- 
^ve  to  the  sun,  the  duat,  the  rxdn,  and  the  snow ; 
to  be  panicistrickenby  the  chimney  sweep;  to  be 
soared  by  the  dust-man ;  to  shudder  at  the  advent 
of  the  baker ;  to  give  precedence  to  the  scavenger ; 
to  concede  the  wall  to  a  peripatetic  conveyancer  of 
eggs ;  to  palpitate  at  the  irregular  salhes  of  a  mer- 
corial  cart-horse ;  to  look  up  with  awe  at  the  appa- 
rition of  a  giggling  servant-^rl,  with  a  slop-pail 
thrust  hidf-way  out  of  a  garret-window ;  to  coast  a 
gutter  with  a  horrible  anticipation  of  consequences ; 
to  feint  at  the  vMtation  of  a  shower  of  soot  down 
the  chinmey ;  to  be  compelled  to  be  at  the  mercy 
of  each  and  all  of  these  vile  contingencies !  can  any 
thing  inhuman  naturebe  so  preposterous,  so  efiemi- 
nate,  so  disgraceful  ?  A  truly  great  mind  spurns 
the  bare  idea  of  such  slavery ;  hence,  aoeordmg  to 
the  "  Sabalfem,"  Wellmgton  liberated  SpMn  in  a 
red  coat,  extravagantly  over-estimated  at  sixpence, 
and  Napoleon  entered  Moscow  iu  a  green  one  out 
at  the  elbows. 

An  old  coat  is  the  aptest  possible  symbol  of 
sociality.  An  old  shoe  is  not  to  be  despised ;  an 
old  hat,  provided  it  has  a  crown,  is  not  amiss ;  none 
but  a  cynic  would  apeak  irreverently  of  an  old  slip- 
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per  ;  but  were  I  called  upon  to  put  forward  the  most 
unique  impersonation  of  comfort,  I  should  give  a 
plumper  in  favor  of  an  old  coat.  The  very  mention 
of  this  luxury  coiynres  up  a  thousand  images  of  en- 
joyment. It  speaks  of  warm  fir  efl 
mg  enrt^ns — a  downy  arm-eh  — 
med  lamp — a  black  cat  fast  as  p 
rug — a  bottle  of  old  Port  (vintag 
box — a  cigar — a  Scotch  novel —  au  u 
social  independent,  unembarrassed  W  h 
a  new  coat,  this  last  bles^g  is  am  Im 
prisoned  in  this  detestable  tumc — o  h  on 
the  flowing  toga  of  the  anclen  —  pe 
ually  haunted  with  a  conscious  ss 
ties  of  our  condition.  A  eudde  p 
dispels  a  philosophic  reverie ;  a  bo 
withdraws  us  from  the  cootemid  h  poe 
the  recollection  of  the  tailor;  Snip's  goose  van- 
quishes Auacreon's  dove;  while,  as  regards  our 
position,  to  lean  forward  is  inconvenient ;  to  lean 
backward  extravagant;  to  lean  sideways  impossible. 
The  great  secret  of  happine^  is  the  abiUty  to  merge 
self  in  the  contemplation  of  nobler  objects.  This  a 
new  coat,  as  I  have  Just  now  hinted,  focbida.  It 
keeps  incessantly  intruding  itself  on  our  attention. 
Tiru.i.  i.  «... „ of  the  becomm^,  it  cr- 


While  it  flatters 

prises  our  freedom  of  thought.  While  it  manuates 
that  we  are  the  idol  of  a  ball-room,  it  neutralizes 
the  compliment  by  a  high-pressure  power  on  the 
short  ribs.  It  bids  us  be  easy,  at  the  expense  of 
respiration  ;  oomfort^le,  with  elbows  on  the  rack. 
'There  is  yet  another  light  in  which  old  coats 
may  be  viewed ;  I  mean  aa  chroniclers  of  the  past, 
as  vouchers  to  particular  events.  Agesilaus,  King 
of  Sparta,  always  dated  from  his  last  new  dress. 
Following  in  the  wake  of  so  illustrious  a  precedent, 
I  date  from  my  last  (save  one)  new  coat,  which  was 
ushered  into  being  during  the  memorable  period  of 
the  Queen's  trial.  Do  I  remember  that  epoch  from 
the  aviation  it  called  forth  ?  From  the  loyalty, 
the  radicalism,  the  wisdom,  and  the  folly  it  quick- 
ened into  lifef — Assuredly  not.  I  gained  nothing 
by  the  wisdom.  I  lost  as  much  by  tlie  folly.  I  was 
neither  the  better  nor  the  worse  for  the  agitation. 
Why,  then,  do  I  still  remember  that  period  ?  amply 
and  selfishly  h-om  the  circumatance  of  its  having 
occasioned  the  dismemberment — most  calamitous 
to  a  poor  annuitant ! — of  the  very  coat  in  which  I 
have  the  honor  of  addressing  this  essay  to  the  pub- 
lic. In  an  olfactory  crowd,  whom  her  majesty's 
wrongs  had  congregated  at  Hammersmith,  my  now 
invalid  habiUment  was  transformed  alter  the  man- 
ner of  an  Ovidian  metarocaphosis,  where  the  change 
is  usually  from  the  better  to  the  worse,  from  a  coat 
into  a  spencer.  In  a  word,  some  adroit  conveyancer 
eloped  with  the  hinder  flaps,  and,  by  so  doing,  se- 
cured a  snuff-box  which  played  two  waltz  tunes. 


A    THOUSAND    YEAIffl    AGO. 


BBAtrnna  I  there  Is  nothing  new 

'Neath  the  chan^ng  moou  : 
Haids  are  fickle,  men  are  true, 

And  are  vanquished  soon  I 
It  was  so— (was  it  not  so  ?) 

A  thousand  thousand  years  ag 
Gold  is  still  the  king  of  Ungs ; 

Life  is  still  too  brief; 
Love  hath  still  hia  little  ivinga, 
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And  is  still a  thief! 

It  WHS  so— <w»a  it  not  so?) 

A  thousand  thousand  years  ago  I 
Beauties,  help  us  to  a  change ; 

Tcojih  us  (simple  elves  I) 
A  little  art,  and  how  to  range, 

But be  true,  pmerselses 

This  may  be,  though  'twaa  not  So 

A  thouaand  thousand  years  ago. 
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ERE    A    LITTLE    ALTERED, 
>t  wiselj,  but  too  well." 
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BUM-BOAT    WOMAN. 


WHiT  sounds  fall 

always  excepting  the 
Bpirit-stirring  cry  of 
"an  enemy  in  Mght," 
as  those  which  announce 
the  nearing  of  Bum-boat 
B«t,  the  pulling-off  of 
Klchard  Poll,  or  the 
coming  along^de  of 
Coaxing  Kate  ?  *  Kot 
that  we  would  pay  so 
poor  a  compliment  to 
the  cratt,  as  to  place  in 
paraJlela  the  friend  with 
the  foe  of  the  fleet ;  but 
extremes  will  meet   ay 


It   1 


that 


Johnson  s     \  olumtnc 
work  the  word     Bi 
boat     Ib  permitted 
appear        But     mark ' 
instead  of  the  Bnbst^Il 

stand    by    itse 

freely,  fitted  and  freight- 
ed—the leiioograi^er, 
in  violatioQ  of  alt  pbilo- 
logical  rule,  exhibits  it 
a  shored-up  m: 


of  its  fair  proportions, 

hiTing  for  supporters  two  suet  unsightly  and  anti- 
nautical  things  as  a  "  Bum-bailifT,"  and  "  a  Bump."  \ 
Where  was  the  "  bump  of  order,"  when  the  doctor 
had  recourse  to  such  uncongenial  juxtaposition? 

Among  other  etymological  matters,  discussed 
over  a  strong  Nor-weater  in  the  larboard  fore-cock- 
pit cabin,  Pipes,  the  boatswain,  who  was  a  man  of 
letters  (for  a  better  A.  B.  was  not  borne  on  the 
books  of  any  of  his  Majesty's  ships),  would  have  set 
the  lexicographer  right  aa  to  the  due  derivation  of 
the  title  attached  to  the  subject  of  our  present 
sketch.  In  his  usual  femiliar  and  flowmg  strtun, 
would  he  thus  have  enlightened  his  plodding  oom- 
puiion : — "  See  here,  old  boy,  aa  regards  what  yoa 
calls  the  derrywation  o'  the  word,  but  what  /calls 
the  christ'nin'  o'  the  craft;  yer  just  like  all  the  rest 
O'  the  shore-ewng  tribe — and  that's  preciously  out 
in  yer  reck*nm' — for  yon  see  that  wam^t  her  ^rst 
name — she  went  by  a  name  of  another  natur ;  and, 
ye  knows,  as  there's  notbin' 
give  a 


0  the  n 
trade,  why,  in  course,  as  she  m 
■board  but  buns,  the  craft  was 
reglarJiuilt  Bun-boat  Woman. 
B  the  people   -"--' 


bring  o£f  sogers,*  aassingers,  Boft-tack,  beer,  but- 
ter, Eoap,  eggs,  pipes,  pigtail,  and  euuh  hke  sarvice- 
able  stuff,  why,  in  course,  'twas  no  easy  matter  to 
fix  upon  a  name  as  would  suit  every  article  taken 
on  tick :  and,  as  men-o'-war's-men,  ye  know,  never 
do  things  hand  over  hand,  in  a  hurry,  but  always 
Mkes  first  to  feel  their  way,  why,  they  thinks  they 
cou'dn't  do  better  nor  go  grfid'ally  to  work, — throw 
the  N  out  of  the  name,  taking  the  M  as  nest  above 
in  lieu.  By  this,  you  know,  they  couldn't  make 
matters  worse,  whilst,  on  the  tother  tack,  they  was 
earvin'  ehe  as  earved  the  fleet,  by  giving  the  craft  a 
higher  letter  at  Uoyd's.f  So  you  see,  old  boy, 
they  tnrns  it  end  for  end,  and  converts  Bun-boat 
Woman  into  Bimt-haal  Woman;  and,  after  all, 
take  it  by  or  iai^e,  it's  a  better  name— it  soimda 
more  ship-shape — less  mincing — less  young-ladyieh 
— and  sartinly,  a  roundef  and  fuUer  mouthful  in  a. 
seaman's  mouth.  There  you  has  it.  Doctor,  short 
and  sweet--j/o«  has  it  as  /had  it."  And  the  Doc- 
tor would  have  had  it,  as  we  had  it  in  our  youth, 
years  ago.  But  with  derivation  a  truce.  Proceed 
we  with  our  sketch.  We  take  as  a  Mtter  a  Mstec 
from  the  Sister  Isle. 

Reader,  permit  us  to  introduce  to  your  favorable 
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notice  and  special  protection,  "Mother  Donovan," 
of  tho  Cove  of  Cork,— part  owner  (for  tlie  pig  in 
tlie  parlor  pays  the  rint)  of  ft  much-frequented  mud 
edifice  located  in  the  East  Holy  Ground,  a  patch  of 
ParadiEe  attached  to  the  Great  laland,  and  immedi- 
ately facing  the  Spit  Sand  and  Isle  of  Spike. 

Well,  we  can  now  take  her  in  all  her  glory,  for  at 
thia  moment  a  two-decker — a  crack  Seventy-four 
^n  Bhijv— a  stranger  returning  from  a  foreign  sta- 
tion, possibly  Hhort  of  proviaons,  or  short  ot  water, 
is  suddenly  descried  under  a  cloud  of  canvas,  with 
a  brisk  breeze,  a  flood  tide,  and  n  flowing  sheet,  be- 
tween the  towering  heads  of  the  harbor's  mouth. 
All  Cove  is  already  in  a  state  of  excitement.  Chaos 
is  come  BgBJn,  Milesian  sounds  startle  the  uniniti- 
ated ear,  but  the  shriller  tones  of  Mother  Donovan 
outbowl  every  other  hovellcr,  of  either  Holy  Ground, 

"Oh! 

isQ'tftbij,  ..  ,       „_. 

into  the  Cove.  Honor!  Honor  1  He  quick! — sack 
the  praties,  string  the  sassingers,  and  basket  the 
butter.  Tim,  be  stirrin'  yer  stumps— launch  the 
whaler — where  in  the  dickens  is  Paddy  Molloy? 
Couldn't  he  i)e  killm'  the  ould  gander?  For  the 
lives  o'  yees,  don't  be  after  lettin  Mudder  Murphy 
bate  us  in  gettin'  the  business  aboord." 

Some  score  of  bustling  competitors  are  now 
heard  clieerEng  their  Paddies,  and  hurrying  their 
Honors  (a  name  common  in  the  south  of  Ireland) 
in  the  shipment  of  their  marketable  goods.  Pots, 
pans,  black  jacks,  red  herrings,  yellow  soap,  pails 
of  sky  blue,  and  barrels  of  brown  stout,  are  seen 
deSi  ending,  or  rather  bundling,  over  the  high  and 
hanging  chfis.  on  their  way  to  the  boat  on  the  beach. 
Mother  Donovan,  who  is  a  dame  of  double  di- 
mensions— B.  sort  of  Lambert  in  petticoats — with 
Honor,  her  "nate  niece"  {for  the  mothers  afloat, 
hke  the  fathers  of  the  land,  beget  nieces  rather  than 
daughters),  seat  themselves  in  the  stern-sheets  of  a 
white  whaler.  Both  are  eiad  in  brown  cloaks,  called 
"jocks,"  with  huge  hoods  covering  their  unadorned 
heads — for  bonnets  are  held  in  utter  contempt  by 
the  fair  of  Cove.  Honor  ia  a  bright  brunette,  with 
eyes  of  hazel  hue,  flashing  fire  at  every  glance ;  hair 
block,  glossy,  and  lank,  nke  a  skein  of  sable   "* 


ship  already  anchored,  may  be  seen  the  opposing 
Paddies,  and  contending  Tims,  bending  their  broad 
backs  to  their  huge  unpliable  sweeps  (for  oars  they 
can  hardly  be  called),  sending  the  salt  spray  over 
the  bows  of  their  bounding  boats,  and  drenching  to 
the  skin  the  ftir  Mtt«ra  abaft.  See  how  the  brine 
stiffens  the  playful  mosclee  of  the  mother's  mouth, 
and  still  straightens  the  daughter's  locks  of  love ! 
After  a  tiring  tag  ogiunst  wind  and  tide,  the  white 
whaler  reaches  abreast  of  the  towering  liner,  in  all 
the  busy  bustle  of  flirling  sails,  and  of  squaring 
yards. — There  she  ia :  the  inner  boat,  lying  off  on 
her  oars.  And  now  watch  the  "  sheeps-eyes,"  and 
imploring  glances  which  Mother  Donovan  throws  at 
the  first-lieutenant,  standmg  stiff  as  a  steeple  on  the 
break  of  the  poop,  and  who  tries  hard  to  preserve 
his  official  station,  and  maintain  the  gravity  of  his 
quarter-deck  face. 

"Honor,  darhnt!  Stand  up  foment  him.  Show 
him  you  mane  to  give  him  the  news.  Hould  up, 
child,  hould  up,  and  show  him  the  paper." 

Honor  does  as  desired ;  and  standing  erect  in  the 
boat,  her  dripping  locks  waiting  in  the  wind,  her 


ansious  eyes  foflowing  ever?  turn  and  tread  of  the 
first -lieutenant.  At  length,  she  catches  hia  glance, 
and  extending  a  bare  arm  of  symmetrical  mould, 
holds  m  her  hand  "The  Cork  Constitution,  or 
Southern  Reporter:"  and  now,  in  bewitching  ae- 
centa,  she  exclaims,  "Ah,  now,  that's  a  dearjintle- 
man — do,  do,  let  us  in — ah,  now  do — isn't  it  the 
day's  paper  I  have  hereforye?  Ah,  bemarciful! 
— the  saa's  mighty  salt !  mighty  tryin  to  the  eyes !" 

The  eyes  of  Honor  are  more  trying  to  the  firsl^ 
lieutenant;  still,  he  assumes  no  show  of  favor  or 
affection,  and,  in  a  commanding  voice,  he  cries : — 
"  Keep  off  that  boat,  master-at-arms ;  mind,  no 
mnshn  aboard  tiU  the  yards  are  square,  and  every 
tope  taut  as  a  harp-string." 

"There's  the  raal  gintleman — my  biessin's  wid 
ye,"  ejacuktes  the  Stout  dame,  implying  by  this 
loudly-delivered  benediction — directed  to  silence 
the  tiring  entreaties  of  her  trading  opponents — that 
she  is  ceri^ain  of  "  sarving  the  Aip ;" — and  so  she  is 
—for  the  word  of  admission  is  soon  after  given  by 
the  sentinel  paemg  his  post.  "  Up  wid  ye,  child — 
quick ! — there's  a  dariint — and,  mind  ye  "  (the  cau- 
tion is  budly  deUvered),  "for  the  life  o'  ye,  don't 
part  wid  do  paper  till  ye  place  it  in  his  honor's 
hands. — The  Lord  love  him,  and  it's  himself  that  is 
the  raal  gintilman." 

A  tall  topman  jumps  down  the  gangway  steps,  to 
lend  Honor  a  hand  in  ascending  the  side  of  the 
lofty  ship.  Her  top-lights  dazzle  the  eyes  of  the 
tar,  and  all  her  upper  works  are  suited  to  his  tasle ; 
but  as  the  gigghng  gbl  places  her  foot  on  the  Bret 
step  (and  the  first  step  often  mars  a  match),  the 
conductor  breaks  out:  "There  we  have  it — all 
ahke — fair  above,  and  full  below." 

"  Ah  now,  mister  sailor,  lave  off  your  tiokUn' ; " 
{Jack's  only  playful— iiothing  more  than  freshening 
her  way  aloft) ;  "  fait,  TU  be  missin'  my  futtin',  so  I 
will."  But  no  such  thmg :  Honor  arrives  on  the 
gangway ;— and  now  to  vnderga  an  overhaul  from 

"  Nothing  here,  I  hope  ?  "  says  the  searcher,  suit- 
ing the  action  to  the  word, 

"Hands  off,  i' ye  plase  I  "  returns  the  indignant 
^rl,  keeping  the  master-at-arms  at  arm's  length. 
"It's  yer  betters  that  dam't  do  the  likes  o'  that  I 
It's  thnie  for  me — who  d'ye  thuik  ye  got  hould  of?" 

The  man  of  feeling  relents,  and  the  charmer  is 
permitted  to  pass  muster ;  and  next  comes,  panting 
and  blowing  like  a  lady-whale,  the  huge  and  un- 
wieldy owner  of  the  stock-in-trade.  After  no  little 
of  eiertion,  she  finds  a  footing  on  deck.  She  stops 
to  regain  her  breath, — now  throws  her  eyes  ijoit, — 
now  directs  them  on  the  deck,  expressing,  by  dumb 
gesticulations,  the  greatest  snrprise.  Her  shoulders 
are  up  to  her  ears,  and  the  elbows  of  her  short  arms 
are  pinioned  to  her  side,  as  she  claps,  with  seeming 
delight,  her  small  but  fleshy  hands. 

"  Oh,  murder !  murder !  what  a  bu-tee-ftil  sight 
it  is  !  Och,  thin,  isn't  she  a  terrible  size  intirely !  " 
(she  had  seen  many  ships  before  of  a  similar  size  :) 
"  oh,  by  de  book,  a  big  man-o'-war  bates  every  oder 
sight  in  nathur." 

"Strange  sights  are  sometimes  seen  in  nature," 
says  the  official  feeler,  taking  the  fair  Patima  in 
hand,  and  deliberately  pursuing  his  sjalem  of 
search:  any  thing  Aere ?  " 

"Is  it  game  yec  makin'  of  a  body?     Sure,  havn't 

got  quite  enough  of  my  own?     Fait,  my  good 
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"Can't  saj;  can't  always  trust  to  the  loom  o" 
natur — ticlarlj  about  the  cat-heads  ;  "  and  eo  say- 
ing, the  searcher  satisfies  himself  as  to  the  reality 
of  ^e  trader's  natural  capacities.  As  there  [s  no- 
thing contraband  traceable  about  her  portly  person, 
she  descends  the  gangway  ladder,  following  her 
marketable  commodities,  which  are  hardly  placed 
between  the  two  allotted  guns  on  the  main-deck, 
ere  her  baskets  of  bread,  butter,  eggs,  sausages,  ap- 
ples, together  with  her  p^ls  of  milk,  are  beset  by 
shoals  of  the  j-ounger  middies,  watering  at  the 
mouth  to  taste  the  sweets  of  the  sod.  An  elbowing 
and  scrambling  scene  ensues ;  all  are  pushing  for 
priority  of  purohaise. 

"Asy  now,  ftsywid  ye,"  ejaculates  the  portly  pur- 
veyor, extending  her  short  arms  to  preserve  her 
eggs,  and  prevent,  if  possible,  a  crash  of  her  crocU- 
erj:  "aaywidye;  first  money,  jSrii  sarved — that's 
the  way  we  sarvss  the  young  gintry  afloat." 

The  young  gentry  afloat  are  no  sooner  "  sarved," 
than  a  missive  from  the  ward-room  summonses  the 
presence  of  the  ladies  abaft. 

"Who,  d'ye  say,  my  good  boy,  does  be  wantin' 
llie  Bum-boat  Woman?' 

This  interrogation,  delivered  in  accenta  mild  as 
milk,  is  put  to  a  young  urehin,  who  pertly  repUes, 
"The  First  Leaflennant." 

"Honor  I  Honor! — the  Lord  save  us  I  Where's 
the  child  got  to  ?  Honor !"  again  calls  the  startled 
dame,  looking  around  for  her  lost  lamb. 

"  Here  am  I,  mudder — autU  I  mean ,"  (for  some- 
times the  outbursting  of  nature  canines  Honor  to 
trip  on  the  trutll :  a  lapsua  tinguce  proclaims  the 
parent,  and  identifies  the  daughter.) 

"WeU  may  the  crathur  call  me  mudder.  It's 
myself  that's  been  more  than  a  fader  to  all  her 
mudder's  childer.  But  sure,"  she  adds,  turning  to 
the  master-at-arms,  "  doesn't  all  the  world,  ould  and 
joung,  be  now  afther  eaUin'  me  mudder?  It's  for 
aU  the  world  like  puttin'  ducks'  eggs  undher  a  hin. 
The  young  ducklins  think,  from  the  care  the  ould 
cachler  takes  of  the  web-footed  crathurs,  that  the 
bin  must  be  their  raal  mudder,  whin,  at  the  same 
time,  it's  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  yer  face,  the  hin's 
no  more  nor  their  nat'ral  aunt ; — its  thrue  for  me." 
— The  mother's  art  corrects  the  daughter's  nature, 
and  now  both  "aunt"  and  "niece"  are  themselves 
again, 

[But,  on  retiring  to  her  hovel  !n  the  Holy  Ground 
— after  driving  the  pig  out  of  the  parlor — for  secrets 
are  not  to  be  uttered  in  the  presence  of  the  porker 
— she  inflicts  on  the  daughter  a  moral  lecture,  upon 
the  impropriety  of  **  misnaraing  her  afore  the  peo- 
ple aboord."  "Lucky  for  me,  so  it  was,  the  first 
lift'nint  didn't  hear  the  vice  (voice)  o'  ye. — Oh, 
Honor!  Honor!  what  would  he  think  (an' he  had 
the  thought,  if  1  hadn't  mended  the  matter) :  ye 
wasn't  my  nat'ral  niece? — Mudder,  mudder;— the 
dickens  mudder  ye:  don't  ye  know  well  enough, 
the  navy  ^ntilmen  think  times  is  bad  wid  poor  peo- 
ple, when  a  body  is  obhgated  to  bring  a  daughter 
aboord  a  man-o'-war  ?  Now,  for  the  futur,  lam  to 
call  me  aunt  wid  a  bould  an'  asy  tongue,  an'  whin- 
ever  mudder  comes  into  yer  mind,  bould  yer  prate, 
or  muffle  yer  mouth !  "] 

"Come,  child — throw  off  the  jock — make  yerself 
tidy,  an'  take  the  laugh  off  yer  mouth  afore  ye  face 
the  gintlemen.  Come,  be  stirrin'.  Follow  me — I'll 
lade  the  way  ;"  and  ail  walks  the  waddling  mother, 
followed  by  her  uncloaked,  unbonnetted,  and  all 
but  unblushing  "  nieee.^'    Aware  that  the  ladies  are 


allowed  the  entrie,  the  sentinel  at  his  post  throws 
open  the  ward-roora  door. 

"Sarvint,  ^ntlemen.  Welcome  all  to  Cove," 
cries  the  l»rge  "  lady,"  dropping  in  the  door-way 
her  best  courtesy.  "The  blessins  on  all  yerbu-tee- 
ful,  brown,  sun-burnt  faces;  sign  for  yees,  ye've 
come  from  fiirrin  parts." 

"Good  standing  color,  old  prl,"  returns  the  first- 
lieutenant.  "Gome,"  he  adds  famiharly,  "bring 
yourselves  both  to  an  anchor." 


"Come,  young-un,"  cries  the  unsophistieated 
master,  addressing  the  still  standing  girl,  "come, 
what  arc  ye  ashamed  of? — Look  at  your  mother." 

"Ah,  thin,  it  mw  her  mudder  that  never  ioa> 
ashamed  of  dacent  people," 

"  Why,  are  yoa  not  her  mother  ?"  asks  the  first- 
lieutenant,  throwing  at  each  female  alternate  glances. 
"  Why,  she  mitat  be  yours — she's  the  very  picture 

"An'  well  she  might;  for  it's  myself  that  uws  the 
very  pictur  of  her  mudder;"  and  here  her  broad 
and  eipandve  hosom,  hke  the  swell  of  the  sea, 
heaves  and  sinks  with  a  heavy  sigh — a.pgh  worthy 
of  a  widow  in  her  weeds.  But  suddenly  and  adroitly 
she  turns  the  subject.  "  Of  ooorse,  gintlemin,  ye'll 
be  afther  wantin  yer  Unen  washed?  It's  wc  that 
can  get  it  up  m  illegant  style.  Xcr  things  we'll 
bleadi  tor  yees,  whiter  than  the  dhriven  snow ;  an' 
as  for  the  platin' — may  be  aU  the  hu-tee-ful  ladies 
at  the  balls  won't  be  axin'  ye,  'Who  plates  yer 
bussnms,  an'  who  pinches  yer  frills  V — It's  thrue 
for  me." 

The  plating  of  the  bosoms,  and  the  pinching  of 
the  ftiUa,  already  ensure  her  the  officers' custom; 
and  now,  under  the  infiuence  of  a  little  "ship's" 
rum  (which  she  "hears  is  good  for  the  wind"),  she 
not  only  becomes  the  more  loquacious,  but  also  the 
more  communicative  on  local  matters.  She  des- 
cants on  the  beauties  of  the  river — no  allusion  to 
Honor — but  she  breaks  forth  in  a  figurativt 


on  the  many  "big  h 

-tee-ful  sat 

a  on  both  banks 

of  the  Lee." 

Honor,  though  less  loquacious 

is  not  the  less  be- 

witching. — "  Lickor  r 

ever  lights 

on  her  Up,"  "The 

very  smell  of  it  always  turns  he 

head,"  and  "Tay 

is  her  strongest  dhrin 

k."     But  he 

rnajiffBondplay- 

fulness  of  manner  a 

muses  the 

'nice   rintlcman" 

seated  by  her  side,  a 

nd  the  silken  softness  of  her 

jet  hair  entices  hia 

ngers  to  se 

t  right  her  droop- 

"  Ah,  now,  be  quiet  wid  ye  ; — keep  yer  fingers  to 
yerself; — fait,  ni  be  aflher  lavin'  ye,  if  ye  don't 
lave  my  hair  alone.    Ah,  m — " 

The  lapswa  of  mother  had  nearly  escaped ;  hut  it 
is  promptly  caught,  and  the  substitution  of  "aunt'" 
amends  the  maternal  appeal — to  "make  the  gintle- 
man  behave  himself." 

But  the  mother's  thoughts  are  otherwise  engaged. 
The  liberty  taken  with  her  Honor's  hur  is  not  the 
"liberty  given  to  broach  the  beer."  Besides  she 
has  yet  to  feel  her  way  touching  the  prudence  of 
giving  the  ship's  company  trust. 

"  Mny-be  yer  honor,"  tiie  says  in  an  under  tone, 
addressing  the  officer  possessing  the  power  to  favor 
her  views,— "maj-be  yer  honor  can  be  tellin'  a 
body  when  the  people's  comin'  in  coorse  o'  pay?" 

"  Why,  they've  three  yeara'  whack  due,"  returns 
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"Poor  crathural  It's  the  likes  o'  they  that  is 
desarvin'  o'  thrusti  May-be  it's  yer  honor,"  she 
adds  coaiinglj,  "'ill  be  now  lettiii' me  broach  the 
beer  ?"  A  nod  of  aseent  ensues,  and  the  fur  traders 
rise  to  depart — the  mother  pouiiag  down  blessings 
on  the  heads  of  the  seFerat  officers  assembled,  and 
the  daughter  declaring,  in  accents  not  intended  to 
be  lost,  "  that  nicer-mannered  and  gintaler  gintle- 
meu  wasn't  to  be  found  in  the  grand  fleet  I  " 

And  now  comes  on  the  tug  of  "Uclt."  The  cooks 
of  the  messes,  kid  in  hand,  close  round  the  flowing 
barrel,  whilst  Honor,  as  in  honor  bound,  checks  the 


chalking  score  of  the 
day's  detentiOQ  of  the 
the  stout  dame  flows 
"  serving "  on  the  sco 
after-claim  for  a,  pass: 
ship  is  ordered  '  ' 
mother-wit  off' 


During  each 
p  in  port,  the  "  stout "  of 
the  same  tune;  and  this 

to  the  port  at  which  the 
be  paid; — and  then  it  is  that  the 
"mother"  begins  to  telL 
On  this  side  of  the  water,  the  iidt  traders  afloat 
are  craft  altogether  of  another  kind.  It  is  true  that 
some  partake  of  the  Dutch  build — are  blufT  in  the 
bows,  fall  abaft,  and  oouTeniently  formed  for  stow- 
age: but,  Btiii,  those  who  desire  to  stand  neil  with 
sea-^ring  folk,  study  symmetrical  lines,  fineness  of 
form,  and,  particularly,  neatness  in  the  rigging, 
low  and  aloft.  But,  to  drop  metaphor,  the  &u^ 
traders  {and  often  the  feirest  afloat)  of  Gosport, 
Portsmouth,  and  Plymouth,  are  perfectly  aware  of 


the  nautical  feeling  in  &vor  of  personal  appearance. 

Hence  the  Sunibaatic  conceit  :— 

Tls  the  business  of  BesDty  lo  become  the  be&uty  of  Bn^new. 

In  their  mode  of  commanding  success,  the  Eng- 
lish Bum-boat  Women  are  perfectly  opposed  to  the 
practice  pursued  bj  the  sisterhood  of  the  sister  isle  ; 
and  though,  to  attain  their  end,  tbe  British  fair  sel- 
dom display  flashes  of  wit,  they  ncTertheiess  have 
always  their  wits  about  them.  In  short,  in  the  pur- 
suit of  business,  they  adopt  the  "silent  system," 
trnsting  more  to  the  power  of  the  eye,  tlian  to  the 
power  of  the  tongue. 

What  an  eye  had  BumhoatBet!  Indeed  did  it 
"  sound  a  parley  of  provocation."  Whether  in  an- 
ger or  despair,  the  dropping  of  her  long-lashed  Ud, 
was  alone  sufficient  to  riuse  in  her  favor  tea  thou- 
sand tongues ;  and,  as  for  Coaxing  Kate,  she  had 
only  to  smile— display  her  bewitching  teeth — to 
command  Red  at  the  nuun, — aye,  and  obtain  imme- 
diate admisaon,  were  even  the  fore-topsaol  loose, 
and  "  Blue-Peter "  flying  at  the  fore.*  And  what 
might  not  be  said  of  then-  courage  ?  The  weather 
they  encounter,  and  dangers  they  brave,  iu  pursu- 
ing their  work  on  the  waters.  But  we  forget — our 
sketch  is  confined  to  the  fair  of  Erin. 


A   BLIND   STORY;    OR    MRS,    CLAPPER'S   RETURN. 


RETDRNiNa  late  one  evening  from  Gravesend 
Where  she  had  journeyed  with  a  dear  old  friend, 
Kept  till  'twas  more  than  late  enough  to  sup 
Because,  like  her,  the  steam  could  not  get  up 
Dame  Clapper  saw  light  from  her  chamber  flash 
Forth  from  the  sash. 
The  blind  was  down  but  on  it  fell  the  shade 

Of  her  loved  lord.— Think'a  she  "  He's  in  a  fnght 
Lest  I  should  not  come  home  to-night ; 
How  glad  he'll  be  to  find  I  have  not  stayed  t 

Thrilling  with  love,  and  "  all  that  sort  of  thing 
She  hastily  advanced  to  knock  or  ring. 
When  on  the  blind  another  figure  fclL 

Starting  at  what  she  saw. 
Fury  to  seize  her  soul,  rushed  out  of  hell. 

She  "  held  her  breath  for  awe." 
Then  mentally  exclaimed,  "  What's  to  be  done  f 

Two  heads  I  see,  but  they  approach  so  nigh 

That  in  this  ease,  two  are  not  in  my  eye. 
Belter  than  one  V 

Who  can  describe  her  passion's  wild  alarms, 
Fearing  her  lord  was  faithless  to  her  charms  I 
Tears  trickling  down,  she  cried  with  wild  aflnght 
"  Shadows  " — 'Tis  King  Dick's  speech  from  Shaks 
pere's  pen — 


Than  could  the  tubsian 


il  this 


■  of  iett  thousand  i 


ght 


The  knocker  now  the  lady  agitated. 

And  then  with  somewhat  of  impatience  waited. 

No  answer  was  returned  by  her  loved  spouse. 
And  so  she  knocked  again,  in  such  a  way. 
She  nearly  brouffht  down — so  the  neighbors  say 

If  not  her  gentleman  at  least  the  house. 


Still  closed  against  her,  did  the  door  remain. 
She  felt  of  course  at  such  exclusion  shock'd, 
And  even  louder  than  before  she  knock'd. 
Rang  and  knock'd. 

Rang  and  knock'd  again. 
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At  laat  the  husband  yentured  to  appear ; 

Like  one  just  riaen  from  bed  in  wild  aurpriae, 
Yawning,  wliile  almost  closed  his  ejea, 

His  month  woe  nearly  stretched  from  ear  to  ear. 

How  lovely,  Natnre,  all  thy  plan  ! 

How  equitable  are  thy  laws  1 
If  flhut  the  ejea  of  drowsy  man, 

Thy  care  tis  to  extend  hie  jaws! 
THij  therefore  may  make  up  for  lliat, 
0  i>eauteous  acheme  of  tit  for  tat ! 

Of  courae,  at  being  kept  so  long,  she  frown'd, 
And  he  lamented  having  slept  so  aound  ; 
But  aud  he  joyed  to  see  hia  boaom's  pride — 
Be  lied. 

Now  to  retire  he  hinted  she  had  beat. 
Because  he  was  conviuced  she  wanted  rest. 
Consent  she  gave,  jet  paused  upon  the  way, 
"Wilh  sweet,  reluctant,  amoroua  delay," 
She  thought  a  robber's  footatep  struck  her  ear, 
Which  made  her  foe  her  tender  husband  fear. 


With  carelesa  laughter  and  facetious  grin. 
The  hufiband  bade  her  all  such  notions  scout ; 

"2fo  thief,"  he  said,  "  for  robbery  could  get  in. 
He  dreaded  much,   "  3B<  murder  wouid~a>iiie 

But  all  in  Tidn  was  his  advice. 

His  tale  was  found  untrue ; 
His  friend  detected  in  a  trice, 

And  pummelled  black  and  blue. 

How  long  Dame  Clapper  raved,  I  have  not  time 
To  tell  io  prose,  much  less  to  pat  in  rhyme ; 
Suffice  it  then  to  say  her  lord's  disgrace 
Was    made    complete,   and  neatly    clawed  his 

'Twas  then  he  sighed,  "0  woe  is  mo! 

Too  late  the  moral  comes  to  mind, 
That  naughty  tticfcs  which  none  can  tee. 

May  be  diacovered  by  the  blind. 
"But  wives,"  he  added,  "who  will  roam. 

And  go  and  gad  about, 
Ouglit  to  expect  when  they  eojiu:  home. 

To  find  Weir  hasbamis  oat." 


HAMMERING    IT    IN. 

AROKYUOHS. 


Dkpkisbbd  by  a  severe  cold,  for  which  I  was  in- 
debted to  the  variable  nature  of  the  weather  in  the 
last  days  of  November,  I.  sat,  yesterday  morning, 
in  a  despondent  way  beside  my  coffee  and  dry 
toast,  roasted  the  soles  of  my  slippers,  and  read  , 
away  my  digestion  over  the  last  murder  recounted  ' 
in  the  Times.  Suddenly,  I  was  startled  by  the  step 
ofaman  rushing  hurriedly  up-siairs;  the  door  of 
my  sitting-room  was  burst  open,  and  my  friend 
Boulder,  flourishing  in  his  hand  a  heavy  hammer, 
stood  before  me,  and  gasped  out,  "I've  done  it  at 
last.  Smith!,  I've  done  it  at  lastl"  Boulder  is  a 
most  eioitable  man,  with  a  wife  and  a  large  family 
of  boys.    I  looked  aghast  for  marka  of  blood  upon 


the  hammer— for  a  trace  of  human  haic  in 
crack  of  the  handle. 

"  Which— who— how  many?"  Ishonted. 

"My  son,  Jack,"  he  declared,  "is  the  cans 
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■HAMMERING    IT   I 


o  thiH  ?     Cut  1 
He  eat  down  opposite  me  in  an  easy  chair,  turned 
up  Ms  aole^  also  to  the  fire,  helped  himself  to  a 
tliiclc  slice  of  bread,  and  said  again, 

"  Cut  me  Bome  ham.    I  must  be  off  to  the  hills 
in  tea  minutes,  and  it's  well  to  fortifj  myself,  bo- 
cause  I  may  miss  dinner  to-day." 
"Sir!     Mr.  Boulder!" 

"Let  me  ring  for  a  cup  and  saucer.     There,  now, 
go  on  with  your  breakfast,  and  I'll  tell  you  all  about 
it.     I  was  led  to  it  entirely  by  that  hard-headed 
fellow,  David  Page." 
"Page?" 

"  David  Page,  F.  G.  S.  Hark  you  1  Three  weeks 
ago,  Mrs.  Boulder  came  to  me  aod  said,  'Peter.' 
1  rophed,  'Susannah.'  She  SMd,  'Look  at  Jack's 
clean  shirt.'  She  showed  me  a  shirt  folded  neatly, 
with  its  front  covered  with  red  ataioa,  and  holes, 
and  indentations.  'Mercy,'  I  cried,  '  what'a  ttie 
cause  of  this?'  Jack  was  at  school— round  the 
comer,  you  know — Tiokleby's  day-school.  'I  wish 
to  show  you,  Mr.  B.,'  said  my  old  girl,  'Jack'; 
drawer.'  Followed  my  wife,  looked  in  the  drawer, 
found  it  liUed  up  with  stones  and  dirt.  In  the 
drawer  below  that,  found  clay,  sand,  and  old  shells 
in  hia  Sunday  jacket.  Caused  the  dirt  to  be  in- 
stantly carried  to  the  du3^hole.  Further  cjiamined 
drawers  in  Jack's  room,  and,  in  the  corner  of  one, 
found  a  book  entitled,  'Advanced  Text-Book  of 
Geology,  Descriptive  aod  Industrial,  by  David 
Page,*-.  G,  8.'" 

'"That's  what  has  done  it,  Peter,"  Mrs.  B.  said. 
'That's  the  book  fve  seen  him  reading  evening  aftei 
evening.'  'He  shall  read  no  more  of  it,'  said  I, 
"The  book  is  confiscated.'  When  Jack  came  home 
at  dinner-time  we  had  a  great  disturbance." 

Here  Boulder  gasped  over  his  ham,  and  I  felt 
piunfully  nervous.     Boulder 

"'Jack' said  I,  '  you  shal 
that  book.'     I  put  it  on  my  own  library  table.     I 
peepedinio  it;  Hooked  mto  it;  I  read  " 
I  read  more  of  it ;  I  liked  it ;  I  studied  i 
myself  heart  and  soul  into  it 
— I  bought  a  hammer." 

Here  Boulder  caught  his  hammer  up  and  flourish- 
ed it  again.    He  was  evidently  stone-mad. 

".With  this  hammer,  my  boy,  I  break  my  way 
into  the  treasury  of  Nature." 

Here  Boulder  brought  hia  hammer  down  and 
smashed  my  tea-cup. 

"Ah,  good!"  he  cried,  taking  a  fragment  up. 
"  A  lucky  accident.  Look  at  the  crystalline  frac- 
ture. What's  here  f  Clay.  What  makes  iJie  clay 
crystalline  in  its  fracture!  lire.  Theory  of  the 
igneous  rocks.  Thickness  of  the  ponderable  crust 
of  the  giobo,  eight  hundred  miiea.  Depth  at  which 
most  of  the  rocks  ordinarily  found  at  the  surfece 
would  exist  in  a  motten  state,  say  five  and  twenty 
miles.    Underotust  of  the  globe,  granite.     Here's 

My  eidtable  Mend  took  from  the  mantel-piece  a 
handsome  paper-weight  of  pohshed  stone. 

"  Some  ass  of  a  man  has  polished  this  fine  speci- 
men of  primitive  rock."  With  one  tap  of  his  ham- 
mer, Boulder  broke  it  in  two.  "  Observe,"  he  said, 
"the  exquisite  fracture." 

' '  Biqoisite — confound " 

"  Never  polish  a  fine  specimen.  The  geologist, 
my  dear  boy,  is  most  particular  to  show  you  a  dean 


fracture  and  nothing  else.  He  breaks  a  stone,  and 
takes  pMiis  not  so  much  as  to  dim  with  a  finger's 
touch  the  hrilfiance  of  the  broken  surface.  Now 
fractures  are  of  various  sorts,  conehoidal  or  shell- 
like, even,  uneven,  smooth,  splintery,  hackly.  Only 
look  in  this  bcautil'id  bit  of  granite,  at  the  silvery 
gleams  of  the  mica  and  the  suety  bits  of  quartz 
speckling  the  solid  pudding  of  the  felspar.  Quarts 
is,  of  simple  minerals,  one  of  the  hardest.  I  knock 
out  a  Uttle  chip  of  granite,  and  you  will  observe 
that  it  is  impossible  to  powder  the  quartz  in  it  by 
blows  of  a  hammer  on  the  hearth-stone.  You  per- 
ceive the  hearth-stone  breaks,  but  the  quartz  grains 
remain  uneom  minuted." 

"Mr.  Boulder—"  I  began  faintly.  I  was  made 
somewhat  weak  and  helpless  by  my  cold,  or  I  should 
have  met  vigor  with  vigor. 

"  Pardon  me,  Smith  ;  they  remain,  I  sav,  uneom- 
minuted.  Let  me  advise  you  to  be  a  geologist.  I 
amgoingtothe  hills  to-dayon  an  excursion.  Come. 
Ah,  you  have  a  cold.  Well,  I  will  stop  exactly  half 
an  hour."  Here  he  pulled  out  his  watch.  "I  do 
want  jou  to  share  my  enjoyment.  I  do  want  to 
make  you  feel  the  delight  caused  by  the  study  of 
geology.  I  didn't  think  that  I  should  take  it  up 
myself  when  I  turned  out  Jack's  drawers.  Page 
over-persuaded  me.  He's  just  the  man  to  bring  the 
science  home  to  you.  Ah,  Mrs.  Boulder  doesn't 
know  it,  but  Fve  carried  up  her  spare  sheets  and 
blankets  into  one  of  the  attics,  and  have  a  most 
beautiful  experiment  on  the  formation  of  mud- 
banks  from  aqueous  deposit  in  her  linen  cheat.  I've 
mixed  up  in  water  earth  and  shells  and  a  shping's 
worth  of  shrimps.  In  a  few  days,  when  I  drain  the 
water  off,  you  come  over  to  me,  and  III  show  you 
how  the  top  crust  of  the  world  is  formed,  and  how 
the  remains  of  extinct  animals  get  to  be  mixed  with 
it.  Only,  if  Mrs.  B.  should  by  chance  go  to  the 
chest  before  the  experiment  is  finished — 0  those 
women!  those  women." 

"  But  now.  Smith,  aa  you've  a  cold,  and  can't  go 
to  the  hills,  I'll  show  you  how  a  geologist  need  go 
no  farther  than  hia  own  room  for  a  study  of  incom- 
parably the  moat  glorious  of  sciences.  Ill  ^ve  you 
to-day  only  an  elementary  lesson.  When  I  come 
next,  we'll  go  into  the  thing  more  completely.  Now 
look  here," — down  came  the  hammer  on  a  comer 
of  my  mantelpiece, — "I  breaJt  off  this  little  bit  of 
metamorphic  rock ;  the  character  has  been  destroy- 
ed by  polishing,  but  now  what  beauty  have  I  not 

"Boulder,"  1  cried,  "give  me  your  hammer. 
Let  me  send  your  hummer  down  into  the  haU." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you — I  shall  he  going  pres- 
ently. 'Tis  not  worth  while.  Dismiss  from  your 
mind  what  I  was  just  saying  about  aqueous  rocks. 
Above  the  igneous  you  have  the  metamorphic— you 
have,  to  speak  familiarly,  the  mantelpiece  upon  the 
paper  weight,  and  not  the  paper  weight  upon  the 
itet-piece." 
I  have,  have  I  f" 

To  be  sure  you  have.  Heat  and  the  pressure 
of  the  superincumbent  strata  have  given  to  these 
metamorphic  rocks  their  crystalline  appearance, 
though  it  is  believed  that  they  were  once  deposited 
by  water,  and  contained  fossils  of  which  aU  trace 
has  been  extinguished.  Well  then.  Smith,  on  the 
top  of  the  metamorphic  rocks  on  the  top  of  the 
mantel-piece,  we  place  Sir  Roderick  Murchisou." 

"  Can  it  be  posaible?" 

"Yes,  Uurchisou  and  the  Silurian  rocks  defined 
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"0,  i 

"Yea.  Here  we  h»Te  certain  aandstonos,  ehalee, 
limestones,  fiagetones,  and  tlie  slales  near  Bala.. 
By  Jove  !  Smith,  you've  a  siate  top  to  itac  eonaole 
table.  If  it  should  be  Silurian,  you  happy  dog  1 — 
if  it  should  be  Silurian  I" 

Up  leaped  my  friend,  and  up  leaped  I,  but  not  in 
time  to  save  the  chipping  of  a  rather  costly  bit  of 
furniture. 

"Boulder,"  I  cried,  hoarse  with  rage  and  rheum 
together,  "  break  another  place  of  furniture,  and 

"Ah,  my  boj,  you  hava  your  cnthusiasra  yet  to 
come,  m  promise  to  break  nothing  of  any  value. 
But  of  what  value  are  these  precious  polished  spe- 
cimens of  yours  f  Their  value's  doubled  when  they 
show  the  fracture  and  the  cleavage  and  that  sort  of 
thing.  Nay,  111  break  nothing  more.  Well,  then, 
above  the  Silurian  you  have  the  old  red 


i   VAOAEIES.  Idd 

and  then  above  that — ha !  but  it's  all  feir  to  break 
coal — above  that  the  coal." 

A  heavy  lump  of  coal  was  suddenly  whipped  out 
of  the  coal-scuttle,  and  being  hammered  into  frag- 
ments on  the  breakfast  cloth  before  I  could  effec- 
tually interfere. 

"  It  is  most  interesting  to  search  coat  for  the  re- 
mains of  extinct  vegetable  life.  The  markings 
sometimes  are  of  the  most  beautiful  description. 
The  whole  of  yesterday  I  apent  in  our  coal-cellar, 
and  a  more  delightful  day  I  nevep " 

A  loud  knocking  at  the  street-door  startled  ns. 
Mr.  Boulder  was  picking  carefully  about  the  con- 
tents of  the  coal-scuttle,  and  had  sp.rea.d  some  choice 
bits  on  the  rug  for  further  investigation,  when  a 
servant  appeared  to  report  that  Mrs.  Boulder  wish- 
ed, if  Mr.  B.  was  disengaged,  to  see  him  instantly. 

"  Ah  1"  said  my  friend,  laying  another  coal  upon 
the  rug.  "  She  has  been  to  the  Uncn  press.  Smith, 
go  and  pacify  her." 


MR.     HIPPY'S    VAGARIES. 


famihariy  called,  othcr- 
ivise  Harty  Hippisley, 
Gent. — Mr.  Hippy  was 
not  a  man  of  wit,  though 
be  sometimes  approach- 
ed very  nigh  to  it.  A 
Scotch  friend,  indeed, 
once  called  him  "  A  man 
of  Ktel"  (meaning  wit). 
"Yes,"  sud  he,  turning 
his  eye  with  a  merry 
twinkle  upon  his  flatter- 
ing friend,  "very  wet." 
And  he  took  the  hint 
from  his  friend'a  pronun- 
ciation to  suggest  this  as 
the  true  reading  of  a 
couplet  by  Dryden  which 
has  been  much  disput- 


drinking  largely — 

to  madnp^  ne&rl;  i^  bIHgA, 

^  du  their  bounds  divide. 


Aadtbia  poU 

He  was  simply  a  man  of  whim,  which 
had  blended  up  with  it  much  playful  pleasantry,  and 
sometimes  a  spice  of  true  humor  to  season  it ;  for 
hewasahumorist,  or  I  know  not  wliat  humor  is;  an 
English  humorist — the  only  humorist ;  and  notwith- 
standing all  his  real  or  imagined  unhappiness.  (and 
he  had  many  good  proofs  to  give  aa  reasons  for  any 
momentary  iudulgence  in  complunt),  he  was,  after 
all,  of  that  happy  nature,  that  Chough  there  was  at 
dmes  a  savor  of  salt  in  his  humor,  there  was  no 
bitterness ;  nothing  that  offended  the  good  taste,  or 
hurt  the  feelings  of  bis  Mends 


Bt  through  my  neglect.  I  am  his  word-batiket— his  store- 
had,  in  an  eminent  degree,  that  rare  quahty  in  a 
man  who  loved  jesting  and  rullery,  and  indulged  in 
them,  that  he  could  forbear  and  spare.  If  he 
thought  a  severe  thing  of  any  one,  he  would  not 
^ve  It  utterance.  Ho  was  in  that  respect,  perhaps, 
a  little  too  tender  of  others;  for  he  sometimes 
spared  those  who  did  not  spare  him.  I  have  seen 
him  put  down  by  an  impudent  dog  or  conceited 
booby,  and  have  not  a  word  to  Bay  for  himself.  I 
heard  him  once,  and  never  but  Once,  regret  that 
he  sometimes  felt  such  an  embarrassment  and  diffi- 
dence in  society,  that  "  for  the  life  of  him  he  could 
not  say  bo.'  to  a  goose  when  he  met  one ;  and  he 
regretted  this  the  more,  because  he  so  often  met  a 
goose,  and  lost  so  many  opportunities  for  saying 

00  P'    But  ho  was  eminently  a  humorist ;  and  felt, 

1  should  say,  more  pleasure  in  abstaining  from 
severities  of  tongue  than  he  could  have  taken  in 
indulging  that  unruly  member  in  an  unbridled  and 
unbitted  license.  Yet  no  man,  I  believe,  had  a 
sharper  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  a  keener  eye  at 
detecting  the  faults,  and  folUes,  and  weaknesses  of 
his  fellow.mcn ;  and  no  man  was  more  prompt  and 
prone  to  pity  and  be  patient  with  them,  let  them 
pass  and  say  nothing,  though  he  thought  much 
upon  them.  If  he  could  persuade  any  one  out  of  on 
error,  be  spoke  ;  if  he  saw  that  that  was  a  hopeless 
task,  be  was  ^lent.  "  Let  him  that  is  without  sin 
cast  the  first  stone,"  was  the  religious  rule  that  gov- 
erned and  restrained  him.  He  was,  I  believe,  a 
really  benevolent  man  in  the  main — if  not  at  all 
times  and  in  all  things  ;  any  departure  of  his  from 
that  "even  tenor"  of  a  wise  man's  way  neverthe- 
less and  notwithstanding.  If  he  ever  diverged 
from  that  "  primrose  path,"  and  had  to  accuse  him- 
self with  any  sins  of  commission — or  sins  of  omis- 
sion, which  are  worse — no  man  more  bitterly  re- 
gretted them.  Hie  humor,  his  jests  and  jibes,  were 
therefore  innocuous,  and  hurt  not ;  and  this  was 
perhaps  their  best  commendation. 
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Mr,  Hippy  coald  sometimes  say  severitiefl,  but  he 
was  beet  at  a  quiet  reproof.  Some  one,  speaking  in 
contempt  of  the  mind  of  e.  mutual  asaociate,  said, 
"  You  maj  put  all  the  ideas  he  has  under  this  gob- 
let." Hippy  silently  drew  from  his  pocket  a  Pick- 
ering  copy  of  Horace,  laid  it  npon  the  table,  drained 
his  goblet,  and  turning  it  over  the  little  volume, 
the  whole  works,  the  wit,  the  playful  humor,  and 
brilliant  genius  of  the  beloveii  friend  of  Virgil  and 
MEecenas,  and  the  fiiTored  of  Augustus,  lay  under 
that  email  crystal  dome.    The  "moral"  waa  ob- 

Among  a  knot  of  friends  who  were  amusing  them- 
selTes  with  cutting  up  a  foolish  acquaiutani'e,  he 
interposed  by  wishing  that  they  would  take  a 
hintfrom  Mrs.  Rundeirs  advice  to  carvers— that 
"It  is  not  neoesaary  to  cut  up  the  wWe  ffooae, 
less  the  company  is  very  large."  He  would  often 
turn  aside  the  shafta  of  ill-nature  and  ridicule  by 
some  such  pleasant  reproof. 

Being  in  a  drinking  party  where  a  dirty  wit  kept 
the  table  in  a  roar,  Hippy  sat  in  flilencc.  His  ch"'- 
neighbor  remarked  it — "You  do  not  laugh  i 
our  facetioua  friend."  "No,  sir,"  sternly  tep 
Hippy,  who  loved  wit  much,  but  decency  more 
"  I  saw  a  dirty  pig  this  day  who  had  just  walloi 
ill  the  mire,  but  I  did  not  feel  compelled  to  hug 
him;  I  had  too  much  respect  for  my  white  waist- 
coat." Itoing  the  same  evening,  he  got  into  hia 
old  "merry  cue," and  kept  hia  friends  amused,  and 
instructed  too,  without  once  calling  in  the  aid  of 
the  low  balderdash  which  some  men  mistake  for 
humor.  I  could  soon  see  that  the  eompany  were 
very  glad  to  eichange  the  cleanly  tongue  and  the 
wholesome,  healthy  humor  of  my  merry  and  wise 
friend  for  the  cancerous  comicalides  of  the  dirty- 
minded  gentleman  upon  whom  he  had  so  lately  put 
an  eidngnisher.  The  club-room  was  full,  every- 
body happy,  the  ale  brisk  as  a  bee — the  waiters 
ditto ;  the  Welsh  rare-bits  never  so  large  and  so 
good ;  the  "  natives,"  as  fresh  as  a  daisy,  opened 
as  if  they  were  obliged  to  the  knife  that  let  them 
loose,  and  were  uncommonly  fat  and  flue.  Puggles- 
ton  was  in  the  chair  pro  forma;  Hippy  £ioed  him. 
No  singing  was  allowed,  which  kept  the  company 
select  and  sensible.  Any  gentleman  who  forgot 
himself  so  far  as  to  strike  up  a  song,  found  himself, 
before  verse  the  first  was  concluded,  in  the  hands 
of  four  stoat  members  of  the  club,  who  quietly  took 
him  out  by  the  legs  and  wings,  with  as  much  grav- 
ity as  four  undertakers  would  carry  out  a  departed 
gentleman,  opened  the  yard  door,  set  little  or  big 
warblec  down  upon  the  cold  stones,  and  left  him 
tiere  to  "  ting  his  eyes  out ;"  and  when  he  was 
thoroughly  song-eihausted,  and  come  to  a  sense  of 
his  Mtuation,  then,  and  not  til!  then,  waa  he  brought 
hack  to  his  chair  with  the  same  grave  honors,  per- 
fectly sane,  and  silent,  and  songiess. 

Hearing  a  yom^  friend  with  good  ideas,  but  an 
inaptness  for  uttering  them,  struggling  hard  to  give 
eipression  to  a  happy  thought  he  had  somehow  got 
hold  of,  he  said,  "  you  have  hooked  a  fine  fish  there, 
W-: — ;  but  you  do  not  seem  to  me  to  know 
how  to  land  it.  Play  with  it,  boy ;  give  it  line  ; 
and  when  you  have  let  it  spend  its  strength,  then 
haul  it  slowly  and  steadily,  whip  your  landing-net 
under  it  quietly,  and  hft  it  on  shore." 

No  man  sooner  saw  through  masks  and  the  uaual 
dominoes  in  which  men  disguise  themselves  in  the 
masquerade  of  life.  He  penetrated  in  a  moment 
through  the  thin  diaguises  of  a  professing  friend  of  | 


his,  who  preached  benevolence,  but  stood  selfishlv 
Etill  when  the  time  came  in  which  he  should  stir.— 
"H;"said  he,  '-he  was  over  his  dessert,  and  had 
split  a  walnut  in  halves,  and  (his  dining-room  hang- 
ing over  the  river)  ho  saw  you  drowning  under  his 
window,  ho  would  not  be  at  the  trouble  to  throw 
out  one-half  of  the  shell  if  it  would  save  you.  But 
aa  soon  as  you  were  sunk  'full  fathoms  five,'  no 
the  pathos  of  his 
your  la- 


esclamationa — no  one  shed  more 

mentable  death — and  no  one  reti ,„  . 

cigar  and  whiskey-toddy,  and  forget  youaltogethi 


though  you  had  never  been."" 
Silting  composedly  after  supper,  over  his  conclud- 
ing glass,  he  felt  a  Hy  travelling  slowly  down  his 
n(K!e,  till  it  "  pulled  up,"  as  he  eipressed  it,  at  the 
bridge ;  "  Go  on,"  said  he,  pleasantly,  "  there  is  no 
toll.'  As  I  have  mentioned  his  nose,  I  may  as  well 
add,  that  it  was  undoubtedly  none  of  the  shortest, 
and  he  never  denied  it — he  was  too  conscious  and 
too  candid;  at  anytime,  as  he  allowed,  it  was  nota 
badsabbathday'sjourncyforanyfly  inallfiydomto 
travel  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  thereof.  1 
remember  some  one  remarking  how  very  low  down 
his  spectacles  hung  upon  his  nose,  and  wonderin"- 
that  they  did  not  fill  off,  ■'  Oh !"  said  he,  "  there 
ifl  no  fbar  of  that :  my  nose  is  so  long,  that  before 
my  glasses  could  get  to  the  end  of  it,  I  should  be 
sure  to  overtake  them;"  and  he  throw  himself  back 
in  hia  chair,  and,  with  Richard,  deacanled  on  his 
own  deformity. 

He  was  "  a  man  of  an  unbounded  stomach"  for 
humor ;  and  even  in  his  short  fits  of  Spleen  and 
passion  there  was  some  unexpected  stroke  of  humor. 
It  some  oddity  of  enpresMon,  that  diverted  you, 
Lud  made  his  ill-temper  as  good  as  other  people's 
good  temper.  Seeing  him  one  day  with  a  very  long 
face  and  lowering  brow,  and  impatient  with  all 
about  him,  I  ventured  to  whisper,  "You  do  cot 
seem  to  be  very  happy  to  day,  Hippy?"  "  Happy!" 
he  shrieked  out,  glancing  a  severe  eye  at  me,  as 
though  ho  would  look  me  through,  "  I  only  want  a 
pair  of  tight  boots  to  make  me  a  misanthrope." 
Most  men,  when  in  pain  of  body  or  agony  of 
ind,  End  a  sort  of  ease  in  an  oath,  or  in  some 
kind  of  violence.  I  have  seen  my  poor  friend  pale 
and  trembling  with  pain,  and  he  never  seemed  so 
much  ineUned  to  laugh ;  his  antic  disposition  was 
never  so  playful,  and  you  were  never  so  sure  of 
something  out-of-the-way  "  to  startle  and  waylay" 
'OU.  When  apparently  moat  melancholy,  humor 
ilways  seemed  to  be  lurking  in  the  corner  of  his 
lye,  and  some  preposterous  pun  lay  ready  to  be 
perpetrated  upon  the  tip  of  his  tongue. 

I  was  sitting  with  him  one  day  while  a  delug- 
ing rain  was  falling,  and  flooding  the  street  till  it 
looked  like  a  part  of  the  river  running  at  the  hot- 
torn  of  it.  Suddenly,  a  great  outcry  waa  heard  in 
tho  regiona  below,  and  then  a  sound  of  feet  hurry- 
ing up  stairs,  and  in  a  moment  Mrs.  Fondleman 
burst  abruptly  into  the  room,  orving  out,  "  Oh,  Mr. 
Hippy,  Mr.  Hippy!— I'm  ruine'd!  I'm  drownedl 
We  shall  be  all  swept  away !  What  shall  I  do  ?" 
"What  is  the  matter,  madam?"  he  mquired.  "Oh 
that  gully  [  It's  of  no  more  nse  than  a  pepper-boi 
a  euUender !  I've  tried  every  thing — it's  stopped, 
d  nothing  never  will  open  it!"  It  was  enough 
lu  provoke  a  saint  to  see  his  imperturbabie  temper : 
"  Nothing  will  open  it,  eh  ?"  inquired  he.  "  No— 
nothing  ;  Tve  tried  every  thing,"  said  Mrs.  F.  "  Try 
Morrison's  Pills,"  said  he,  "  they  remove  all  ohstruc- 
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tiona  I"  Mrs.  F.  looked  angry  for  a  moment  at  his 
leiity,  aud  I  know  five  huudred  ladies  who  would 
have  taught  him  better  mauuecs  than  to  jest  at 
such  an  unraasoiiable  time  ;  but  she  knew  that  her 
lodger  would  have  his  joke  if  he  hanged  for  it,  and 
so  sho  laoghed  in  lieu  of  being  angry,  and  he,  to 
reward  her  good  humor,  then  went  down,  and  with 
an  old  filing-rod  puddled  about  the  choked  gully 
till  he  cleared  it.  Mrs.  F.  then  thanked  him  with 
a  hundred  curt^ea,  and  vas  particularly  careful  of 
his  cruinpeta  at  tea-time. 

Waiting  to  get  into  the  jat  of  Covent  Garden 
theatre,  he  felt  a  pick-pocket  quietly  ease  him  of 
hifl  handkerchieE  He  took  no  immediate  notice  of 
him,  but  pondered  Ma  revenge.  The  prig  did  not 
move  away,  as  is  the  custom  of  "the  gentle  craft" 
when  they  have  hooked  their  fiah :  he  was  evident^ 
ly  going  into  the  pit  t«o,  and  only  amused  himself 
witii  taking  Hippy's  handkerchief  to  kill  time  till 
the  doors  were  opened.  But  being  one  of  that  un- 
eaay  order  of  persons  who  cannot  "let  well  alone" 
when  all  is  well,  and  having  a  few  minutes  more  to 
spare,  he  nest  turned  his  attention  to  Hippy's  fob- 
pocket  :  then  he  reckoned  it  was  high  time  to  tell 
him  what  he  thought  of  his  eicluave  attentions ; 
and  turning  suddenly  round  and  looking  hun  full  in 
the  face,  he  said  very  coolly,  "Have  the  goodness, 
sir,  to  wipe  myfece."  "I  wipe  jour  facel  Come, 
I  like  that  uncommon  mnch  !  exclaimed  the  man, 
"  Why  should  I  wipe  your  face,  when  Tve  got  one 
of  my  own  to  attend  to  f "  asked  the  bom  for  Botany 
Bay,  "  I  repeat  it,"  aaid  Hippy,  "  wipe  my  Bice  I ' 
Just  at  this  moment,  Donaldson,  the  old  theatre- 
officer,  bawled  out,  "Take  care  of  your  pockets, 
ladiea  and  gentlemen !"  Hippy  looked  in  thefilch's 
face  wguifieantly,  and  he  took  the  hint.  "If  you've 
lost  your  wiper,"  said  he,  humbly,  "  it  happens 
very  fortinate  that  Tve  a  wiper  to  spare;  there, 
m  lend  you  one  with  the  utmost  mildness ;"  and  so 
Baying  he  thrust  a  new  silk  handkerchief — not 
Hippy's — into  his  hand,  and  aneaked  off.  "  While 
I  was  congratulating  myself  upon  making  So  good 
an  exchange  of  an  old  lamp  for  a  new  one,  and  con- 
ceitedly chuckling  over  my  success  in  outwitting  a 


pckpoeket,  there  was  a  sudden  cry  of  '  Officer ! 
officer! — I'm  robbed — I'm  robbed!'  Another  voice 
cried,  'That's  him  I'  and  in  a  moment  more  I 
should  have  been  in  custody  as  a  pickpocket,  had 
not  old  Donaldson,  when  he  approached  to  seize 
me,  known  me,  and  exclumed,  '  Oh,  no,  it's  not 
this  'ere  old  gemman,  Fll  take  my  davy !  I've  known 
this  'ere  gemman  these  thiri^y  years,  off  aikd  oiw— 
he  an't  the  man !'  And  he  pushed  through  the 
crowd  to  look  foe  the  culprit,  but  the  Botany  Bay 
bird  had  flown  ;  and  I  have  now  no  doubt,  nor  had 
I  then,  that  it  was  Mr.  Allfinger,  my  fiMive  friend, 
who,  to  give  me  a  Rowland  for  my  Oliver,  had 
pointed  me  out  as  the  thief,  and  so  got  quietly  off 
himselE  From  which  adventure  I  draw  this  very  im- 
portant tnorai. — 'Never  to  play  with  edged  tools.' " 
1  remember  his  coming  into  the  club-room  that 
ight,  and  telling  us  this  amusing  inddent  in  his 
nost  amusing  jnanner.  H^  i^d  not  o^n  visit  the 
theatres ;  he  had  seen  the  old  actors,  and  did  not 
take  very  kindly  to  the  new.  One  of  the  things 
which  annoyed  him  most  in  the  modern  heroes  of 
the  buskin,  was  tlieir  over-ingenuity  in  finding 
more  in  Shakspere's  text  fhau  Shakspere  ever 
meant.  He  was  so  displeased  with  these  perverse 
fellows,  that  he  said  with  much  bittemess,  "Where 
the  good  old  motto,  'Veluti  in  speculum,'  osed  to 
ho  inscribed,  there  should  now  be  written  'Commit 
no  new  sense,'  "  This  led  to  a  long  argument  be- 
tween us,  which,  as  wo  had  not  concluded  it  in  the 
elub-coom,  was  continued  till  we  arrived  at  the 
doors  of  our  respective  domiciles,  which  were  op- 
poMte  to  each  other.  He  claimed  the  victory  in 
the  discussion — I  denied  it.  Ashe  stood  knocking 
at  his  door,  a  cock  crowed  loudly.  "  Mind,"  cried 
Hippy  across  the  street  to  me,  with  his  usual  con- 
sideration for  the  feelings  of  another,  and  hie  usual 
readiness  at  a  Stroke  of  humor,—"  Mind,  it  was 
not  me  that  crowed  1"  I  was  so  ranch  tickled 
with  his  pleasantry,  that  I  handsomely  acknow- 
ledged that  he  waa  right  in  his  argument;  and  he  was. 
always  CAtching  you'  ''  "" 
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with  a.  striking  peculiarity  of  vision  coming  on  t 

maiie  deformities  piaythings  for  liia  pleasantry,  b 
he  said,  "I  don't  linow  what  that  man  has  done 
me  that  he  cannot  look  me  fltriught  in  the  face  :  he 
may  have  his  reasons  for  it,  and  perhaps  the  princi- 
pal one  is — he  squints." 

Going  over  a  picture-gallery  with  him  one  day, 
there  was,  of  course,  that  old  favorite  story  of 
painters,  Poiiphar  and  Joseph,  amoug  the  te  ' 
We   passed   on,  and  came  to  another  picture, 

was  finely  painted,  and  I  stopped  before  it.  "  Wh 
is  the  story  ?"  I  inquired  of  Hippy.  "  Oh,  the  old 
one,  Potiphar  and  Josephf'he  repUed.  "Nay," 
said  I,  "  Joseph  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  her, 
and  tore  himself  away  I"—"  Hahl  true;  but  he  has 
thought  better  of  it." 

Mr.  Hippy  was  such  a  thorough  humorist  that  ho 
would  even  do  you  "  a  good  turn"  in  the  guise  of  a 
joke — tell  you  of  an  error,  and  teach  you  a  lesson, 
in  a  pun,  and  take  soma  paias  to  work  it  out  and 
make  you  see  it.  His  friend  Etty,  he  saw  plainly 
was  killing  himselfwith  over-application  in  his  pcofes- 
Hion,  and  want  of  eicrclae  and  rehixation.  Some  men 
would  have  preached  him  into  a  paa^on  with  moral 
and  medical  reaections ;  he  took  a  longer  course 
but  a  shorter  one  m  the  end.  He  knew  that  hia 
iriend  would  at  any  time  go  six  miles  to  look  at  a 
fine  picture,  so  he  committed  a  pious  fraud  by  tell 
ing  him  that  if  he  would  walk  with  him  to  the  sub 
urbs  he  would  show  him  a  Canaletti.  Accord  ng 
ly,  he  dragged  him  out  of  London  into  Surrey,  and 
on  and  on  they  went,  till  at  last,  as  they  were 
creeping  along  the  bank  of  the  canal  below  ( im 
berwell,  the  fatigued  Mr.  Etty  inquired,  "  but  wh  re 
is  this  same  CaiuJetti?"  "Oh,  ah!"  said  his  «ag 
gish  companion,  who  had  now  perfected  the  pun 
"why,  here  is  the  Camd,  Etty  T  and  giving  him  a 
good-humored  push.  Be  almost  pushed  him  into  it 
Of  course,  Mr.  Etty  saw  the  humor  of  the  lesson,  and 
laughed ;  and  Hippy,  to  reward  his  placability,  after 
dragging  him  over  the  bridge,  and  up  the  pieasa  t 
Feckham  IHse  to  sharpen  his  appetite,  gave  hi  i  a 
series  of  "  mutton  chops  to  follow,"  and  a  bottle  of 
sherry  following  them  again,  and  a  good  dish  of 
discourse  oa  the  painters  who  are  poets,  and  the 
poets  who  are  punters. 

In  a  party  where  a  gentleman  was  bragging  ex- 
travagantly, he  quietly  admonished  him,  and  told  him 
at  the  same  time  what  he  thought  of  him,  by  stoop- 
mg  down  and  patting  a  parlor  pug-dog  on  the  head, 
and  quoting  the  old  saying — "Brag  is  a  good  dog  ;" 
and  then  removing  his  hand  to  a  China  dog,  on  the 
mantel-piece,  and  patting  that  on  the  head  too,  add- 
ing—"  but  Hold-his-tongue  is  a  better."  My  gentle- 
man bragged  no  more  that  night — he  tried  another 
tack,  and  plunged  into  the  deep  waters  of  erudi- 
tion— "He  !"  sMd  Hippy  to  me  aside, — "a  shaliow 
dog,  that  should  not  go  into  a  shoe-bath  without 
corks  under  him  ["  At  length  when  the  smatterer 
got  into  the  peroration  of  a  dissertation  upon  "  the 
Digamma,"  he  could  no  ionger  bear  with  the  evi- 
dently drowning  puppy,  and  stemiy  said,  "  Don't  go 

out  of  your  depth,  Mr. ,  merely  to  show  us  that 

you  cannot  swim."  He  did  not  often  indulge  in 
such  a  severity,  so  that  he  could  the  better  afford 
it,  once  in  a  way.  Two  or  three  instances  of  the 
hke  kind  occurred  to  me.  I  remember  we  were 
once  talkmg  of  a  very  mawkish  man  of  letters; 
Hippy  very  happily  deaoribed  him  aa  always  looking 


like  ft  person  of  sentiment  very  sick  of  a  sop  in  the 
pan.  The  fickleness  and  indccisionof  an  old  friend 
being  under  discussion— " He f"  said  he,  "why  he 
is  as  undecided  as  a  feather  between  four  winds." 

Hippy,  too,  would,  with  other  wags,  sometimes 
have  hia  joke  out,  it  he  died  for  it.  &ving  a  toler- 
able appetite,  not  flinching  from  his  glass,  and 
being  naturally  disposed  to  inertness,  he  fell  at  last 
into  a  state  of  plethora,  and  was  confined  to  hia 
seoond-fioor  bed-chamber.  "  You  must  live  lower," 
said  Dr.  Fnmblepulse,  as  he  fingered  his  wrist: 
"  You  must  live  lower."  Hippy  took  him  literally  ; 
and  when  the  Doctor  called  neit  day  he  found 
him  at  full  feed  in  the  parlor:  upon  which,  the 
worthy  physician  remonstrated,  and  Hippy  "ex- 
plained across  the  table,"  and  the  Doctor  laughed 
at  his  waggery,  and  Hippy  laughed  too,  and  was  of 
course  all  the  better  for  it  next  iay. 


He  hated  Dr.   Johnson's  hatred  of  puns,   and 
red  them,  and  the  worse  they  were  (as  parents 
iove  most  their  worst-fiivored  children)  the  more 
be  petted  them,  the  more  ptuns  he  took  in  "getting 
them  up,"  and  playing  and  acting  them.    He  once 
pretended  that  be  had  a  decided  objection  to  eating 
oysters,  which  I  thought  ori^natcd  in  his  antipathy 
to  destroying  any  creature  with  Ufe  m  it ;  but  I  was 
mistaken,  it  was  only  one  of  his  whims ;  for  upon 
jassuredby  Mr.Rynu,  the  fishmonger  of  Fleet- 
street,  that  "his  natives  opened  larger  than  their 
shells"— "Oh,  if  that  la  the  case,  Mr.  Plynn,"  said 
"  it  must  be  quite  a  happy  relief  to  be  released 
1  sheila  too  small  for  them  I     Pray,  let  two 
m  of  them  stretch  themselves  out  on  my  ac- 
It,"     And  his  conscience  being  thus  humorous- 
ly satisfied  as  to  the  humanity  of  eating  his  fellow- 
natives,  as  he  called  them,  ho  sat  down  to  satisfy 
the  cravings  of  nature. 

I  caught  him  onco  near  Spring  Gardens,  where 
the  cows  give  up  their  milk  "  for  a  consideration" 
to  the  demanding  dry  mouths  of  the  "  babes  and 
sucklings"  who  make  that  spot  a  sort  of  out-door 
nursery.     He  was  apparently  lost  in  studious  con- 
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^deration  of  something  serious,  about  which  he 
nov  looked  inGnitely  grave,  and  nov  chuckled  find 
grinned  delightedly.  1  broke  in  upon  hia  "brown 
study,"  and  inquired  what  it  was  that  so  "  peqilei- 
ed"  him  in  the  "  meanders  of  his  brain."  He  con- 
fessed that  he  had  been  filling  up  the  time  he  had 
h^  to  wait  for  his  friend  Spiffle,  "somewhere 
nieh,"  by  satisfying  himself— as  logically  as  he 
could — that  the  little  stunty  Park  cowkeeper  he 
had  in  his  eye,  and  to  whom  be  directed  mine,  was, 
though  he  thought  it  not,  to  all  intenls  and  pur- 
poses a  publican ;  and  "  thus  'twas  done :" — "  The 
duryman  kept  his  cows  in  public  1"  (Jranted. 
"They  were  therefore  publk  mw>?"  Granted 
again.  "  The  tap'keeper  also  kept  his  jjuWic  'omtef 
(Ooclmic!  for  public  house.)  Granted.  "If  the 
one  was  a  pubiican,  cieteHi  paribia,  the  other  was 
B  publican?"  Not  granted;  but  I  laughed,  and 
gave  a  House  of  Commons  "  Oh !"  which  satisfied 
him  quite  as  weU.    Thus  would  he  "tdSe 


was  Mr.   Hippy,   who,   when   his  barber  was 
;  to  sleep  while  dressing  his  hair,  roused  him 
jciferously  striking  up  "Ah  eoaii  rapidaP' — 
('"'  Ah  comb  me  rairider!")    When  some  fe»  years 

political  world,  and  among  the  other  lifts,  Lotd 
Grosvenor  was  made  Marqois  of  Westrainsl«r, 
Hippy  bad  no  partisan  objection  to,  the  measure; 
he  only  sud — "I  hope  we  shall  be  indulged  also 
with  a  Marquis  of  Mile-End  and  a  Viscount-Off-the- 
Stones!" — —Some  one  censuring  a  smart,  flashy 
habit  be  had  of  wearing  his  liat  cocked  on  the  right 
aide  of  his  head,  in  a  most  perilous  attitude  during 
blowing  weatfier,  he  accounted  for  it  satisfactorily, 
I  think  :— "  Tou  must  know,  sir,  that  1  am  leaving 
off  this  hat  by  degrees ;  and,  as  you  may  observe, 
I  have  left  it  oft'  on  the  left  side  already." — Some 
one  attributing  the  wants  of  Ireland  to  rich  absen- 
teeism, "  No,  sir,"  said  he,  "  it  is  not  absenteeism, 
but  absent-dmuerism  which  is  the  misery  of  the 
poor  Irish." 


THE  RED  FISHERMAN. 


Oh  flsBl 


Tarn  abbot  arose,  and  closed  his  book, 

And  donned  hie  sandal  shoon. 
And  wandered  forth,  alone,  to  look 

Upon  the  summer  moon  ; 
A  starlight  sky  was  o'er  his  head, 

A  quiet  breeze  around ; 
And  the  flowers  a  thrilling  fragrance  shed. 

And  the  waves  a  soothing  sound : 
It  was  not  an  hour,  nor  a  scene,  for  aught 

But  loTO  and  calm  delight; 
Yet  the  holy  man  had  a  cloud  of  thought 

On  his  wrinkled  brow  that  night. 
He  gazed  on  the  river  that  gui^led  by. 

But  he  thought  not  of  the  reeds : 
He  clasped  his  gilded  rosary. 

But  he  did  not  telt  the  beads; 
If  he  looked  to  the  heaven,  'twas  not  to  invoke 

The  Spirit  that  dweUeth  there ; 
If  he  opened  his  lips,  the  words  they  spoke 

Had  never  the  tone  of  prayer. 
A  pious  priest  might  the  abbot  seem, 

He  had  swayed  the  crosier  well ; 
But  what  was  the  theme  of  the  abbot'a  dream, 

The  abbot  were  loth  to  tell. 


CompanionlcsB,  for  a  mile  or  more. 

He  traced  the  windings  of  the  shore. 

Oh,  beauteous  is  that  river  still. 

As  it  winds  by  many  a  sloping  hill. 

And  many  a  dim  o'erarching  grove. 

And  many  a  flat  and  sunny  cove, 

And  terraced  lawns,  whoso  bright  arcades 

The  honeysuckle  sweetly  shades. 

And  rocks,  whose  very  crags  seemed  bowers. 

So  gay  tliey  are  with  grass  and  flowers! 


But  the  abbot  was  thinking  of  scenery, 

About  aa  much  in  sooth. 
As  a  lover  thinks  of  constancy, 

Or  an  advocate  of  truth. 


d  I— Bom 


ASn  JlTL 


He  did  not  mark  how  the  skies  in  wrath 

Grew  dark  above  his  head ; 
He  did  not  mark  how  the  moesy  path 

Grew  damp  beneath  his  tread; 
And  nearer  he  came,  and  still  more  near, 

To  a  pool,  in  whose  recess 
The  water  had  slept  for  many  a  year. 

Unchanged  and  motionless; 
From  the  river  stream  it  spread  away 

The  space  of  a  half  a  rood ; 
The  surface  had  the  hue  of  clay 

And  the  scent  of  human  blood; 
The  trees  and  the  herbs  that  round  it  grew 
and  foul; 


The  water  was  as  dark  and  rank 
Aa  ever  a  Company  pumped ; 
And  the  perch,  that  was  netted  and  la 

Grew  rotten  while  it  jumped ; 
And  bold  was  he  who  thither  came 


Fort! 


The  abbot  was  weary  as  abbot  could  be, 
And  he  sat  down  to  rest  on  the  stump  of  a  tree, . 
Whefi  suddenly  rose  a  dismal  tone — 
Was  it  a  song,  or  was  it  a  moan? 
"Oh,  oh!  Oh,  oh! 
Above,  below! 
Lightly  and  brightly  they  glide  and  go ; 
The  hungry  and  keen  on  the  top  are  leaping. 
The  lazy  and  fat  in  the  depths  are  sleeping ; 
Fishing  is  fine  when  the  pool  is  muddy. 
Broiling  is  rich  when  the  coats  are  ruddy  1" 
In  a  monstrous  fright,  by  the  murky  light. 
He  looked  to  the  left  and  he  looked  to  the  right. 
And  what  was  the  viaion  close  before  him. 
That  flung  such  a  sudden  stupor  o'er  Mmt 
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Twaa  a  sight  to  make  the  hairuprise, 

And  tho  life-blood  colder  run  ; 
TheBtartled  priest  struck  both  his  thighs, 
'And  the  abbey  clock  struck  one! 


Now  an  old  man's  hollow  groan 
Echoed  from  the  dungeon  stooe; 
Now  tho  weak  and  wailing  cry 
Of  a  striphng's  agony  1 


Eicking  his  hee1»  on  the  dewy  sod, 
And  putting  in  order  his  reel  and  rod. 
Bed  were  the  rags  his  shoulders  woro, 
And  n  high  red  cap  on  his  head  he  bore  ; 
His  arms  and  his  legs  were  long  and  bare  ; 
And  two  or  three  locks  of  long  red  hair 
Were  tossing  about  his  scraggy  neck, 
Like  a  tattered  flag  o'er  a  splitting  wreck. 
It  might  be  Time,  or  it  might  be  trouble. 
Had  bent  that  stout  back  nearly  double — 
Sunk  in  their  deep  and  hollow  sockets 
That  blazing  couple  of  Congceve  rockets, 
And  shrunk  and  ahriTelled  that  tawny  skin, 
TiU  it  hardly  covered  the  bones  within. 
The  hue  the  abbot  saw  him  throw 
Had  been  fashioned  and  formed  long  ages  ago. 
And  the  hands  that  worked  his  foreign  vest 
Long  ages  ago  had  gone  to  their  rest : 
You  would  have  sworn,  as  you  looked  on  them, 
He  had  fished  in  the  flood  with  Ham  and  Shem! 
There  was  turning  of  keys,  and  creaking  of  locks, 
As  he  took  forth  a  bait  from  his  iron  bo«. 
Minnow  or  gentle,  worm  or  fly — 
It  seemed  not  such  to  the  abbot's  eye ; 
Gaily  it  glittered  with  jewel  and  gem, 
And  its  shape  was  the  shape  of  a  diadem. 
It  was  festened  a  gleaming  hook  about, 
By  a.  chain  within  and  a  chain  without ; 
The  fisherman  gave  it  a  kick  and  a  spin. 
And  the  water  fizzed  as  it  tumbled  inl 
From  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Strange  and  varied  sounds  had  birth — 
Now  the  battle's  bursting  peal, 
Neigh  of  steed,  and  clang  of  steel; 


iw  a  gapping  knight  He  there. 
With  a  gash  beneath  his  clotted  hair, 

And  a  hump  upon  his  shoulder. 
And  the  loval  churchman  strove  in  vain 

To  mutter  a  Pater  Noster; 
For  he  who  writhed  in  mortal  pain 
Was  camped  that  uight  on  Bosworth  plain — 

The  cruel  Duke  of  Glo'ster  I 

There  was  turning  of  keys,  and  creaking  of  locks, 

As  he  took  forth  a  bait  from  his  iron  boi. 

It  was  a  hauneh  of  princely  ^ze, 

Filhng  with  fragrance  earth  and  skies. 

The  corpulent  abbot  knew  full  welt 

The  swelling  form,  and  the  steaming  smeU ; 

Never  a  monk  that  wore  a  hood 

Could  better  have  guessed  the  very  wood 

Where  the  noble  hart  had  stood  at  bay, 

Weary  and  wounded,  at  close  of  day. 

Sounded  then  the  noisy  glee 
Of  a  revelling  company — 
Sprightly  story,  wicked  jest, 
Rated  servant,  greeted  (fuest, 
Flow  of  wine,  and  flight  of  cork ; 
Stroke  of  knife,  and  thrust  of  fork : 
But,  where'er  the  board  was  spread, 
Grace,  I  ween,  was  never  said  I 

Pulling  and  tugging  the  fisherman  sat; 

And  the  priest  was  ready  to  vomit, 
When  he  hauled  out  a  gentleman,  fine  and  fat. 
With  a  belly  as  big  as  a  brimming  vat. 

And  a  nose  as  red  as  a  comet. 
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A  capital  stew     the  fiahermfin  sa  d 

"  Wilh  cmnannin  tind  eherrj  ! ' 

And  the  abbot  turned  away  hia  head, 

For  hifl  brother  was  lying  before  him  d 

The  mayor  of  St.  Edmond's  Burj! 


There   was  turning  of  tejs,  and   creaking   of 

As  he  took  forth  a  bait  from  his  iron  boi ; 

It  was  a  bundle  of  beautiful  things — 

A  peacock's  tul,  and  a  butterfly's  wmgs, 

A  scarlet  slipper,  am  auburn  onrl, 

A  mantle  of  Mlk,  and  a  bracelet  of  pearl, 

And  a  packet  of  letters,  from  whose  sweet  fold 

Such  a  stream  of  delicate  odors  rolled, 

That  the  abbot  fell  on  his  face,  and  fainted, 

And  deemed  hia  spirit  was  half-waj  sainted. 

Sounds  seemed  dropping  from  the  skies. 
Stifled,  whispers,  smothered  sighs. 
And  the  breath  of  vernal  gales. 
And  the  voice  of  nightingales ; 
But  the  nightingales  were  mute, 
Envious,  when  an  unseen  lute 
Shaped  the  music  of  its  chords 
Into  pas^on's  thrilling  words: 

"Smile,  lady,  smile  I— I  will  not  set 
Upon  my  brow  the  coronet, 
Till  thou  wilt  gather  roses  white 
To  wear  around  its  gems  of  light. 
Smile,  lady,  smile  1 — I  will  not  see 
Rivers  and  Hastings  bend  the  knee. 
Till  those  bewitching  lips  of  thine 
Will  bid  me  rise  m  biiss  from  mine. 
Smile,  ladj,  smile! — for  who  would  win 
A  loveless  throne  through  gilt  and  sin  ? 
Or  who  would  reign  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
If  woman's  heart  wei^  rebel  etill  f" 


One  jerk,  and  there  a  lady  hiy, 

A  lady  wondrous  fair ; 
But  the  rose  of  her  lip  had  faded  away, 
And  her  cheek  was  as  white  and  as  cold  as  clay, 

And  torn  wafl  her  raven  hair, 
"  Ah,  ah  !"  said  the  fisher,  in  merry  guiaa, 

"Her  gallant  was  hooked  before  ;" 
And  the  abbot  heaved  some  piteous  sighs. 
For  oft  he  had  blessed  those  deep  blue  eyes. 

The  eyes  of  Mistress  Shore  1 

There  was  turning  of  keys,  and  creaking  of  locks, 

As  he  took  forth  a  bait  from  his  iron  box. 

Many  tlie  cunning  sportsman  tried, 

Many  he  flung  with  a  frown  aside; 

A  mmstrel's  harp,  and  a  miser's  cheat, 

A  hermit's  cowl,  and  a  baron's  crest. 

Jewels  of  lustre,  robes  of  price. 

Tomes  of  heresy,  loaded  dice. 

And  golden  cupa  of  the  brightest  wine 

That  ever  was  pressed  from  the  Burgundy  vine  ; 

There  was  a  perfume  of  sulphur  and  nitre. 

As'  he  came  at  last  to  a  bishop's  mitre  I 

From  top  to  toe  the  abbot  shook. 

As  the  flsherraan  armed  his  golden  hook; 

And  awfiiU}'  were  his  features  wrought 

By  some  dark  dream  or  wakened  thought. 

Look  how  the  fearful  felon  gazes 

On  the  soaftold  his  ooontry's  vengeance  raises, 

When  the  lips  are  cracked  and  the  jaws  are  dry 

With  the  thirst  which  only  in  death  shall  die : 

Mark  the  mariner's  frenzied  frown 

Ah  tlie  Bwaling  wherry  settles  down. 

When  peril  has  numbed  the  sense  and  will, 

Though  the  hand  and  the  foot  may  struggle  atiU. 

Wilder  for  was  the  abbot's  glance. 

Deeper  fiir  was  the  abbot's  t 


Fixed  as 


prayer ; 


the 


He  bent  no  knee,  and  he  breathed 

But  he  signed — he  knew  not  why  or  bow — 

The  sign  of  the  Cross  on  his  clammy  brow. 

There  was  turning  of  keys,  and  creaking  of  locks. 
Ah  he  stalked  away  with  ilia  iron  boi. 

"Oh,  ho!  Oh,  ho! 

The  cocl:  doth  crow; 
It  is  time  for  the  fisher  to  rise  and  go. 
Fair  luck  to  the  abbot,  fair  luck  to  the  shrine ! 
He  bath  gnawed  in  twain  my  choicest  line ; 
Let  him  swim  to  the  north,  let  him  swim  t' 

The  abbot  will  carry  my  hook  in  his  mouth 


The  abbot  had  preached  for  many  years. 

With  as  clear  articulation 
As  ever  was  heard  in  the  House  of  Peers 

Ag^nst  emancipation ; 
His  words  had  made  battalions  quake, 

Had  roused  the  zeal  of  martyrs ; 
He  kept  the  court  an  hour  awake,     . 

And  the  king  himself  three  quarters: 
But  ever,  from  that  hour,  'tis  sfdd, 

He  stammered  and  he  stuttered. 
As  if  an  axe  s'ent  through  his  head 

With  every  word  he  uttered. 
He  stuttered  o'er  blessing,  he  stuttered  o'er  ban, 

He  Btnttered,  drunk  or  dry; 
And  none  but  he  and  the  fisherman 

Could  tell  the  reason  why  I 
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AN    INTERVIEW   WITH    A   PAS 


Ih  the  OttoisaQ  dominions  tliere  is  ecarcclj'  nuj 
hereditary  influence  except  that  which  belongs  to 
the  tkmily  of  the  Sultan ;  and  wealth,  too,  h  a,  highly 
volatile  bleasing,  not  easily  transmitted  to  the  de- 
scendants of  the  owner.  Jrom  these  causes  it  re- 
sults, th&t  the  people  standing  in  the  place  of  nobles 
and  gentry,  are  ofiicjsl  personages,  and  though  many 
(indeed  the  greaternumber)  of  these  potentates  are 
humbly  bom  and  bred,  you  will  seldoni,  I  think, 
find  them  wanting  in  that  polished  smoothness  of 
manner,  and  those  well  undulating  tones  which  be- 
long to  the  best  Osmanlees.  The  truth  is,  that 
most  of  the  men  in  authority  have  riaen  from  their 
bumble  atatioos  by  the  arts  of  the  courtier,  and 
they  preserre  in  their  high  estate,  those  gentle 
powers  of  fescination  to  which  they  owe  their  soc- 
cesB.  Yet  untees  you  can  contrive  to  leam  a  little 
of  the  language,  you  will  be  rather  bored  by '  your 
vMts  of  ceremony ;  the  intervention  of  the  inters 
preter,  or  DragomE?n  as  he  is  called.  Is  fatal  to  the 
sjorit  of  conversation.  I  think  I  should  mislead 
jou,  if  I  were  to  attempt  to  give  the  Bubstance  of 
any  particular  conversation  with  Orientals.  A  trav- 
eller may  write  and  say  that,  "the  Pasha  of  So-and- 
So  was  particularly  intercBted  in  the  vast  progress 
which  has  been  made  In  the  appHcation  of  steam, 
and  appeared  to  understand  the  structure  of  our 
machinery — that  he  remarked  npon  the  gigantic 
results  of  our  manufacturing  industry— showed 
that  he  possessed  con^dcrable  knowledge  of  our 
Indian  aOidrs,  and  of  the  constitution  of  the  Com- 
pany, and  eipressed  a  lively  admiration  of  the 
many  sterling  qualities  for  which  the  people  of 
England  arc  mstlnguished."  But  the  heap  of  com- 
mon-places thus  quietly  attributed  to  the  Pasha, 
wilt  have  been  founded,  perhaps,  on  some  such  talk- 


Pasha.  The  Englishman  is  welcome ;  most  bless- 
ed among  hours  is  this,  the  hour  of  his  coming. 

DkaGouak  (to  the  IVavelter).  The  Pasha  pays  yon 
his  compliments. 

Traveller.  Give  him  my  best  compliments  in 
return,  and  say  Pm  delighted  to  have  the  honor  of 
seeing  him. 

Dragoman  (to  the  Pasha).  His  Lordship,  this 
Englishman,  Lord  of  London,  Scomer  of  Ireland, 
Suppressor  of  France,  has  quitted  his  governments, 
and  lelt  his  enemies  to  breathe  for  a  moment,  and 
has  crossed  the  broad  waters  In  strict  disguise,  with 
a  small  but  eternally  fiuthful  retuiue  of  followers,  la 
order  that  he  might  look  apon  the  bright  counte- 
nance of  the  Paaha  among  Pashae — the  Pasha  of 
the  everlasting  Pashalik  of  Earagholookoldour. 

Traveller  ((o  his  Dragoman).  What  on  earth 
have  you  been  saying  about  London?  The  Pasha 
will  be  taking  roe  for  a  mere  cockney.  Have  not  I 
told  you  always  to  say,  that  I  am  from  a  branch  of 
the  family  of  Mudcombe  Park,  and  that  I  am  to  be 
a  magistrate  for  the  county  of  Bedfordshire,  only 
Pve  not  qualified,  and  that  I  should  have  bccu  a 
Deputy -lieu  tenant.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  extra- 
ordinary conduct  of  Lord  Mountpromisc,  and  that  I 
was  a  candidate  for  Goldborough  at  the  last  elec- 
tion, and  that  I  should  have  won  easy,  if  my  com- 
mittee had  not  been  bought.  I  wish  to  heaven 
that  if  you  do  say  anything  about  mc,  you'd  tell  the 
simple  truth. 

Dragoican — [is  nlent}. 

Pasha.  What  says  the  friendly  Lord  of  London  ? 
is  there  aught  that  I  can  grant  hiiu  within  thePash- 
aUk  of  Karagholookoldouc? 

Draoomam  (growiitgavlky  and  literal).  This  friend- 
ly Englishman — this  branch  of  Mudcombe — this 
head-purveyor  of  Goldborough — this  possible  po- 
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liceman  of  Bedfordshire  is  recounting  bia  iichieve- 
ments,  and  the  number  of  hia  titles. 

Fasha.  The  end  of  his  honors  is  more  distant  than 
the  endfl  of  the  earth,  and  the  catalogue  of  bis  glori- 
ous deeds  is  brighter  than  the  lirmameitt  of  Heaven  I 

DRiaOMAS  {to  Wie  Traveller).  The  Pasha  congrat- 
ulates jour  Eiceilencj. 

Trateller.  About  Goldborough?  The  denee 
be  does !— but  I  irant  to  get  at  his  views  in  relation 
to  the  present  state  of  tie  Ottoman  Empire  ;  tell 
him  the  Houses  of  Parliament  have  met,  and  that 
there  has  been  a  speech  from  the  throne,  pledging 
England  to  preserve  the  integrity  of  the  Sultan's 
dominions. 

DbAOomaN  {to  the  Pasha).  This  branch  of  Mud- 
combe,  this  possible  policeman  of  Bedfordshire,  in- 
forms your  Highness  that  in  England  the  talking 
houses  have  met,  and  that  the  integritj  of  the  Sul- 
tan's dominiona  has  been  assured  for  ever  and  ever, 
bj  a  speech  from  the  velvet  chair. 

Pasha.  Wonderful  chair!  Wonderful  houses! 
' — whirr !  whirr  1  all  by  wheels  I — whiz !  whi^ !  all 
by  steam! — wonderful  chair!  wonderful  houses! 
wonderful  people ! — whirr !  whirr !  all  by  wheels ! 
— whiz  1  whiz  I  all  by  steam ! 

Teaveller  {to  tilt:  Jh-agoman).  What  does  the 
Fasha  meait  by  the  whizzing  ?  he  does  not  mean  to 
say,  does  he,  that  our  Government  will  ever  aban- 
don their  pledges  to  the  Sultan  ? 

Dhaoouaij.  No,  your  Eicellency ;  but  he  says 
the  EngUsh  talk  by  wheels  and  steam. 

Tbavelleb.  That's  an  exaggeration ;  but  pay  that 
the  English  really  have  carried  machinery  to  great 
perfection ;  tell  the  Pasha  (he'll  be  struck  with  that), 
that  whenever  we  have  any  disturbances  to  put 
down,  even  at  two  or  three  hundred  miles  from 
London,  we  can  send  troops  by  the  thousand,  to 

Dragoman  (recMerijig  his  temper  and  freedom  of 

rch).  His  Excellency,  this  Lord  of  Mudcombe, 
^rves  to  your  Highness,  that  whenever  the  Irish, 
or  the  French,  or  the  Indians  rebel  against  the 
Siiglish,  whole  armies  of  soldiers,  and  brigades  of 
artillery,  arc  dropped  into  a  mighty  chasm  called 
Euston  Square,  and  in  the  biting  of  a  cartridge  they 
arise  up  again  in  Manchester,  or  Dublin,  or  Paris, 
or  Delhi,  and  utterly  exterminate  the  enemies  of 
England  from  the  face  of  the  earth. 

Pasha.  I  know  it — I  know  all — the  particulars 
have  been  feithfully  related  to  me,  and  my  mind 
comprehends  locomotives.  The  armies  of  the  Eng- 
lish ride  upon  the  vapors  of  boiling  cauldrons,  and 
their  horses  are  flaming  coals  ! — whirr !  whirr !  aU 
by  wheels! — whiz!  whiz!  all  by  steam! 

Traveller  {to  his  Bragooian).  I  wish  to  have 
the  opinion  of  an  unprejudiced  Ottoman  gentleman, 
as  to  the  prospects  of  our  English  commerce  and 
manufactures;  just  ask  the  Pasha  to  give  me  his 
views  on  the  subject. 

Pasha  {after  Mmng  received  the  conaauniealion  of 
the  Dragoman).  The  ships  of  the  EngUsh  swarm 
like  ^es;  their  printed  calicoes  cover  the  whole 
earth,  and  by  the  side  of  their  swords  the  blades  of 
Damascus  are  blades  of  grass.     All  India  is  but  an 
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lumber-rooms  are  filled  with   8 

whirr!  whirr!  all  by  wheels! — whiil  whiz!  all  by 

steam ! 

Draoouan.  The  Faj^ha  compliments  the  cutlery 
of  England,  and  also  the  East  India  Company. 

Traveller.  The  Pasha's  right  about  the  cutlery 
(I  tried  my  scimitar  with  the  common  officers' 
swords  belon^ng  to  our  fellows  at  Malta,  and  they 
cut  it  hko  the  leaf  of  a  novel].  Well  [to  the  Drag. 
Oman],  tell  the  Pasha  I  am  exceedingly  gratified  to 
find  that  he  entertains  such  a  high  opinion  of  our 
manufacturing  energy,  but  I  should  like  him  to 
know,  though,  that  we  have  got  something  in  Eng- 
land besides  that.  These  foreigners  are  always  fan- 
cying that  we  have  nothing  but  ships,  and  railways, 
and  East  Companies  ;  do  just  tell  the  Fasha  that 
our  rural  districts  deserve  his  attention,  and  that 
even  within  the  last  two  hundred  years,  there  has 
been  an  evident  improvement  in  the  culture  of  the 
turnip,  and  if  he  does  not  take  any  interest  about 
that,  at  all  events  yoo  can  expkun  ^at  we  have  our 
virtues  in  the  country — Chat  the  British  yeoman  is 
still,  thank  God!  the  British  yeoman:— Oh!  ajid 
by  the  by,  whilst  you  are  about  it,  you  may  as  well 
say  that  we  are  a  truth-teUing  people,  and,  like  the 
Osinanlees,  are  faithful  in  the  performance  of  our 

Fasha  [after  hearing  the  I>ragoma:n\.  It  is  true," 
it  is  true : — through  all  Feringhistan  the  English  are 
foremost  and  best ;  for  the  Russians  are  drilled 
swine,  and  the  Germans  are  sleeping  babes,  and  the 
Italians  are  the  servants  of  Bongs,  and  the  French 
are  the  sons  of  newspapers,  and  the  Greeks  they 
are  weavers  of  lies,  but  the  English  and  the  Osman- 
lees  are  brothers  together  in  righteousness  \  for  the 
Osmanlees  believe  in  one  only  God,  and  cleave  to 
the  Koran,  and  destroy  idols;  so  do  the  English 
worship  one  God,  and  abominate  graven  images, 
and  tell  the  truth,  and  believe  in  a  book;  and  though 
they  drink  the  juioe  of  the  grape,  yet  to  say  that 
they  worship  their  prophet  as  God,  or  to  say  that 
they  are  eaters  of  pork,  these  are  lies, — lies  bom  of 
Greeks,  and  nursed  by  Jews! 

Dragouan.  The  Fasha  compliments  the  English. 

Tratellee  jVisiBj].  WeU,  Tve  had  enough  of 
this.  Tell  the  Pasha,  I  am  greatly  obliged  to  him 
for  his  hospitality,  and  still  more  for  his  kindness  in 
furnishing  me  with  horses,  and  say  that  now  I  must 
be  off. 

Fasha  [after  hearing  the  Dragoman,  and etmidiiig 
up  on  hit  jHvan],  Proud  are  the  sires  and  blessed 
are  the  dams  of  the  horses  that  shall  carry  his  Ex- 
cellency to  the  end  of  his  prosperous  journey  .—May 
the  saddle  beneath  him  glide  down  to  the  gates  of 
the  happy  city,  like  a  boat  swimming  on  the  third 
river  of  Paradise. — May  he  sleep  the  sleep  of  a 
child,  when  his  friends  are  around  him,  and  the 
while  that  his  enemies  are  abroad,  may  his  eyes 
flame  red  through  the  darkness — more  red  than  the 
eyes  often  tigers !— farewell  I 

Dragoman.  The  Fasha  wishes  your  Excellency  a 
pleasant  journey. 

So  enii  the  visit. 


"Which  do  yon  think  the  merriest  place  in  ex- 1  A  mother  admonishing  her  son,  a  lad  about  scvi 
istence?"  "T^at  immediately  above  the  atmos-  years  of  age,  told  him  he  should  never  put  off  t 
phere*  that  surrounds  the  earth."  "Why  soS"  to-morrow  any  thing  that  he  could  do  to-day.  Tl 
"Because  I  am  told  that  there  all  bodies  lose  their  little  urchin  replied,  "Then,  mother,  let's  eat  tl 
gravity.  '  remainder  of  the  plum  pudding  to-night." 
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HINTS    TO    ARCHEKS. 


Sol  m\3-Mfmr  OteyU  «A 

I  AM  an  enthaMRBtiB  admirer  of  the  long-bow, 
that  "  noble  weapon  of  renown."  I  have  made  my- 
self acqudnted  with  ita  history,  from  the  day  it  wag 
first  invented  by  Apollo  to  the  present  lime.  I 
have  studied  minutely  the  great  Aacham's  "Fire 
Points  of  Archery," — I  have  practJEed  tlandmg, 
nookittg,  dravting,  holditig,  and  loosing  ;  and  written 
praotiMil  obserTfttionB  on  each  movem«Dt.  I  can 
tell  .you  all  about  the  Target,  the  Bracer,  Quiver, 
Belt,  Pouch,  Taaaal,  and  Grease-boi ;  I  have  atten- 
tively read,  nay,  even  learned,  by  heart,  Aacham's 
"Toiophilus,"  Strutt's  "  Sports  and  P^iimes,"  Moae- 
ley'a  "Essays  on  Archery,"  Roberts'  "Enghah  Bow- 
man," Barrington's  tract  in  the  "Archteologia ;" 
besides  every  writer  of  antiquity  that  has  treated, 
ever  so  remotely,  oo  the  long-bow.  The  result  of 
my  HtudieB  will  he  apparent  in  tho  following  pages 
— it  will  be  Been  that  I  am  no  contemptible  shot. 

The  long-bow  is  a  weapon  of  the  very  earliest  an- 
tiquity ;  it  is  supposed  t«  have  been  introduced 
iuto  England  by  the  Cretan  auiiliarieB  under  Julius 
Cieear.  The  weapon  was  never  much  in  esteem 
among  the  Legions,  though  aflflr  reading  the  com- 
mentaries of  thtf  Roman  hero,  I  cannot  help  suapeet- 
Ing  that  the  "immortal  Ctesar"  was  himself  no 
stranger  to  ila  practice. 

Although  the  Romana,  na  a  people,  were  not  cele- 
brated for  excellence  in  the  art,  yet  Suetonius  and 
others  give  some  wonderfiil  accounts  of  the  pro- 
gress of  many  of  the  Emperora.  Ck)mmodus  was 
an  absolute  marvel.  Herodian  saya,  ha  would  kill 
ft  hundred  lions  in  the  amphitheatre  with  ahundred 
arrows,  and  never  miss,  or  merely  wound,  in  a  an- 
gle instance.  That  was  not  all;  he  would  cause 
arrows  to  be  made  with  aharp  circular  heads,  and 
when  the  ostrich  was  urged  to  Ml  speed,  he  would 
remove  its  head  ao  dexterously,  that  the  uneon- 
aoioua  bird  would  conlinua  running  as  though  no- 
thing had  happened!  The  emperor  muathave  been 
a  devil  of  a  shot,  and  eo  was  Herodian  I 

But  these  were  isolated  cases. — It  was  reserved 
for  Britons  to  carry  the  palm  of  archery  against  the 
world.  In  Scotland,  the  bow  was  practised  as  early 
as  in  the  south,  if  we  may  believe  one  Maopherson 
— ft  poet  of  a  very  remote  age,  and  the  author  of 
Ossian.  "  Sons  of  leith,"  aays  Macphctson,  "  bring 
the  boas  of  our  fathers!  the  sounding  quiyera  of 
Morni!"  And  in  Walea,  there  were  archers  of 
vonderfnl  skill.  Giraldua  Cambrensis  relates,  that, 
dori[^  a  siege  in  that  country,  two  soldiers,  in 
haste  to  regain  their  tower,  were  annoyed  by  the 
arrows  of  the  Welsh.  They  succeeded  in  closing 
the  portals;  but  were  lulled  notwithstanding;  for 
the  went  clean  through  the  defence,  which 

was  f  h  dened  oak,  closely  studded,  and  four 
h  th  ki  William  dcBreusa,  himself  an  archer, 
bk  wise  relates,  that  ho  saw  a  horse-soldier,  clad  in 
mpl  t  mail,  with  huff  Coat  beneath,  struck 
th  gh  the  hip  with  an  arrow,  which  not  only  kiU- 
d  th  nler,  but,  fnercing  the  saddle,  killed  the 
h  r»e  But,"  saya  William,  "although  that  might 
h  tho  ght  a  clever  shot,  it  was  nothing  to  another 
I  saw."    Anotiier  Welshman  struck  another  mailed 
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loraeman,  in  a  ^milar  way,  and  fastened  him  to 
;he  saddle  through  the  hip  ;  but  the  wounded  man 
:ufnuig  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  the  same  archer 
dealt  another  shatt,  which,  (ironje  to  sag,  observes 
William,  passed  through  the  other  hip,  and  com- 
pletely fixed  him;  and  the  horse  plunged  sofear- 
"  illy,  that  men  marvelled  to  see  so  clever  a  horae- 
lan,  not  knowing  the  ingenious  manner  by  which 
B  was  made  to  keep  his  seat  I  If  the  gentleman. 
id  not  affirm  that  he  lato  these  things,  I  should 
hardly  have  believed  him.  This  De  Breuaa  was  a 
member  of  the  "Royal  British  Bowmen,"  which 
society  esists  to  this  day,  and  can  produce  as  good 
shots  as  William. 

But  of  all  who  have  conferred  luatreonthe  annals 
of  archery,  none  are  so  conspicuous  aa  the  bold  out- 
law of  Sherwood,  that  "most  gentle  theefe,"  as 
Grafton  calla  him  in  his  Chronicle  of  Bretcyne. — 
Dr.  Hanmer,  speaking  of  the  eitraordmary  things 
performed  by  Bobin  Hood  and  Little  John,  says. 


the  la 
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1  leave  these,"  observes  the  worthy  doctor 
ither  discourteously,  "  among  the  lies  of  the  land." 
I  don't  know  why  he  should  disbelieve  it,  when 
many  greater  things  than  that  have  been  done, 
with  the  help  of  the  long-bow  ;  as  any  one  may  see 
who  reads  the  doctor's  "Chronicles  of  Irelandl" 

I  would  willingly  recount  the  feats  of  the  great 
archers  of  former  days,  but  I  have  no  sjrace.  I  must 
pass  over  the  great  Zosimus,  who  described  afriend 
o/kis  at  the  battle  of  Mursa,  who  had  the  wonder- 
ful gift  of  disohar^ng  three  arrows  at  once,  and 
killing  a  man  with  each  1  Phillippe  de  Comines  and 
Froissart  were  great  shots,  as  any  one  will  discover 
by  reading  their  Chronicles.  And  Sir  John  Smith, 
who  tells  us  of  the  "valleys  which  ran  with  rivers 
of  blood,  caused  by  the  slaughter  from  the  Turkish 
bow."  The  great  Lord  Bacon,  too,  a  splendid  arch- 
er, who  writes,  "The  Turkish  how  giveth  a  very 
forcible  shoot ;  insomuch  that  it  hath  been  knoum 
that  the  arrow  hath  pierced  clean  through  a  steel 
target,  and  a  plate  of  brass  too  inches  thtekP'  I 
must  leave,  though  unwillingly,  the  eiploits  of  these 
great  men  and  good  archers,  and  touch  upon  the 
modems,  and  with  great  justice ;  for,  however  grand 
are  the  recorded  feats  of  former  days,  I  will  back 
the  performances  of  our  own  times  against  them, 
whether  for  length,  strength,  or  abihty. 

I  believe  I  have  hinted,  in  my  title,  that  I  have 
the  honor  to  belong  to  that  highly  respectable  and 
distinguished  corps,  the  Royal  Horse  Marines,  so 
called  from  their  always  riding  at  anchor,  and  from 
my  long  service  in  different  countries  have  had 
much  eiperienco  in  these  matters  of  which  I  treat. 

I  have  witnessed  the  practice  of  each  country, 
and  hardly  know  to  which  to  award  the  palm.  The 
Americans  take  an  eitraordinarj  range,  and  ahoot 
very  feariessly.  The  French,  if  not  ao  strong,  are 
pecuharly  dexterous  ;  but  an  Irishman  possesses  a 
wonderful  facility  for  shooting  round  comers,  par- 
ticularly if  a  tailor  is  after  him.  The  most  extraor- 
dinary feat  I  ever  witnessed  was  of  an  Irishman, 
who  shot  up  Holbom  Hill,  and  with  such  pmdigima 
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fvrce.,  that  both  his  eyes  went  clean  through  a  brick 
wall  I  This  is  a  fact ;  for  I  saw  it.  I  have  known 
some  good  shola  among  the  English,  particularly 
the  ladies,  wlio  draw  a  very  powerful  bow;  one, 
partieularly,  I  remember,  who  shot  so  iar  beyond 
the  mark,  that  her  ahail  waa  poaitivety  lost  in  the 
clouds !  She  was  a  member  of  the  "  ToiophiUle" 
society,  of  which  the  late  king  was  pre^dent. 
Their  waa  another  capital  English  shot,  a  friend  of 
mice,  who  belonged  to  the  "Royal  Kentish  Bow- 
men ;"  he  used  to  relate,  that  once  riding  from 
Seven  Ofdts,  ho  was  overtaken  by  a  thundcr-Btorm  ; 
he  hoped  to  escape  it  by  giving  his  horse  tie  ceina, 
and  singular  enough  he  just  kept  a-head  of  it  by 
about  half  a  yard  I  In  this  manner,  he  galloped  at 
speed  Give  miie^,  I  may  say,  neck  and  neck  with 
the  thunder-cloud,  the  rain,  or  rather  torrent,  de- 
scending Biaotly  npon  his  horse's  crupper  all  the 
way  ;  the  road  behind  was  literally  deluged  ;  aa  he 
emphstioally  observed,  it  could  only  be  compared 
to  being  within  half  a  ja»d  of  the  faOa  of  Niagara ! 
He  was  fortunately  saved  from  the  cataract  by 
shooting  up  a  gateway.  It  waa  a  capital  shot-  If 
any  impertinent  doubt  was  ever  expressed  at  thia 
relation,  the  archer  would  say,  fiercely,  "  Sir,  if  you 
woTif  a  lie,  ni  give  you  one ;  but  that's  a  fact,  by 
G— !"  and  no  man  was  better  able ;  he  vaa  one  of 
the  best  shots  I  knew. 

I  mentioned  the  French  as  dexterous  marksmen. 
I  once  knew  a  gentleman  from  Gascony — proverbial 
for  its  archery ;  he  had  been  an  oiHoer  under  Napo- 
leon— by  the  way,  I  have  always  remarked  the 
superiority  of  soldiers  and  sailors  in  their  manage- 
ment of  the  weapon.  He  told  me  of  a  due)  in 
which  ha  had  been  engaged  at  Paris,  where  the 
dgoat  waa  »»,  demc,  and  to  Sre  at  the  word  trois. 
It  mnst  be  understood  we  had  been  quizzing  the 
Parisians  on  their  affectation  in  rolling  the  letter  K 
about  their  mouths  previous  to  utterance.  "My 
opponent,"  said  the   Gascon, 
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i  chance,  and  I  watched  it  narrowly. 
The  second  gave  the  word,  tm,  deux — but  cdde  di, 
long  before  he  could  finish  the  word  mois,  I  shot 
my  man  dead  I"  I  must  observe  that  my  lively 
friend  was  equally  good  with  the  pistol  as  with  the 
bow.  He  was  very  jealous  of  the  honor  of  his 
province,  which  he  never  allowed  could  be  exceed- 
ed in  any  thing.  Some  discourse  once  took  place 
concerning  the  height  of  Monsieur  Louis,  the  French 
giant,  who  measured  sis  feet  ten  inches.  "  Totir 
jwrre/"  cried  he,  "what  a  shrimpl  Why,  in  my 
country,  I  knew  a  man  so  tall  that  he  was  posidveiy 
obliged  to  get  up  a  ladder  every  morning  to  shave 
himself  \  he  was  a  tall  man  if  you  like."  He  admit- 
ted that  he  never  knew  but  one  man  of  that  sUturc, 
and  that  he  was  a  very  long  way  off.  My  friend 
was  elected,  some  yt^rs  since,  a  member  of  the 
"  Koyal  Edinburgh  Society"  of  Archers,  and  is  an 
ornament  to  that  distinguished  corps.  After  all,  I 
must  in  justice  say,  that  the  Americans  beat  us  all 
out  of  the  field.  Neither  French,  English,  nor 
Irish,  can  compare  with  them  in  thg  use  and  prac- 
tice of  the  long-bow,  although  I  am  aware  that  I 
risk  giving  olfcuce  to  many  meritorious  and  skilful 
individuals.  How  does  the  incredulous  cockney 
stare  when  he  hears  of  the  great  sea-serpent  I  He 
does  not  believe  it,  not  he— he  little  knows  it  was 
an  archer  to  whom  the  glory  of  the  discovery  is  due. 
What  can  he  know  of  monsters  of  the  deep,  eicept 
cod-Gsh  and  oysters  in  sauce!     What  can  he  know 


of  the  howling  wilderness,  unless  it  be  wilderneaa- 
row!  What  of  roaring  cataracts,  save  that  of  low 
water  at  London  Bridge  I  He  can  form  no  idea  of 
the  trackless  waste  by  that  of  Walworth  and  New- 
ington  Butts ;  or  of  interminable  forests,  by  that  of 
Gpping.  His  scepticism,  therefore,  ia  no  scandal; 
it  requires  an  enlarged  mind  to  comprehend  the 
wonders  of  America,  and  to  judge  of  the  enterprise 
of  archers  by  whom  it  has  been  explored,  A  very 
ingenious  friend  of  mine,  and,  ourious  enough,  of 
the  same  name  as  myself,  a  native  of  Boston,  and  a 
splendid  shot,  has  frequently  astonished  me  with 
the  exploits  of  American  archers.  He  said,  that 
once,  when  he  went  into  Kentucky  to  witness  a  trial 
of  skill,  he  stayed  by  the  way  at  a  pubUc-house,  and 
observing  in  the  room  such  an  amount  of  broken 
ware,  and  equivocal  marlis,  he  was  quite  convinced, 
k  w'  g  th  sa  g  t  re  f  K  t  k'  n  fighting, 
tltdpt        dmd  afTyhad  taken 

plalbreH         mkdth  t  sweeping 

th   fl  d  p  tt    g  tb        at    Is  ca    fully  into  a 

bask  t  E  th  qin  d  h  k  d  h  what  she 
B      p  g  with        h  Oh  I    said  the 

g   1  thi  g       ry  p    t    ul  ly        few   eyej." 

>  E  mq       d  my  f      d       T      Be      she  sad, 

'    b     t  f      t        g    tl  w    t  h  m    blind  last 

night,  so  I  was  just  picking  Dp  their  eyes,  'cause 
the  gentlemen,  when  they  got  sober,  may  be  calling 

My  friend  Cram  I  have  great  respect  for,  both  aa 
an  accomplished  archer,  and  an  escellent  mdn.  He 
has  witnessed  some  wonderful  exertions  of  the  art; 
indeed,  those  wherein  lie  has  taken  an  active  part, 
are  not  to  be  excelled  by  any  professor  of  any 
country  whatsoever.  I  remember,  before  I  went 
to  America,  and  became  intimate  with  him,  I  was 
introduced  to  his  sister,  then  residing  in  the  county 
of  Down.  I  foi^ol  to  mention  he  has  some  Irish 
blood  in  his  veins,  which  may,  perhaps,  account  for 
his  superiority  in  skill  and  power.  His  sister,  to 
give  me  an  idea  of  the  wonderful  prowess  of 
her  beloved  brother,  gave  me  a  letter  to  read, 
which  she  had  received  ft'Om  him  on  his  return  to 
Boston  from  England.     I  will  give  an  extract : 

"Wo  had  a  pleasant  sort  of  passage  enough,  but 
I  missed  my  sport  sadly.  We,  however,  managed 
to  practise  with  the  bow  and  nfle,  and  I  need  not 
tell  you,  with  some  advantage  over  my  less  prac- 
tised companions.  Occasionally,  when  the  weather 
was  fine.  Captain  Mizen,  knowing  my  love  of  the 
sport,  had  the  boat  lowered,  and  we  mustered  up  a 
shooting  party.  There  is  capital  shooting  on  the 
Atlantic,  but  the  game,  though  plentiiiil,  is  by  no 
means  varied.  During  our  passage,  I  met  with 
no  other  than  the  "flying  fish."  One  day,  I  man- 
aged, however,  to  bag  fifty  brace  of  these  amphi- 
bious birds,  the  sailors  rowing  us  under  the  very 
trees  in  which  they  build  their  nests !  We  some- 
times bad  some  good  fishing.  The  dolphin  is  an 
extraordinarily  rapacious  fish  ;  an  instance  of  which 
I  will  relate.  We  caught  so  many  one  day  that 
several  were  thrown  into  the  sea  again,  and  we  con- 
tinued merely  for  the  sake  of  the  sport.  One  of 
the  fish,  by  some  accident,  had  his  tail  cut  ofi',  and, 
being  short  of  bait,  I  put  it  upon  my  hook  ;  in  about 
a  minute  1  hooked  a  fiah,  and,  much  to  our  surprise, 
it  proved  to  be  the  very  mutilated  dolphin,  posi- 
tively caught  by  his  own  tail. 

"  I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  that  we  landed  at 
Bermuda,  and  found  the  niggers  all  bald,  which  I 
heard  was  occasioned  by  the  habit  of  hutting  in 
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their  pereonal  encounters  with  each  other.  This 
&ct  conyincoa  me  that  the  organ  of  combativeness 
is  not,  as  Gall  haa  placed  it,  behind  the  ear.  The 
Bcrmudians  are  a  very  aingular  people,  I  was  in- 
formed that  those  who  Kted  on  the  other  side  of 
the  island  are  quite  amphibious,  and  hve  for  days 
under  watef .  This  is  in  consequence  of  their  UTing 
entirely  on  fish. — I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  the 
fact.  Fish  here  is  extremely  good ;  but  all  kinds 
of  meat  are  inferior  to  those  of  England,  eicept 
pork,  which  is  so  eicellent  that  the  Bermudinns 
literally  eat  it  HII  the  bristles  grow  out  of  their  akin ! 

"  The  inhabitaatB  have  no  occasion  for  lamps  Or 
candles  of  any  kind  ;  for  the  atmoaphere,  at  right, 
is  poaitively  in  one  blaze  of  illumination  with  fire- 
flies. These  beautiful  little  creatures  not  only  dia- 
pel  darkness,  but  when  we  want  to  light  our  tigara 
we  need  but  cat«b  one  of  these  luciferous  insects, 
and  holding  it  to  our  tobacco,  flre  is  procured." 

I  shall  forbear  quoting  more  of  Mr.  Cram's  letter ; 
the  reader  will  doubtless  be  pleased  with  the  spirit 
of  observation  displayed  throughout.  I  can  myself 
TOuch  for  the  audienticity  of  his  statements;  for, 
not  long  afterwards,  I  made  tie  same  passage,  and 
witnessed  the  things  he  describes.  I  had  the  good 
fortune,  likewise,  to  bring  down  many  coveys  of  the 
amphihioue  birds  he  mentions — the  flying  fish,  »a 
well  as  several  Bea-woodeocka,  which,  having  no 
dogs,  he  could  not  flush,  Knowmg  this,  I  had 
taken  care  to  provide  myself  with  a  brace  of  water- 
dogs,  and  found  them  very  useful. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  first  evening  I  arrived  at 
Boston.  Cram  had  invited  many  congenial  spirits 
to  meet  me,  and  1  never  paaaed  a  pleasanter  time. 
Of  course,  our  favorite  weapon  bore  a  prominent 
part  in  the  converaation.  Cram  gave  us  a  very  m- 
teresting  account  of  a  vessel  foundering  near  the 
coast,  which  was  the  means  of  elucidating  a  curious 
fact;  he  wished  to  prove  a  superiority  of  instinct 
in  the  scaly  inhabit^ts  of  these  waters,  over  tboee 


of  every  other  It  was  no  tin  on  i 
BMd,  after  that  event  for  the  fi  herm  n  to  t  ke  a 
king-fish  clothed  n  a  be  3  gown  of  Man  h  ei- 
stripes ! — a  si  ark  was  killed  w  th  a  Guernsey  el  u-t 
on ;  a  whole  shoal  of  porpoises  were  seen  with  red 
night-caps  ;  and  a  guard-fiah  was  hooked  tbat  wore 
a  gauze  veil !  A  gentleman,  however,  from  Trini- 
dad, a  Mr.  Muscovada,  denied  the  inteUectual 
superiority  of  the  American  fish  over  those  of  the 
West  Indies;  "and  to  prove  it,"  observed  Muaco- 
vada,  "  I  remember  once,  after  the  Thunder  frigate 
was  wrecked  in  the  gulf  of  Paria,  one  of  our  whale- 
boata  harpooned  a  grampus,  who,  it  was  found, 
had  the  man-of-war's  mainsail  tied  round  hia  neck 
for  a  crivat  ?  What  do  jou  tbmk  of  that  ?"  said 
he.     Cram  was  floored. 
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brandr-and-water  ;  as  he  was  the  party  eonoernei 
it  may  be  relied  ou.  We  were  speaking  of  Englam 
and  I  was  relatiug  to  him  the  dificrcnt  societies  ( 
SowmcD. 

Among  other  persons,  the  name  of  bis  slater  ws 
introduced,  and  he  mentioned  several  interestin 
anecdotes  of  her  skill,  when  she  was  a  member  oi 
the  "Hainault  Foresters."  I  happened  to  mention 
having  been  much  pleased  with  the  letter  he  had 
written  to  his  sister,  which  I  had  the  good  fortune 
to  read,  and,  at  his  wish,  related  the  points  of  it. 
"Ah!  my  dear  Captain,"  said  he,  "^at  letter  was 
wrillen  under  very  singular  circtiuLBtanoes ;  I  never 
knew  tilt  this  moment  what  1  wrote,  although,  fiom 


your  repetition,  I  have  only  related  the  facts  as  they 
occurred."  I  expressed  some  surprise,  and  he  con- 
tinued :  "The  fact  was,  I  had  been  to  a  party  that 
day,  and  had  so  astonished  the  natives  with  my 
skill  upon  our  weapon,  that  I  believe  I  over-eierted 
myee!£  When  I  returned,  I  commenced  writing 
to  my  sister,  as  the  packet  was  about  to  sail,  and  I 
remember  well  writing  the  words  '  My  dear  sister ;' 
and  when  I  tell  you,  that  I  wrote  the  whole  of  that 
communication  to  which  you  allude  fest  asleep,  I 
tell  you  nothing  more  than  the  fact ;  and  what  is 
more,  actually  folded,  directed,  and  sealed  it,  and 
should  not  have  waked,  had  I  cot — biayUmt/Jlngers 
with  th^  wax  /" 
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E  my  task  with  the  description  of 
■  entirely  extinct,  but  which  sixty  years 
ago  was  one  of  no  trifling  importance — the  Moun- 
tebank Doctor.  As  yet  quack  medicines  were  not! 
A  few  established  formute  had  been  iianded  down 
to  us  by  our  ancestors ;  but  the  mystery  which  es- 
cited  curiosity  was  not  an  ignorance  of  their  ingre- 
dients, but  rather  admiration  of  the  wonderful  pre- 
caulioaa  to  be  observed  in  their  preparation. 
Plants  were  to  be  gathered  in  the  wane  of  the  moon, 
flud  especially  three'  days  before  the  new  moon,  and 
with  the  midnight  dew  upon  them.  Then  the  ei- 
traordlnary  multiplicity  of  ingredients — even  the 
College  of  Physicians  retained  preparations  origi- 
nally consisting  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  or  three 
hundred  articles,  which,  in  mercy  to  the  apotheca- 
ries of  those  days  (for,  as  yet,  "  chemists"  also  were 
not)  they  cut,  down  to  seventy  or  eighty.  Next, 
the  wonderful  accuracy  of  the  instructions,  which, 
instead  of  the  vague  directions  of  ounces  and 
drachms,  were  worded  thas: — Hikery  pikery,  two 
pen'orth;  cinnamon,  one  pen'orth;  rhubarb,  three 
pen'orth;  marjoram,  a  handful;  penny-royal,  half 
a  handful ;  white  pepper,  a  pnch — and  so  on.  La- 
dies  of  fortune  passed  their  time  in  collecting  lai^e 
volumes  of  these  valuable  prescriptions,  and  every 
visitor  was  solicited  foe  an  addition  to  the  treasure, 
as  in  the  present  day  for  a  contrihution  to  an  al- 


bum, I  have  seen  many  of  these  Thesauri ;  but  as 
ealigraphy  was  not  cultivated  in  those  days,  and 
the  orthography  was  ad  libitum,  they  were  often  as 
obscure  as  the  books  of  the  Sybils. 

The  comprehensive  character  of  some  of  these 
prescriptions  was  admirable.  I  remember  one  in- 
deed in  a  book  called  "The  Englishman's  Treasure," 
published  by  the  eeijeaiit-surgeon  to  Sing  Henry 
the  Eighth,  to  Edward  the  Sixth,  Queen  Mary,  and 
Queen  Elizabetii,  which  is  thus  headed,  "A  Remedy 
for  an  Inward  AiL"  No  one  ever  trumped  this  till 
the  advent  of  Dr.  Morrison  with  bis  pifis — "an  in- 
fallible cure  for  all  diseases,  medical  or  surgical." 

There  were  occasions,  however,  in  which  even 
the  medical  album  failed  to  aEford  relief  to  the  ten- 
ant farmers  and  their  laborers,  though  its  treasures 
were  bestowed  and  superintended  by  the  Lady 
Bountiful  of  the  district.  In  such  cases,  there  was 
no  reaoupoe  but  to  wait  for  the  Itoctor,  who  made 
his  regular  rounds  at  stated  seasons,  and  especially 
at  fairs  and  wakes ;  and  his  arrival  was  anticipated 
with  a  degree  of  anxiety  and  confidence  which  those 


.y  Google 


THE  MOnNTKBAHK 


only  can  appreciate  who  enjoj'  tho  double  blesang 
of  credulity  uid  ignorance.  (Men  have  I  eupeiin- 
tended  the  erection  of  tlie  stage  on  which  llie  mira,- 
de-worlier  was  to  diaplaj  hia  nostrums.  I  had  a 
female  friend,  wboae  house  was  eiactlj  facing  it. 
She  bad  been  housekeeper  to  a  nobleman,  and  re- 
tired on  an  independence.  I  had  the  honor  to  be 
an  especial  favorite  of  the  old  lad;,  and  have  often 
bad  the  happiness  to  be  made  ill  by  the  quantity  of 
custard,  sugared  bread  and  butter,  toffy,  barley  su- 
gar, and  above  all,  furmity,  which  she  prepared 
with  unsurpassable  skill.  The  last  delicacy  per- 
haps is  ttuk^own  in  the  present  day ; — it  d^erves 
preservation  in  the  records  of  gastronomy.  It  was 
composed  of  wheat  boiled  quite  tender — deprived 
of  its  skin,  and  flavored  nith  cream,  yolk  of  egg, 
cinnamon,  sugar,  chopped  raisins,  candied  lemon 
peel,  and  various  other  dainties.  I  went  from  time 
to  time  to  the  window  to  watch  tho  preparations 
for  the  doctor,  as  children  in  the  present  day  wait 
the  drawing  up  of  the  curtain  for  a  pantomime, 
then  back  to  my  furmity  and  custard ;  then  ag^n 
to  the  windoir,  in  blissful  alternation.  At  last,  the 
great  man  appeared,  and  furmity  and  custard  were 
abandoned — not,  however,  till  I  had  eaten  enough 


le  iU  n( 


tday. 


iously  dressed  in  black,  with,  of 
shoe  and  knee  buckles,  a  brilliant  handled  sword 
by  bis  side,  long  laee  ruffiea  to  his  wrists,  bis  fingers 
covered  with  rings,  a  profuson  of  fnll  forming  a 
cataract  of  lace  and  cambric  from  his  neck  to  bis 
waist ;  while  bis  satin  wustcoat  was  only  fastened 
with  one  button,  Oiat  it  might  be  displayed  to  ad- 
vantage :  his  bair  frizzed  out  on  both  sides  of  his 
head  t«  the  greatest  possible  extent,  and  surmount- 
ed by  a  small  thrce-comered  hat;  an  immense  etlk 
bag,  supposed  to  contun  his  long  hair,  but  really, - 
as  in  the  present  court  dress,  only  fastened  to  the 
collar  of  his  coat.  Add  to  all  these  attractions,  a 
fece  well  rouged,  and  au  immense  gold-beaded  cane, 
and  you  have  a  perfect  picture  of  the  doctor  of  the 
last  century. 

The  polished  gentleman  was  accompanied  by  his 
servant — hia  Jack  Pudding — eiactly  in  drees,  man- 
ners, and  language,  the  clown  at  a  circus.  His  busi- 
ness was  to  lay  plans  for  jokes,  which,  of  course, 
had  been  arranged  beforehand  with  his  master,  and 
which  were  not  always  the  most  decent,  but  which 
never  failed  to  raise  a  loud  laugh  among  the  clowns 
who  compoied  the  audience.  The  Doctor  exhibited 
a  few  of  the  common  conjurer  tricks  with  tte  pulse 
glasa,  the  lur-pump,  etc.,  and  then  proceeded  to 
bu^ness.  For  all  the  ailments  that  man  or  woman 
ever  felt  or  fancied,  he  had  infallible  remedies,— 
consumption,  king's  evil,  gout,  rheumatism,  lumba- 
go, jaundice,  bile,  (or  as  he  pleased  to  caU  it,  the 
boils,)  and  a  thousand  others  were  easily  conquered ; 
and  1  remember  often  hearing  bim  lament  that 
there  was  nobody  ill  enough  to  afford  scope  for  the 
full  power  of  bis  art.  "  Thirty-five  did  I  cure  of 
the  most  inveterate  jaundice  In  the  town  of  Bir- 
migham,  where  I  stayed  only  two  days." 

"A  lie,"  sddthe  clown,  (or  Merry  Andrew,  aa  he 
was  caUed,  putting  bis  hand  to  the  side  of  hia 
mouth,  and  affecting  to  speak  to  the  mob  in  a  stage 
whisper,)  "  A  lie,"  said  he,  "  there  were  only  twen- 
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iaid  the  Merry  Andrew,  "tber 


begmnmg  ti 


only  eight,  and  o 
get  better." 

Thus  did  he  go  on,  through  all  the  ills  that  fiesh 
is  heir  to,  sometimes  condescending  to  pve  details 
of  the  most  terrific  cases,  when,  having  worked  up 
hia  audience  to  breathless  horror  at  the  sufferings 
he  described,  he  would  exclaim,  "Now  who  would 
be  such  a  fool  as  to  run  the  risk  of  all  this,  when 
by  spending  three  and  sixpence  for  this  little  bottle 
of  'Preservative  Eliiic  of  Life,'  be  can  be  sure  of 
escaping  it  for  ever," — and  be  held  up  one  of  the 
bottles  with  which  bis  table  was  covered. 

After  some  story  of  unusual  pathos,  I  recollect 
seeing  people  tumble  up  the  steps  by  half  dozens  to 
possess  themselves  of  the  treasure,  and  put  down 
their  money  with  the  greatest  alacrity  and  satisfac- 
tion,— and  BS  in  Homceopathy  and  Morrison's  uni' 
versal  medicines,  many  of  the  better  classes,  who, 
in  their  sober  moments,  ridiculed  the  folly  of  others 
who  put  feith  in  a  monntebank,  carried  away  by  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  orator,  pushed  forward  to  par- 
take of  the  blessings,  or  sent  others  for  a  large  sup- 
ply to  distribute  among  the  deserving  poor.  If  the 
quack  had  been  more  than  usually  successful,  be 
would  generously  ^ve  a  supper  to  a  select  number 
of  the  farmers  and  principal  tradesmen  of  the  town, 
and  when  (as  a  matter  of  course)  they  were  all 
thoroughly  drunk,  he  generally  contrived  to  make 
them  disburse  such  a  sum  for  "  stuff"  as  abundantly 
covered  the  eipenses  of  the  entertainment. 

The  bandying  of  jokes  between  the  Mercy  An- 
drew and  the  crowd,  formed  a  large  part  of  the 
fun.  Sometimes  the  doctor  would  affect  ignorance 
of  au  obvious  deception,  and  let  (he  clumsy  clowns 
enjoy  a  temporary  triumph,  when  he  woidd  make 
the  man  a  present  of  a  bottle  of  hia  Preservative 
Elisir,  saying  that  it  would  be  a  pity  such  a  clever 
fellow  should  ever  be  ill;  but  he  generally  con- 
trived to  have  bis  revenge  before  the  termination 
of  the  day's  proceedings. 

On  one  occasion,  a  great  gawky  lumbering  clod- 
hopper thought  he  had  devised  a  mode  of  turning 
the  laugh  against  the  Doctor.  He  mounted  the 
atage,  and  on  being  questioned  as  to  bis  disorder, 
said,  very  gravely,  "Why,  I'm  a  bar." — "Sad  dis- 
order, air,  but  perfectly  curable,"  a^d  the  doctor. 
"Well,  but  (said  the  man)  I've  a  worser  nor  that, 
I've  lost  my  memory." — "Quite  curable  also,"  add- 
ed the  Doctor,  "  but  I  must  make  my  preparations. 
Come  again  after  dinner,  and  I  will  be  ready  for 
you ;  but  pay  down  Svo  shillmga."  The  man,  who 
had  intended  to  have  his  fun  gratis,  resisted,  but 
the  Doctor  declared  he  never  let  any  one  down 
from  the  Stage  till  he  had  poid  something.  "Be- 
sides (said  the  Doctor)  how  can  I  trust  you;  you 
say  you  are  a  liar,  and  have  no  memory ;  so  you 
will  either  break  your  promise  or  forget  all  about 
it."  A  loud  laugh  from  the  crowd  expressed  their 
acquiescence  in  the  justice  of  the  claim,  and  the 
poor  devil,  nolent  volent,  was  compelled  to  lay  down 
the  cash.  No  one  supposed  be  would  come  again, 
but  the  fool  still  hoped  that  he  might  turn  tho  tables, 
and  presented  himself  at  the  appointed  hour. 

Tho  Doctor  received  him  with  great  gravity,  and 
addrea^g  the  audience,  Said,  "  Gentlemen  may 
think  it  ajoke,  but  I  assure  them  on  the  honor  of  a 
gentleman,  that  it  is  a  very  serious  atlalr;  and  I 
hereby  engage  to  return  the  money,  if  the  bystand- 
ers do  not  acknowledge  the  cure,  and  that  I  am 
fairly  entitled  to  the  reward."  The  man  sat  down 
— was  furnished  with  a  glass  of  water — the  Doctor 
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produced  a  bos  of  flattoQcd  black  pills;  and  to  show 
that  thej  were  perfeellj'  innocent,  affeuted  to  swal- 
low three  or  four  himBeU.  He  then  gare  one  to  the 
man,  who,  after  many  wrj  faces  bit  into  il — atarted 
up,  epittmg  and  sputtering,  and  exclaimed,  "  Whj, 
hang  me,  if  it  isn't  cobbler's  wai ! "  Yes,  it  is  true 
that  the  Doctor  had  procured  hia  pilla  at  a  ndgh- 
buriug  cobbler's  stall! 


"There,"  sud  the  Doctor,  lifting  up  both  hands, 
"Did  anybody  ever  witness  80  sudden,  so  miracu- 
lous a  recOTCry  ?  He's  evidently  cured  of  lying,  for 
he  has  told  the  truth  inataatly ;  and  as  to  memory ! 
my  good  fellow,  (said  he,  patting  him  on  the  baek,) 
if  you  ever  forget  this,  call  ou  me,  tttid  I'll  return 
you  the  money. 


THE    DEFEATED     DUELLIST. 

.  intended  trag- 

t  Portsmouth. 

itantly  complaining  that 


Ah  unlooked- 
edy,  occurred   a  few   yi 
Captain  Adamson  was  cc 

his  subaltern  did  not  treat  uim  wim  uumuieTn.  in- 
spect, but  the  more  he  pointed  out  the  necessity  for 
his  being  accosted  with  the  defence  due  to  hia  age 
and  superior  rank,  the  more  waggishly  familiar  would 
Ridley's  language  and  manner  become. 

Adamson,  for  a  ooo^derable  portion  of  his  hfe, 
had  held  some  post  at  an  isolated  corner  of  one  of 
the  West  India  islands,  and  being  the  "  head 
buckra"  while  there,  acquired  an  idea  of  his  own 
importance,  with  which  on  his  revisiting  Britain  he 
was  reluctant  to  part.  He  was  in  the  main,  how- 
erer,  a  kindly  disposed  person,  but  very  illiterate, 
and  not  overblest  with  natural  sagacity,  j'et,  de- 
BpiK  the  constant  freedoms  of  TUdley,  the  captidn 
was  never  so  happy  aa  when  in  his  sub's  company. 

One  day,  nevertheless,  the  superior  opined  that 
his  lieutenant  had  carried  the  joke  too  far.  The 
head  and  front  of  his  offending  was  that  of  having 
called  Adamson  "  Jimmy,"  in  Hie  presence  of  some 
ladies,  at  whifee  house  the  captain  flattered  himself 
he  was  a  welcome  guest,  not  only  for  his  amusing 
conversation,  but  from  his  rank  in  the  army. 

"  If  ever  you  presume  to  call  me  so  again,  I  shall 
take  serious  notice  of  it,"  he  spluttered  ;  "  James 
would  be  quite  bad  enough,  young  sir,  but  Jimmy 
—I — it  is  not  to  be  borne — and  I'll  show  you  that  I 
could,  if  I  liked,  bring  you  to  a  court-martial  for 
using  language  to  your  superior  unbecoming  the 
character  of  an  officer  and  a  gentleman." 

"Court-martial,  indeed!"  replied  Bidley ;  "try 
it,  my  jolly  old  boy ;  why,  you  are  known  ouiy  by 
the  name  of  Jimmy,  and  hang  me  but  I  thmk  you 
were  christened  Jimmy." 

"  I  shall  not  bear  this  insolence  ;  you  shall  bear 

A  friend  of  the  captain's  waited  on  Ridley,  in- 
forming him  that  his  presence  was  expected  on 
South-Sea  Common,  at  the  bom'  of  eight  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning. 

Before  the  clock  struck,  Adamson,  bis  second, 
and  a  surgeon,  to  show  that  the  bold  challenger  was 
determined  to  bring  matters  to  a  sanguinary  issue, 
were  seen  on  the  ground.  The  morning  was  raw 
and  cold,  a  heavy  sea-mist  came  rolling  over  the 
flat,  much  to  the  discomfort  of  one  who  had  resided 
BO  long  in  the  tropics.  The  trio  remahied  at  the 
post  for  an  hour,  yet  Ridley  came  not;  then  Adam- 
son, apologizing  for  having  given  his  companions 
so  much  unnecessary  trouble,  took  leave  of  them, 
and  made  his  way  to  the  barracks,  breathmg  vows 
of  vengeance  against  the  man  whose  conduct  had 
forced  him  to  seek  the  only  means  left  of  insuring 
future  respect,  yet  who  had  shrunk  from  giving  him 
any  satisfaction  ;  instead  of  which,  the  air  and  ex- 
ercise had  given  him  a  fferocioua  appetite,  and  Ms  in- 
ward man  betokened,  by  oertun  grmnblings,  that 


g  meal  with  as  little  delay  as 
m,  he  ft 


On  entering 
ble  surprise  that  no  preparations  had  been  made 
for  his  breakfast,  his  grate  waa  empty,  all  looked 
cheerless  and  uncomfortable. 

"  What  is  the  reaaon  of  thia  shameful  neglect, 

:!"  he  demanded  from  hia  servant. 

"Why,  please,  sir,  Mr.  Ridley's  man  came  andaaid 
how  I  wasn't  to  get  breakfast  ready,  but  when 

)u  come  in  from  your  walk  I  was  to^ve  you  this." 

Adamson  glanced  at  the  note  presented ;  it'was 

Kdley's  hand.  Some  new  insult,  doubtless ;  he 
dared  not  open  it  while  even  the  eye  of  the  servant 
m.  Desiring  the  man  to  quit  the  room, 
he  broke  the  seal  and  read  as  follows : — 

Mt  Dear  Jimmy— How  could  you  think  that  I 
should  be  such  a  fool  as  to  leave  my  warm  hed  to 
go  out  in  the  damp  air  for  the  purpose  of  shooting 
at  you?  Lord  love  your  dear  stupid  head!  Did  I 
eatabhah  my  character  in  Spain  for  nothing?  Ask 
any  man  in  the  service  who  knows  me,  whether  I 
can't  afford  to  refuse  fighting  with  my  James.  I 
hopethesea-breeieshavecooledyourfeverandmade 
you  hungry.  I  have  a  capital  breakfast  ready  for 
you — tea,  coffee,  hot-rolls,  broiled  ham,  eggs,  and 
what  I  know  you  dote  on — a  red-herring  stuffed 
with  bird's-eye  peppers.  Come  along  atJjnce,  for 
by  the  god  of  war,  I  shan't  wait  for  you  half  as 
long  as  you  were  fool  enough  to  cool  your  heels  ei- 
pecting  me— likely.  What !  fire  at  my  own  cap- 
tiun?  my  friend  Jimmy?    Impossible. 

Yours  as  ever,  Fked.  Ridley. 

"P.  S, — If  you  don't  make  haste,  jour  West 
India  favorite  will  be  jjver-done." 

Perfectly  astonished  at  this  epistle,  half  dying 
with  emptiness,  and  really  feeling  a  strong  regard 
for  the  offender,  Adamson  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  deliberate,  but  went  directly  to  his  subal- 
tern's room,  the  savory  steam  of  the  viands  urging 
his  steps;  he  tapped  at  the  door.  "Mr.  Ridley, 
attempted   Adamson;    "this    is   very   eitcaordi- 

"Warm  yourself,  Jimmy." 

"  I  really  ought  to  be  offended,  but " 

"  Eat,  Jimmy." 

"You  are  so  fond  of  a  joke  that " 

"Drink,  Jimmy." 

He  interrupted  the  captain's  every  speech  by 
plying  him  with  good  things ;  and  when  he  saw 
that  the  cravings  of  nature  were  satisfied,  said  to 
him  in  a  tone  of  mock  gravity. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Jimmy,  fjdte  my  advice  ;  keep 
this  little  piece  of  folly  of  yoara  entirely  to, your- 
self, or  you  will  be  laughed  at  more  than  ever." 

The  butt  did  not  take  counsel.  It  was  to  bis 
unwisely  detailing,  that  the  garrison  owed  the  diver- 
uon  occasioned  by  the  story  of  this  defeated  duel. 


,,  Google 


HOW   I   WEST   UP   THE  JUNG-FEATT, 


;   DOWN   AGAIN. 


HOW   I   WENT   UP   THE    JUNG  FR   U     AND    CAME    DOWN   AGAIN. 
(Br  PEiEB 
^ronj  biB  own  private  Diary,  v 


M  fuel  to 


July  25iA. — Detenniiied  to  aacend  the  Ju  g  Fra 
totally  iniiccessible  and  impoBsible  to  climb.  D  9i 
the  Are  of  a  Briton's  deternimiition.  Was  iiek  d  <r 
got  io  tbe  top.  Replied,  come  down  again  Th 
who  goes  up  high  bills.    Engaged  guides,  port  ra     Ic 

necessaries,  such  as  ladders,  umbrellas,  sliate.  f.r  the  glaciers,  ropca,  brand 
camp  stools,  etc.,  and  started.    Quite  a  senaation  in  the  village.    Landlord  of  ho  • 
with  tears  in  his  ejes  asked  me  to  pay  my  bill  before  I  went.    Didn't.    Began 
aacent;  ground  beuame  Bteepiah,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  illustration.    Ha  d  i 
Suppo^  such  a  gradient  would  puzzle  Hr.  Stephenson.     Talking  of  Stephenson 
whole  party  puffin^  and  blowing  Tke  ao  n  any  iooomotises      PuUed  out  our  camp 
and  tried  to  ^t  do  vn  o    them     G  ound  so  steep  that  ve  all  lost,  our  balance,  and  tumbled 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  olope     Never  mmd 
fj  j5     ered  ourselves  up    and  at  it  again      Recover* 
'I      former  poi  t  on  and  gettmg  higher,  found  the  si 
ore  eice6   ve     In  fcct,  it  was  a  wonder  to  me 
D   naged  t  at  all     Approached  the  glicier  region,  ai 
'    ■  softiah     Unpleasant  conaequence  of  which  le  thi 

par  )   emk  up  lo  the  neck  in  half  melted  sludge      Scram     V\ 

bhng  out  agam  nith  muih  ado,   \\ 

\    ,  .    ,  we  feci  (hilW,   and   retreah  with  \ 

y  /    \  \  brandy      Being  apprehensiit  of  the 

•t/ ^fc      1*  /  t.  \    \.^_      ^  avalancbea,  we  keep  a  sharp  look  01 

-^^^■''-'Jfr^^AV^t*!^^        and  dodge  them 

. ■  ^.:ry  '^         At  one  time  SIX     '\ 


a  species 
cave  Called  a 
councd  of  war 
Council  of  war  were  for  going  home 
again.  Rebnked  them,  and  point- 
ing to  rough  edges  of  the  rock,  pro- 
posed to  try  to  crawl  to  summit. 
"  '   '     work  accordingly.     Danger- 


is  business,  but  succeeded.  On  the  top  of  this  tremendous  cliff,  discovered 
a  vast  chasm  or  crevice,  which  appeared  to  bar  all 
further  progress.  Guides  in  despair.  Much  loo  wide 
to  jump.  Looked  down.  Crevice  did  not  appear  to 
have  any  bottom  in  particular.  Called  another 
coundl  of  war,  and  at  the  same  moment,  a  violent 
squall  of  wind  and  snow  sweeping  by,  put  up  my  um- 
brella, when,  horrible  to  relate,  the  etorm  caught  it, 
and  lifted  me  into  the  air;  the  principal  guide,  who 

anght  my  leg  being  carried  up  also,  and  in  a  moment  we 
hurried,  in  the  very  thick  of  the  squall,  and  deafened  by  its 
ing,  across  the  nbyaa,  and  landed  on  the  further  bank.     The 
guides  on  the  other  side  now  flung  aoroas  the  rope,  which  we 
caught,  and  festened  to  a  rock,  and  one  of  their  number,  unfor- 
I   tunately  the  heaviest,  proceeded  to  come  across.     The  remain- 
two,  however,  not  having  strength  to  support  his  weight,  he 
''"  "■ '—  "0  that  we  were  obliged  to 


fairly  pulled  them  ii 

drag  up  the  whole  three.      Found  that  v 

from  the  summit.    Saw  it  before  uj 


t  lar 


a  sharp  peak  against  the  blue 
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[   WENT  UP  THE  JUNG-FEAU,   AND   CAME   DOWN   AGAIN. 


aky.      More   of   the   steep 
elope  work.      Guides  at  last 
become  so  dreadfully  exhausted 
that  I  bace  to  drag  up  the  whole 
four.     Terribly  lard  work.     Ko 
thing  but   mj  splendid   muECuli 
devdopmeiit  would  have    enabl 
me  to  ^0  through  with  it.    lie 
cidadly  too  rough  for  sk! 
as   may   be    seen   by    the    followmg 
diagram. 

Close  to  the  Bummlt,  when  another 
dreadful  crevice  with  a  high  rock  on  the 
opposite  dde  (hreatene  to  alop  our  pro- 
gress.    Surmounted  the  difficulty  by  a  dar- 


,  ^^ .  feat,  performed 

indiuff  ou  each  other's  shoulders,  the  loi 
n  let  his  body  inclme  over  the  uliff,  eo 


I,  as  highest,  reached  the  edge  of 
the  oppo^te  rock,  and  made  fast 
the  rope  to  a  projection,  as  in  this 


Thus  we  happily  got  over,  and  in  half  an  hour  reached  the  ei- 
treme  peak  of  the  Jung-Frau,  where  we  clustered  together  and  gave 
three  British  cheers,  while  hoilf  a  dozen  eagles  flew  round  and  round 

Hod  no  time  to  make  scientific 
esperimenta;  but  ascertained  that 
the  strength  of  alcohol  is  not  di- 
minished in  any  sensible  degree 
by  the  extreme  rarification  of  the 
air  at  great  heights. 

Having  got  up,  prepared  to  go 
down  agdn,  an  optratiou  which 
was  performed  in  a  much  quicker  style  than  the  other.  Started  down 
a  slippery  slope,  and  missing  our  footing,  and  not  being  able  to  stop 
ouraelyes,  proceeded  in  this  manner,  down  at  least  2000  feet,  before 
we  were  brought  up  by  a  ridge  of  rocks,  composed  of  uncommonly  hard 
granit*,  against  which  we  rebounded  like 
footballs.  Up,  however,  and  at  it  again. 
Came  to  another  difficulty  ;  found  ourselves 
in  a  dreadful  giilly  or  ravine,  with  do  sort  of 
exit  but  a  narrow  clefl,  down  which  poured 
B  tremendous  cataract,  into  an  awful  black 
and  loaming  pool  600  feet  below.  There 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  fling  ourselves 

into  the  torrent,  allow  ourselves  to  go  over  the  waterfall,  and  take  our 
chalice  jn  the  cauldron — which  we  did,  in  the  manner  shown  below.  The 
expkit  was  quite  dreadful,  from  the  roar  of  the  water,  and  the  speed  with 
whiLh  we  were  hurled  through  the  air,  and  soused  at  least  100  fathoms  (for 
I  counlod  them)  into  the  pool  below,  where,  after  we  had  reached  the  sur- 
fkco  we  were  whirled  about  for  at  least  an  hour  and  a  quarter  before  we 
managed  to  emerge.  Found  tbe  experience  I  had  picked  up  in  the  Holborn 
swimming  baths  of  little  avail  in  descending  this  cataract,  but  was  only  too 
happy  to  escape  at  any  price.  The  rest  of  the  journey  was  comparatively 
easy,  owing  to  a  very  happy  thought  of  mine.  Happening  to  see  a  roundish- 
shaped  avalanche  roll  past,  remembered  the  globe  tricks  in  the  circus,  where 
Signor  Sadustini  kept  his  balance  on  a  big  wooden  ball  going  down  an  in- 
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THE  lamplighter's   STORY. 


cliiied  plane.  Comnmnicated 
the  notion  to  guides,  waited 
for  the  neil  iTalaocfae,  jump- 
ed on  it  as  it  passed,  and 
went  down  like  winkin,  al- 
ways keeping  our  places  upon 
the  top  of  the  ball,  which 
gradnally  increased  lo  sQoh 
a  size,  that  it  carried  off 
aeTeral  chalets  beneath  09. 
But  that,  of  course,  we  had 
nothing  U)  do  with ;  keeping 


well  a 


himself,  unUl  the  huge 
snow-ball  came  to  a  full  atop 
in  the  midst  of  a  pine  forest, 
where  we  clambered  out  of 
the  snow,  and  after  several 

hours'  hard  walking,  reached  the  village,  where  we  Were  greeted  bj  a 
deputation  of  the  authorities,  headed  bj  the  hotel-keeper  holding  mj  bill 
in  his  hand,  who  delivered  an  address  of  congratuIaOon,  and  inquired 
"hen  it  would  be  convenient  foe  me  to  aetUe.  Postponing,  however 
considerations  of  bus.negs  to  those  of  festivity,  a  romantic  rural  file  was  got  np  in  honor  of  our  return, 
Ihe  happy  peasantry  poured  m  from  aU  sides,  sin^ng,  "Come  arouse  us,  arouse  as,  we  merry  Swisa 
boys.  The  notary  had  a  table  in  the  corner,  which  is  always  ugual.  The  Seigneur  du  Village  and  his 
r  ^u  J**"  *  '^"^"'^  *"''°''^-  ■*"  tlie  peasants  had  jerkins  and  breeches,  and  bright  stockinga,  with  lots 
01  ribands,  and  all  the  peasantesses  had  short  muslin  petticoats  and  pink  satin  shoes.  Choosing  then, 
as  a  partner,  the  loveliest  and  the  most  virtuous— I  was  particular  about  the  last— I  opened  the  ball. 


THE    LAMPLIGHTER'S 


"  Ip  you  talk  of  Murphy  and  Francis  Moore, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  lamplighter  who  was  in  the 
chair,  "  I  mean  \o  say  that  neither  of  'em  ever  had 
any  more  to  do  with  the  stars  than  Tom  Grig  had." 

"  And  what  had  hs  to  do  with  'em  ?"  asked  the 
lamplighter  who  officiated  as  vice. 

"Nothing  at  all," replied  the  other;  "just  eiact- 
ly  nothing  at  all." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  believe  in  Mur- 
phy, then  ?"  demanded  the  lamplighter  who  had 
opened  the  discussion. 

"  I  mean  to  say  that  I  believe  m  Tom  Grig,"  re- 
plied the  chairman.  "  Whether  I  believe  in  Mur- 
phy or  not,  is  a  matter  between  me  and  my  eon- 
science  ;  and  whether  Murphy  believes  in  hi'meelf 
or  not,  is  a  matter  between  him  and  hia 
Gentlemen,  I  drink  5onr  healths." 


The  lami>lighter  who  did  the  company  this  honor, 
was  seated  in  the  chimney  corner  of  a  certain  tav- 
ern, which  has  been,  time  out  of  mind,  the  lamp- 
lighter's House  of  Call.  He  sat  in  the  midst  of  a 
circle  of  lamplighters,  and  waa  the  cacique  or  chief 
of  the  tribe. 

If  any  of  our  readers  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  behold  a  Umplighter's  funeral,  they  will  not  be 
surprised  to  learn  that  lamplighters  are  a  strange 
and  primitive  people  ;  that  they  rigidly  adhere  to 
old  ceremonies  and  customs  which  have  been  hand- 
ed down  among  them  from  father  to  son  since  the 
first  pubho  lamp  was  Kghted  out  of  door.'i ;  that 
they  intermarry,  and  betrolh  their  children  in 
infancy ;  that  they  enter  into  no  plots  or  conspira- 
cies {for  wTio  ever  heard  of  a  traitorous  lamp- 
lighter?); that  they  commit  no  Crimea  against  the 
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Uwa  of  their  country  fthere  beiog  no  instance  of  a 
mucdorous  or  burgiarious  InmpliglitGr) ;  that  thej 
are,  it)  short,  notwithstanding  their  apparently 
volatile  aad  restleas  character,  a  highly  moral  and 
reflective  people  :  having  amoDg  themselves  aa 
manj  traditional  observances  as  the  Jews,  and 
being,  as  a  bod;,  if  not  as  old  as  the  hills,  at  least 
aa  old  OS  the  streets.  It  is  an  article  of  their  creed 
that  the  first  faint  gUmniering  of  true  civilization 
shone  in  the  £rst  street  light  maintained  at  the 
public  eipense.  Thej  trace  their  eiiatence  and 
high  positioQ  in  the  public  esteem,  in  a  direct  line 
to  the  heathen'  mycology  ;  and  bold  that  the  his- 
tory of  Prometheus  hitnself  is  but  a  pleasant  iable, 
whereof  the  true  hero  is  a  lamphghter, 

"  GentlemeD."  said  the  lamplighter  in  the  chair, 
"I  drink  your  healths." 

"  And  perhaps,  sir,"  eaid  the  vice,  holiMng  np  his 
glass,  and  rising  a  little  way  off  his  seat  and  sitting 
down  agdn,  in  token  that  he  recognized  and  re- 
turned the  comphment,  "perhaps  you  will  add  to 
that  condescension  by  telling  us  who  Tom  Grig  was, 
and  how  he  came  to  be  connecled  in  your  mind 
with  Francis  Moore,  Phydeian." 

"  Hear,  hear,  hear !"  cried  the  lamplighters 
generally. 

"Torn  Grig,  gentlemen,"  said  the  chairman, 
"  was  one  of  us  ;  and  it  happened  to  him  as  it  don't 
often  happen  to  a  public  character  in  our  line,  that 
be  had  his  what-you-may-call-it  cast." 

"  His  head  ?"  said  the  vice. 

"  No,"  replied  the  chairman,  "  not  his  head." 

"His  face,  perhaps ?"  said  the  vice.  "No,  not 
his  face."  "His  iegs?"  "  No,  not  his  legs,"  Nor 
yet  his  arms,  nor  his  hands,  nor  his  feet,  nor  his 
chest,  all  of  which  were  severally  suggested. 

"His  nativity,  perhaps?" 

"That's  it,"  sdd  the  chairman,  awakening  from 
his  thOQghtfii]  attitude  at  the  suggestion.  "  His 
nativity.    That's  wiiat  Tom  had  cast,  gentlemen." 

"  In  plaster  f"  asked  the  vice. 

"I  don't  lightly  know  how  it's  done,"  returned 
the  chairman,  "  but  I  suppose  it  was." 

And  there  he  stopped,  aa  if  that  were  all  he  had 
to  say;  whereupon  there  arose  a  murmur  an]png 
the  com[iany,  which  at  length  resolved  itself  into  a 
request,  conveyed  through  the  vice,  that  be  would 
go  on.  This  being  eiactly  what  the  chairman 
wanted,  he  mused  for  a  little  time,  performed  that 
agreeable  ceremony  which  is  popularly  termed 
wetting  one's  whistle,  and  went  on  thus  ; 

"  Tom  Grig,  geniJemen,  was,  as  1  have  said,  one 
of  us ;  and  I  may  go  further,  and  say  he  was  an 
ornament  to  us,  and  such  a  one  as  only  the  good 
old  titoes  of  oil  and  cotton  could  have  produced. 
Tom's  family,  gentlemen,  were  all  lampUghtera." 

"  Kot  the  ladies,  I  hope  ?"  asked  the  vice, 

"They  had  talent  enough  for  it,  ar,"  rejoined 
the  chairman,  "  and  would  have  been,  but  for  the 
prt^udites  of  society.  Let  women  have  their  righta, 
sir,  and  the  fem^s  of  Tom's  family  would  have 
been  every  one  of  'em  in  office.  But  that  emanci- 
pation iiasn't  come  yet,  and  hadn't  then,  and  con- 
sequently they  confined  themselves  to  the  bosoms 
of  their  families,  cooked  the  dinners,  mended  the 
clothes,  minded  the  children,  comforted  their  hus- 
bands, and  attended  to  the  housekeeping  generally. 
It's  a  bard  thing  upon  the  women,  gentlemen,  that 
they  are  limited  to  such  a  sphere  of  action  as  this  ; 

"I  happen  to  know  all  about  Tom,  gentlemen, 


from  the  circumstance  of  his  uncle  by  the  mother's 
^de,  having  been  my  particular  friend.  His  (that's 
Tom's  uncle's)  tate  was  a  melancholy  one.  Gas  was 
the  death  of  him.  When  it  was  first  talked  oi;  he 
laughed.  He  wasut  angry  \  he  laughed  at  the  ere- 
duhty  of  human  nature.  '  They  might  as  well 
talk',  he  says,  'of  laying  on  an  everlasting  succes- 
sion of  glow-worms ;  and  then  he  laughed  again, 
partly  at  his  joke,  and  partly  at  poor  humanity. 

"In  course  of  time,  however,  the  thing  got 
ground,  the  experiment  was  made,  and  they  lighted 
up  PaU  MaU.  Tom's  uncle  went  to  Bee  it.  Tve 
heard  that  be  fell  off  his  ladder  fourteen  times  that 
night  from  weakness,  and  that  he  would  certainly 
have  gone  on  felling  till  he  killed  himself,  if  his 
last  tumble  hadn't  been  into  a  wheel-barrow  which 
was  going  his  way,  and  humanely  took  him  home. 
'  I  foresee  in  this,'  says  Tom's  uncle  faintly,  and 
taking  to  his  bed  as  he  spoke^'I  foresee  in  this,' 
he  says,  'the  breaking  up  of  our  profession. 
There's  no  more  going  the  rounds  to  trim  by  day- 
light, no  more  dribbling  down  of  the  oil  on  the  hats 
and  bonnets  of  ladies  and  genllemen  when  one 
feels  in  spirits.  Any  low  fellow  can  light  a  gas- 
lamp.  And  it's  all  up.'  In  this  state  of  mind,  he 
petitioned  the  government  for — I  want  a  word 
again,  gentlemen — what  do  you  call  that  which 
they  give  to  people  when  it's  found  out,  at  last, 
that  they've  never  been  of  any  use,  and  have  been 
paid  too  much  for  doing  nothing  ?" 

"  CompeMation  •"  suggested  the  vice. 

"That's  it,"  said  the  chairman.  "Compensation. 
They  didn't  give  it  him  though,  and  then  he  got 
very  fond  of  his  country  all  at  once,  and  went 
about  saying  that  gas  was  a  death-blow  to  his  na- 
tive land,  and  that  it  was  a  plot  of  the  radicals  to 
ruin  ibe  country  and  destroy  the  oil  and  cotton 
trade  for  ever,  and  that  the  whales  would  go  and 
kill  themselves  privately,  out  of  sheer  spite  and 
vexadon  at  not  being  caught.  At  last,  he  got  right 
down  cracked;  called  his  tobacco-pipe  a  gae-pipe  ; 
thought  his  tears  were  lamp-oil ;  and  went  on  with 
all  manner  of  nonsense  of  that  sort,  till  one  night 
he  hung  himself  on  a  lamp-iron  in  Saint  MarUn's 
Lane,  and  there  was  an  end  of  Mm. 

"  Tom  loved  him,  gentlemen,  but  he  anrvived  it. 
He  shed  a  tear  over  his  grave,  got  very  drunk, 
spoke  a  funeral  oration  that  night  in  the  watch- 
house,  and  was  fined  five  shillings  for  it,  in  the 
morning.  Some  men  are  none  the  worse  for  this 
sort  of  thing.  Tom  was  one  of 'em.  He  went  that 
very  afternoon  on  a  new  beat ;  as  clear  in  his  head, 
and  as  free  from  fever  as  Father  Mathew  himself. 

"Tom's  new  beat,  gentlemen,  was — I  can't  exact- 
ly say  where,  for  that  he'd  never  tell ;  but  I  know 
it  was  in  a  quiet  part  of  town,  where  there  was 
some  queer  old  bouses.  I  have  always  had  it  in 
my  bead  that  it  must  have  been  somewhere  near 
Canoubury  Tower  in  Islington,  but  that's  a  matter 
of  opinion.  Wherecver  it  was,  he  went  upon  it, 
with  a  bran  new  ladder,  a,  white  hat,  a  brown  hol- 
land  jacket  and  trowsers,  a  blue  neck-kerchlef,  and 
a  sprig  of  full-blown  double  wall-fiower  in  his  but- 
ton-hole. Tom  was  always  genteel  in  his  appear- 
ance, and  I  have  heard  from  the  best  judges,  that 
if  he  had  teit  his  ladder  at  home  that  altemoon, 
you  might  have  took  him  for  a  lord. 

"Ee  was  always  merry,  was  Tom,  and  such  a 
singer,  that  if  there  was  any  encouragement  for 
native  talent,  he'd  have  been  at  the  opera.  He 
was  on  bis  ladder,  lightmg  his  first  lamp,  and  Bing- 
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iiig  to  himself  in  a  manner  more  easily  to  1>e  con- 
ceited tlian  described,  when  lie  hears  the  clock 
strilie  five,  und  suddenly  sees  an  old  gentleman  with 
a  telescope  in  his  hand,  thron  up  a  nindow  and 
look  at  him  very  hard. 

"  Tom  didn't  know  what  oouid  be  passing  in  this 
old  gentleman's  mind.  He  thought  it  likely  enough 
that  he  might  be  saying  within  himself,  'Here's  a 
new  lamplighter — a  goodJookiog  young  fellow — 
shall  I  stand  something  to  diinkT  Thinking  this 
possible,  he  keeps  quite  still,  pretending  to  be  very 
particular  about  the  wick,  and  looks  at  the  old  gen- 
tleman sideways,   seeming   to  take  no  notice  of 

"  GentJemen,  he  was  one  of  the  strangest  and 
most  mysterious-looking  files  that  ever  Tom  clapped 
his  eyes  on.  He  was  dressed  all  slovenly  and  un- 
tidy, in  a  great  gown  of  a  kind  of  bed-furniture 
pattern,  with  a  cap  of  (he  same  on  his  head  ;  and  a 
long  old  flapped  waistcoat;  with  no  braces,  no 
strings,  very  few  buttons— in  short,  with  hardly 
any  of  those  artificial  contrivances  that  hold  society 
together.  Tom  knew  by  these  signs,  and  by  his 
not  being  shaved,  and  by  his  not  being  over-clean, 
and  by  a  sort  of  wisdom  not  quite  awake,  in  his 
face,  that  he  was  a  sdentific  old  gentleman.  He 
oltcn  told  me  that  if  he  could  have  conceived  tbe 
possibility  of  the  whole  Royal  Society  being  boiled 
down  into  one  man,  be  should  have  said  the  old 
gentleman's  body  was  that  Body. 

"  The  old  gentleman  claps  the  telescope  to  his 
eye,  looks  all  rouod,  sees  nobody  else  in  sight, 
stares  at  Tom  again,  and  cries  out  very  loud  : 

"'Hat-loa!' 


■"HoUoa,6 

r,'  says  Ton 

from  the  ladder ; 

and 

holloa  again,  i 

you  come 

o  that.' 

■"Here's  a 

estraordin 

arv  fulfihnent.'  savs 

the 

old  gentleman 

'  of  a  prediction  of  the  planets. 

"'Is  there? 

says  Tom,  ' 

I'm  very  glad  to  hea 

it.' 

an,'  says  the  old  gentleman, 

JOU 

don't  know  ni 

shaU  b 
ing.' 

"  '  I  read,'  cries  the  old  gentleman,  without  tak- 
ing any  notice  of  this  politeness  on  Tom's  part — 
'I  read  wliat's  going  to  happen,  in  the  stars.' 

"Tom  thanked  him  for  the  information,  and 
begged  to  know  if  any  thing  particular  was  going 
to  happen  in  the  stars,  in  the  course  of  a  week  or 
so ;  but  the  old  gentleman,  correcting  him,  eiplain- 
ed  that  he  read  in  tbe  stars  what  was  going  to  hap- 
pen on  dry  land,  and  tliat  he  was  acquainted  with 
aU  the  celestial  bodies. 

" '  I  hope  they're  all  well,  sir,'  says  Tom, — '  every 

"'Hush  I'  cries  the  old  gentleman.  'I  have 
consulted  the  book  of  Fate  with  rare  and  wonder- 
ful success.  I  am  versed  in  tbe  great  sciences  of 
astrology  and  astronomy.  In  my  house  here,  1 
have  every  description  of  apparatus  for  observing 
the  coarse  and  motion  of  the  planets.  Six  months 
ago,  I  derived  from  this  source,  the  knowledge  that 
precisely  as  the  clock  struck  five  this  afternoon,  a 
stranger  would  present  himself-^he  destined  hus- 
band of  my  young  and  lovely  niece — in  reahty  of 
illustrious  and  high  descent,  but  whose  birth  would 
be  enveloped  m  uncertainty  and  mystery.  Don't 
tell  me  yours  isn't,'  says  the  old  gentleman,  who 
was  in  such  a  hurry  to  speak  that  he  couldn't  get 
the  words  out  fast  enough,  '  for  I  know  better.' 

"Gentlemen,  Tom  was  so  astonished  when  he 
heard  him  say  this,  that  he  could  hardly  keep  his 
C4.:„_  .1,,   I  iider,  and  found  it  necessary  to 

mp-post.  There  mas  a  mystery 
liis  mother  had  always  admitted 


hold  0 


n  had  m 


.0  say  that  ei 


some  people  had  gone 
was  in  doubt. 

"While  be  was  in  this  state  of  amaiement,  the 
old  gentleman  leaves  the  window,  bursts  out  of  the 
house-door,  shakes  the  ladder,  and  Tom,  like  a  ripe 
pumpkin,  comes  sliding  down  into  his  arms. 

"'Let  me  embrace  you,'  he  says,  folding  his 
arms  about  him,  and  nearly  lighting  up  his  old  bed- 
furnjtnre  gown  at  Tom's  hnk.  'You're  a  man  of 
noble  aspect.  Every  thing  combines  to  prove  the 
accuracy  of  my  observations.  You  have  had  mys- 
terious promptings  within  yon,' he  says;  'I  know 
1.         -L.j    ihisperings  of  greatness,  eh!'  be 


says  Tom — Tom  n 


"'I  think  Ihav 
those  who  can  persuade  themselves  to  any  thing 
they   like — '  I  have  often   thought  I  wasn't   tbe 
small  beer  I  was  taken  for.' 

'"You  were  right,'  cries  the  old  gentleman, 
hugging  him  agam.    '  Come  in.     My  niece  awaits 

"'Is  the  young  lady  tolerable  good-looking,  sir?' 
says  Tom,  hanging  fire  rather,  as  he  thought  of  her 
playing  the  piano,  and  knowing  French,  and  bemg 
up  to  all  manner  of  accomplishments. 

"  '  She's  beautiful !'  cries  the  old  gentleman,  who 
was  in  such  a  terrible  bustle  that  he  was  all  in  a 
perspiration.  •'  She  has  a  graceful  carriage,  an  ei- 
quisit*  shape,  a  sweet  voice,  a  countenance  beam- 
ing with  animation  and  eipression ;  and  the  eye,' 
he  says,  mbbmg  his  hands,  'of  a  startled  fawn.' 

"Tom  supposed  this  might  mean,  what  was 
called  among  his  circle  of  acquaintance,  'a  game 
eye;'  and,  with  a  view  to  this  defect,  inquired 
whether  the  young  lady  had  any  cash. 
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"'She  huB  five  thousand  pounds,' cries  the  old 
gentleman.  'But  what  of  that?  whatof.that?  A 
word  in  your  ear.  I'm  in  search  of  the  philoso- 
pher's stone,  I  have  very  nearly  -found  it — not 
quite.  It  turns  every  thing  to  gold ;  that's  itH  prop- 
erty.' 

"Tom  naturally  thought  it  must  have  d  deal  of 
property ;  and  said  that  when  the  old  gi?ntleman 
did  got  it,  he  hoped  he'd  be  careful  to  keep  it  iu 
the  family. 

"  '  Certainly,'  he  says, '  of  course.  Fire  thousand 
pounds  1  WImt's  five  thousand  pounds  to  us  ? 
What's  five  miUions  ?'  he  says.  '  What's  five  thou- 
sand millions?  Money  will  be  nothing  to  us.  We 
shall  never  be  able  to  spend  it  &st  enough.' 

"  '  We'll  try  what  we  oau  do,  sir,'  eaya  Tom. 

" '  We  will,'   says  the   old  gentleman.     '  Your 

"  '  Grig,'  says  Tom. 

"The  old  gentleman  emhraeed  him  again,  very 
tight ;  and  without  speakuig  another  word,  dragged 
him  into  the  house  in  sueh  an  excited  manner,  that 
it  was  ns  much  as  Tom  could  do  to  talie  his  link 
and  ladder  with  him,  and  put  them  down,  in  the 
passage. 

"  Gentlemen,  if  Tom  hadn't  beeu  always  remark- 
able for  his  love  of  truth,  I  think  you  would  still 
have  believed  him  when  he  sud  that  all  this  was 
like  a  dream.  There  is  no  better  way  foe  a  man  to 
find  out  whether  he  really  is  asleep  or  awake,  than 
calling  for  something  to  eat.  If  he's  in  a.  dream, 
geutlemen,  he'll  find  something  wanting  in  the 
flavor,  depend  upon  it. 

"  Tom  eiplained  his  doubts  to  the  old  gentleman, 
and  said  if  there  was  any  cold  meat  in  the  bouse,  it 
would  ease  his  mind  very  much  to  test  himself  at 
once.  The  old  gentleman  ordered  up  a  venison 
pie,  a  small  ham,  and  a  bottle  of  very  old  Madeira, 
At  the  first  mouthful  of  pie,  and  the  first  glass  of 
wine,  Tom  smacks  his  lips  and  cries  out,  '  I'm 
awake — wide  awake  ;'  and  to  prove  that  he  was  so, 
gentlemen,  he  made  an  end  of 'em  both. 

"  When  Tom  had  finished  his  meal  (which  he 
never  spoke  of  afterwards  without  tears  in  his  eves), 
the  old  gentleman  hugs  him  again,  and  says,  '  No- 
ble stranger!  let  us  viat  my  young  and  lovely 
niece.'  Tom,  who  was  a  Utile  elevated  with  the 
wine,  replies,  '  The  noble  stranger  is  agreeable  V 
At  which  words  the  old  gentleman  took  him  by  the 
hand,  and  led  him  to  the  parior;  crying  as  he  open- 
ed the  door,  'Here  is  Mr.  Grig,  the  favorite  of  the 
pianeis  1' 

"I  will  not  attempt  a  description  of  female 
beauty,  gentlemen,  for  every  one  of  us  has  a  model 
of  his  own  that  suits  his  own  taste  best.  In  this 
parlor  that  I'm  speaking  of,  there  were  two  young 
ladies  ;  and  if  every  gentleman  present  will  imagine 
two  models  of  his  own  in  their  places,  and  will  be 
kind  enough  to  poUsh  'em  up  to  the  very  highest 
pitii  of  perfection,  he  will  then  have  a  faint  con- 
ception of  their  uncommon  radiance. 

"  Besides  these  two  young  ladies,  there  was  their 
waiting-woman,  that  under  any  other  circumstances 
Tom  would  have  looked  upon  as  a  Venus  ;  and  be- 
sides her,  there  was  a  tall,  thin,  dismal-faced  young 
gentleman,  half  man  and  half  boy,  dressed  in  a 
childish  suit  of  clothes  very  much  too  short  in  the 
legs  and  arms;  and  looking,  according  to  Tom's 
comparison,  hke  one  of  the  wai  juveniles  from  a 
tailor's  door,  grown  up  and  run  to  seed.  Now, 
this  youngster  stamped  Ms  foot  upon  the  ground, 


,d  looked  very  fierce  at  Tom,  and  Tom  looked 

:rce  at  him — for  to  tell  the  truth,  gentlemen, 
Tom  more  than  half  suspected  that  when  they  en- 
ured tlie  room  he  was  kissing  one  of  the  youug 
ladies ;  and  for  any  thing  Tom  knew,  you  observe,  it 
might  be  hit  young  lady — which  was  not  pleasant. 

" '  Sir,'  says  Tom, '  before  we  proceed  any  further, 
will  you  have  the  goodness  to  inform  me  who  this 
young  Salamander' — Tom  called  him  that  for  aggra- 
vMlon,  you  perceive  gentlemen —  who  this  )oung 
Salamander  may  be? 

"'That,  Mr,  Grig  says  the  old  gentleman  is 
my  little  boy.  He  was  christened  '  alleo  Isaac 
Newton  Flamstead,  Don  t  mind  him  He  s  a 
mere  child.' 

"  '  A  very  fine  child  too  saj  s  Tom — st  11  agora 
vating,  yonll  obser^  e —  of  his  age  and  as  good  as 
fine,  1  have  no  doubt.  How  do  you  do,  my  man  i 
with  which  kind  and  patronising  expres^ous,  Tom 
reached  up  to  pat  him  on  the  bead,  and  quoted  two 
lines  about  little  boys,  from  Doctor  Watts'  Hymns, 
which  he  had  learned  at  a  Sunday  School. 

"It  was  very  easy  to  see,  gentlemen,  by  this 
yooi^Ster's  frowning,  and  by  the  waiting-m  aid's 
tossing  her  head  and  turning  up  her  nose,  and  by 
the  young  ladies  turning  their  backs  and  talking  to- 

E ether  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  that  nobody 
ut  the  old  gentleman  took  very  kindly  to  the 
noble  stranger.  Indeed,  Tom  plainly  heard  the 
waiting-woman  say  of  her  master,  that  so  far  from 
being  able  to  read  the  stars  as  he  pretended,  she 
didn't  beUeve  he  knew  his  letters  in  em,  or  at  best 
that  he  had  got  further  than  words  in  one  syllable ; 
but  Tom,  not  minding  this  {for  he  was  in  spirits 
after  the  Madeira),  looks  with  an  agreeable  lur  to- 
wards the  young  ladies,  and  kissing  his  hand  to 
both,  says  to  the  old  gentleman, '  Which  is  which  f 

"  '  This,'  says  the  old  gentleman,  leading  out  the 
handsomesl,  if  one  of  'em  could  possibly  be  said  to 
be  handsomer  than  the  other — 'this  is  my  niece, 
Uias  Fanny  Barker.' 

"  'If  you'll  permit  me,  Miss,'  says  Tom,  '  being  a 
noble  stranger  and  a  favorite  of  the  planets,  I  will 
conduct  myself  as  such.'  With  these  words,  he 
kisses  the  young  lady  in  a  very  aS'able  way,  turns 
to  the  old  gentleman,  slaps  him  on  the  back,  and 
says,  'When's  it  to  come  off,  my  buokf" 

"The  young  lady  colored  so  deep,  and  her  lip 
trembled  so  much,  gentlemen,  that  Tom  really 
thought  she  was  going  to  cry.  But  she  kept  her 
feelings  down,  and  turning  to  the  old  gentleman, 
says,  '  Dear  uncle,  though  you  have  the  absolute 
disposal  of  my  hand  and  fortune,  and  though  you 
mean  well  in  disposing  of  'em  thus,  I  ask  you 
whether  you  don't  think  this  is  a  mistake  ?  Don't 
you  think,  dear  ancle,'  she  says,  '  that  the  stars 
must  be  in  error  ?  Is  it  not  possible  that  the  comet 
may  have  put  'em  out  P' 

"'The  stars,' says  the  old  gentleman,  'couldn't 
make  a  mistake  if  they  tried.  Emma,'  he  says  to 
the  other  young  lady. 

"  '  Yes,  papa,'  says  she. 

" '  The  same  day  that  makes  your  cousin  Mrs. 
Grig,  will  unite  you  to  the  gifted  Mooney.  No  re- 
monstrance—no  tears.  Now,  Mr.  Grig,  let  me 
conduct  you  to  that  hallowed  ground,  that  philo- 
sophical retreat,  where  my  friend  and  partner,  the 
gifted  Mooney  of  whom  I  have  just  now  spoken.  Is 
even  now  pursuing  those  discoveries  which  shall 
enrich  us  with  the  precious  metal,  and  make  us  mas- 
ters of  the  world.    Come,  Mr.  Grig,'  he  says. 
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■"With  an  my  heart,  sir,'  replies  Tom;  'and 
luck  to  the  ^fted  Moonej",  say  I — not  so  much  on 
hia  account  as  for  our  worthy  selves !'  With  this 
sentiment,  Tom  kissed  his  liand  to  the  ladies  again, 
and  followed  him  out ;  haying  the  gratifieation  to 
perceive,  as  he  looked  back,  that  they  were  all 
hanging  on  by  the  arms  and  legs  of  Galileo  Isaac 
Newton  Flamstead,  to  prevent  him  from  following 
the  noble  stranger,  and  tearing  him  to  pieces. 

" '  Gentlemen,  Tom's  father-iu-law  that  was  i 
be,  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  baring  lighted 
little  lamp,  led  him  across  a  paved  court-yard  i 
the  back  of  the  house,  into  a  very  large,  dark, 
gloomy  room :  filled  with  all  manner  of  bottles, 
globes,  books,  telescopes,  crocodiles,  alligators,  and 
other  scientific  instruments  of  every  kind.  In  the 
centre  of  this  room  was  a  stove  or  furnace,  with 
what  Tom  caUed  a  pot,  but  which  in  my  opinion 
was  a  crucible,  in  full  boil.  In  one  corner  was  a 
sort  of  ladder  leading  through  the  roof;  and  np 
this  ladder  the  old  gentleman  pointed,  as  he  saidln 
a  whisper  r 

"'The  observatory.  Mr.  Mooncy  is  even  now 
watching  for  the  precise  time  at  which  we  are  to 
come  into  all  the  riches  of  the  earth.  It  will  be 
necessary  for  he  and  I,  alone  in  that  silent  place, 
to  cast  your  nativity  before  the  hour  arrives.  Put 
the  day  and  minute  of  your  birth  on  this  piece  of 
paper,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me.' 

"  '  You  don't  mean  to  say,'  says  Tom,  doing  as 
he  was  told  and  giving  him  back  the  paper,  'that 
I'm  to  wait  here  long,  do  you?     It's  a  precious  dis- 

"  'Rusht'  says  the  old  gentleman,  'it's  hallowed 
ground.     Farewell!' 

" '  Stop  a  minute,'  says  Tom,  '  what  a  hurry 
you're  in.    What's  in  that  large  bottle  yonder  ?' 

'"It's  a  child  with  three  heads,'  says  the  old 
gentleman  ;  '  and  every  thing  else  in  proportion. 

" '  Why  don't  yon  throw  him  away  T  says  Tom. 
'What  do  you  keep  such  unpleasant  things  here 

'"Throw  him  away!'  cries  the  oW  gentleman. 
'We  use  him  constantly  in  astrology.  He's  a 
charm,' 

"  'I  shouldn't  have  thought  it,'  eays  Tom,  'from 
his  appearance.    Mutt  yon  go,  I  say'?' 

"The  old  geolleman  makes  him  no  answer,  but 
climbs  up  the  ladder  in  a  greater  bustJe  than  ever. 
Tom  looked  after  his  legs  till  there  was  nothing  of 
him  left,  and  then  sat  down  to  wait ;  feeling  (so  he 
used  to  aay)  as  comfortable  as  if  he  was  going  to 
be  made  a  freemason,  and  they  were  heating  the 
pokers. 

"  Tom  waited  So  long,  gentlemen,  that  he  began 
to  think  it  must  be  getting  on  for  midnight  at  least, 
and  felt  more  dismal  and  lonely  than  ever  he  had 
done  in  all  his  life.  He  tried  every  means  of  whil- 
ing  away  the  time,  but  it  never  bad  seemed  to 
move  so  slow.  First  he  took  a  nearer  riew  of  the 
ciiild  with  three  heads,  and  thought  what  a  comfort 
it  must  have  been  to  its  parents.  Then  he  looked 
up  a  long  tclcBcope  which  was  pointed  Out  of  the 


1  skeleton  in  a  glass  case,  labelled,  'Skele- 
ton of  a  gentleman — Prepared  by  Mr.  Mooney,' — 
which  made  him  hope  that  Mr.  Mooney  might  not 
be  in  the  habit  of  preparing  gentlemen  that  way 
without  their  own  consent.  A  hundred  times,  at 
least,  he  looked  into  the  pot  where  they  were  boiling 


the  philosopher's  stone  down  to  the  proper  consist- 
ency, and  wondered  whether  it  vraa  nearly  done, 
'When  it  is,'  thinks  Tom,  'I'll  send  out  for  six- 
penn'orth  of  sprats,  and  turn  'em  into  gold  fish 
for  a.  first  experiment.'  Besides  which,  he  made 
up  his  mmd,  gentlemen,  to  have  a  country-house 
and  a  parlt ;  and  to  phuit  a  hit  of  it  with  a  double 
row  of  gas-lamps  a  mile  long,  and  go  out  every 
night  with  a  French-polished  mahogany  ladder,  and 
two  servants  in  livery  behind  him,  to  light  'em  for 

"  At  length  and  at  last,  the  old  gentleman's  legs 
appeared  upon  the  steps  leading  through  the  roof, 
and  he  came  slowly  down ;  brining  along  with 
him  the  gifted  Mooncy.  This  Mooney,  gentlemen, 
was  even  more  scientific  in  appearance  than  his 
friend;  and  had,  as  Tom  often  declared  upon  his 
word  and  honor,  the  dirtiest  face  we  can  posMbly 
know  of,  in  tins  imperfect  state  of  eiistenoe. 

"  Gentlemen,  you  are  all  aware  that  if  a  scientific 
man  isn't  absent  in  his  mind,  he's  of  no  good  at  alL 
Mr.  Mooney  was  so  absent,  that  when  the  old  gen- 
tleman said  to  him,  'shake  hands  with  Mr.  Grig,' 
he  put  out  his  leg.  'Here's  a  mind,  Mr.  Grig!' 
cries  the  old  gentleman  in  a  rapture.  'Here's 
philosopliy!  Here's  rumination!  Don't  disturb 
him,'  he  says,  'for  this  is  amazing!' 

"  Tom  had  no  wish  to  disturb  him,  haring 
nothing  particular  to  say ;  but  he  was  so  uncom- 
monly amazing,  that  the  old  gentleman  got  impa- 
tient, and  determined  to  give  him  an  electric  shock 
to  bring  him  to — '  for  you  must  know,  Mr.  Grig,' 
he  says,  '  that  we  always  keep  a  strongly  charged 
battery,  ready  for  that  purpose.'  These  means 
being  resorted  to,  gentlemen,  the  gifted  Mooney 
revived  with  a  loud  roar,  and  he  no  sooner  came 
to  himself,  than  both  he  and  the  old  gentleman 
looked  at  Tom  with  compassion,  and  shed  tears 
abundantly.  < 

"  'My  dear  ftiend,'says  the  old  gentleman  to  the 
Gifted,  'prepare  him.' 

"  '  I  say,'  cries  Tom,  falling  back,  '  none  of  that, 
you  know.  No  preparing  by  Mr.  Mooney,  if  you 
plea-   ' 


— Icaj 

"The  Gifted  mustered  up  his  voice,  after  many 
efl'orts,  and  informed  Tom  that  hia  nativity  had 
been  carefully  cast,  and  he  would  expire  at  exactly 
thirty-five  minutes,  twenty-seven  seconds,  and  five- 
NEtbs  of  a  second,  past  nine  o'clock,  a.  u.,  on  that 
day  two  months. 

"Gentlemen,  I  leave  you  to  jndge  what  were 
Tom's  feelmgs  at  this  announcement,  on  the  eve  of 
matrimony  and  endless  riches.  '  I  think,'  he  says 
in  a  trcmbhng  way,  'there  must  be  a  mistake  in 
the  working  of  that  sum.  Will  you  do  me  the  fa- 
vor to  cast  it  up  agdn  ?' — '  There  is  no  mistake,'  re- 
plies the  old  gentleman,  '  it  is  confirmed  by  Francis 
Moore,  Physician.  Here  ia  the  prediction  for  to- 
morrow two  months.'  And  he  showed  him  the 
page,  where  sure  enough  were  these  words — '  The 
decease  of  a  great  person  may  be  looked  for,  about 


this  tl 


Which,'  says  the  old  gentlemai 

Mr.  Grig.' 

Too  clearly,'  cries  Tom,  sinking 
and  giving  one  hand  to  the  old  genueman,    i 
one  to  the  Gifted.     '  The  orb  of  day  has  set 
Thomas  Grig  for  ever!' 


is  clearly 
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"  At  this  affecting  remark,  the  GHfted  shed  tears 
agaia,  and  the  other  two  mingled  their  tears  with 
his,  in  a  tiod — if  I  may  use  the  eipreseion — of 
Hooney  Bnil  Co.'s  entire.  But  the  old  gentleman 
recoTering  firflt,  observed  that  this  was  Only  a  rea- 
son foF  hastening  the  marriage,  in  order  that  Tom's 
distinguished  race  might  be  tmnamittcd  to  posterity ; 
and  requesdng  the  Gifted  to  console  Mr.  Grig  during 
his  temporary  absence,  he  withdrew  to  settle  the 
preliminaries  with  bis  niece  immediately. 

"And  now,  gentlemen,  a  rery  extraordinary  and 
remarkable  occurrence  took  place ;  for  as  Tom  sat 
in  a  melancholy  way  in  one  chair,  and  the  Gifted 
sat  in  a  melancholy  way  in  another,  a,  couple  of 
doors  were  thrown  violently  open,  the  two  young 
ladies  rushed  in,  and  one  knelt  down  in  a  loving  at- 
titude at  Tom's  feet,  and  the  other  at  the  Gifted's. 
So  far,  perhaps,  as  Tom  was  eoncprned™aS  he  uaed 
to  say — you  will  say  there  was  nothing  strange  in 
this;  but  you  will  be  of  a  different  opinion  when 
you  understand  that  Tom's  yoang  lady  was  kneeling 
to  the  Gifted,  and  the  Gifted's  young  lady  was 
kneehng  to  Tom. 

'"  Halloa  1  stop  a  minute!'  cries  Tom;  'here's 
a  mistake.  I  need  condoUng  with  by  sympathizing 
woman,  under  my  afUieting  circumstances  ;  but 
we're  out  in  the  figure.   Change  partners,  Mooney.' 

"'Monster!'  cries  Tom's  young  lady,  clinging  to 
the  Gifted. 

"'Miss  I'  says  Tom.      'Is  (Aa(  your  manners  ?' 

"  'I  abjure  theel'  cries  Tom's  young  lady.  'I 
renounce  thee.  I  never  will  be  thine.  Thou,'  she 
says  to  the  Gifted,  'art  the  object  of  my  first  and 
all-engrossing  passion.  Wrapt  in  thy  sublime 
visions,  thou  hast  not  perceived  my  love ;  but, 
driven  to  despair,  I  now  shake  off  the  woman,  and 
avow  it.  Oh,  cruel,  cruel  man!'  With  which  re- 
proach, she  laid  her  head  upon  the  Gifted's  breast, 
and  put  her  arms  about  him  in  the  tendereat  man- 
ner possible,  gentlemen. 

"  '  And  1,'  says  the  other  yqung  lady,  in  a  sort  of 
ecstasy  that  made   Tom  start, — '  I  hereby  abji 
my  chosen  husband  loo.    Hear  me,  Gobhn!' — t 
ifas  10  the  Gifted—'  Hear  mel  I  hold  thee  in  the 
deepest  detestation.     The  maddening  intervien 
this  one  night  has  filled  my  soul  with  love — but 
for  thee.     It  is  for  thee,  for  thee,  young  man,'  she 
cries  to  Tom.     "Ah  Monk  Lewis  finely  observes, 
Thomas,  Thomas,  I  am  fhine     Thomas,  Thomas, 
thou  art  mine      thme  for  eier,    mine   for   ever!' 
With  which  word',  "he  became  lery  tender  Uke- 

"Tom  and  the  Gifted  gentlemen  as  you  may 
believe,  looked  at  ca  h  other  in  a  very  awkward 
mannoF,  and  with  thoughts  not  at  all  compliment' 
ary  to  the  two  young  ladies  As  to  the  Giited, 
I  have  heard  Tom  say  often,  that  he  was  certain  he 
was  in  a  fit,  and  had  it  inwardly. 

" '  Speak  to  me !  oh,  apeak  to  me !'  cries  Tom'f 
young  lady  to  the  Gifted. 

"'I  don't  want  to  speak  to  anybody,' he  says, 
finding  his  voice  at  last,  and  trying  to  push  tier 
away.  'I  think  I  had  better  go.  I'm — I'm  fright- 
ened,' be  says,  looking  about  as  if  he  had  lost  some- 

"  ■  Not  one  look  of  love  !'  she  cries.  '  Hear  me, 
while  I  declare-—' 

"  'I  don't  know  how  to  look  a  look  of  love,'  he 
says,  all  in  a  maze.  '  Don't  declare  any  thing.  I 
don't  want  to  hear  anybody.' 

"  '  That's  right !'  cries  the  old  gentleman  (who 


!  had  been  listening).     '  That's  right !     Don't 
hear  her.     Emma  shall  marry  you  to-morrow,  my 
friend,  whether  she  likes  it  or  not,  and  «Ae  shall 
ry  Mr.  Grig.' 

Gentlemen,  these  words  were  no  sooner  out  of 
_  .  mouth,  than  Galileo  Isaac  Newton  Flamatead 
(who  it  seenis  had  been  listening  too)  darts  in,  and 
spinning  round  and  round,  hke  a  young  raant's  top, 
cries,  'Let  her.  Let  her.  I'm  fierce;  fm  furious. 
I  give  her  leave.  Til  never  marry  anybody  after 
this — never.  It  isn't  safe.  She  is  the  falsest  of  the 
jalse,'  he  cries,  tearing  his  bair  and  gnashing  his 
eeth  1  '  and  Fli  live  and  die  a  bachelor,' 

"'The  littio  boy,' observed  the  Gifted  gravely, 
albeit  of  tender  years,  has  spoken  wisdom.  I  have 
been  led  to  the  contemplation  of  woman-kind,  and 
lot  adventure  on  the  troubled  waters  of  matri- 

What!' says  the  old  gentleman,  'not  marry  my 
daughter  I  Won't  you,  Mooney  ?  Not  if  I  make 
bert     Won't  you?     Won't  you?' 

"' No,' says  Mooney,  'Iwon'l.  Andifanybody 
asks  me  any  more,  I'll  run  away,  and  never  come 
back  again.' 

"  '  Mr.  Grig,'  says  the  old  gentleman,  '  the  stars 
must  be  obeyed.  You  have  not  changed  your 
mind  because  of  a  little  giriisb  folly  —  eh,  Mr. 
Grig?' 

"  Tom,  gentlemen,  bad  had  bis  eyes  about  him, 
and  was  pretty  sure  that  all  this  was  a  device  and 
trick  of  the  waiting-maid,  to  put  him  off  bis  incli- 
nation. He  had  seen  her  hiding  and  skipping  about 
the  two  doors,  and  had  observed  that  a  very  little 
whispering  from  her  pacified  the  Salamander  direct- 
ly. 'So,'  thinks  Tom,  'this  is  a  plot — but  it  won't 
fit.' 

"  'Eh,  Mr,  Grig?'  says  the  old  gentleman. 

"  '  Wtiy,  sir,'  says  Tom,  pointmg  to  the  cmdblc, 
'  if  the  soup's  nearly  ready — ' 

"'Another  hour  beholds  the  consummation  of 
our  labors,'  returned  the  old  gentleman. 

" '  Very  good,'  says  Tom,  with  a  mournful  air. 
'  It's  only  for  two  months,  but  I  may  as  well  be  the 
richest  man  in  the  world  even  for  that  time.  I'm 
not  particular.     Til  take  her,  sir.     I'll  take  her.' 

"The  old  gentleman  was  in  a  rapture  to  find  Tom 
still  in  the  same  mind,  and  drawing  the  young  lady 
towards  him  by  little  and  little,  was  joining  their 
hands  by  main  force,  when  all  of  a  sudden,  gentle- 
men, the  crucible  blows  up  with  a  great  crash ; 
everybody  screams ;  the  room  is  filled  with  smoke ; 
and  Tom,  not  knowing  what  may  happen  next, 
throws  himself  into  a  fency  attitude,  and  says, 
'  Come  on,  if  you  are  a  man !'  without  addressing 
himself  to  anybody  in  particular. 

"  '  The  labors  of  fifteen  years  I'  says  the  old  gen- 
man,  clasping  his  bands  and  looking  down  upon 
the  Gifted,  who  was  saving  the  pieces,  'are  destroy- 
ed ui  an  instant !' — And  I  am  told,  gentlemen,  by- 
the-bye,  that  this  same  philosoiJier's  stone  would 
have  been  discovered  a  hundred  times  at  least,  to 
speak  within  bounds,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  one  unfor- 
tunate circumstance  that  the  apparatus  always 
blows  up,  when  it's  on  the  very  point  of  succeeding. 

"  Tom  turns  pale  when  he  bears  the  old  gentle- 
man espressing  himself  to  this  unpleasant  effect, 
and  stammers  out  that  if  it's  quite  agreeable  to  all 
patties,  he  would  like  to  know  exactly  what  has 
happened,  and  what  change  has  really  taken  place 
in  the  prospects  of  that  company, 

"  •  We  have  lailed  for  the  present,  Mr.  Grig,'  says 
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the  old  gentlemftn,  wiping  his  forehead,  '  and  I  re- 
gret it  the  more,  becaase  I  hare  in  feet  invested 
mj  niece's  five  thousand  pounds  in  this  glorious 
speculation.  But  don't  bo  cast  down,'  he  says, 
aniioualj — '  in  another  fifteen  years,  Mr.  Grig — ' 

"  Oh !'  cries  Tom,  letting  the  young  ladj's  hand 
fall.     'Were  the  stars  very  positive   about  this 

"  '  They  were,'  says  the  old  gentleman, 

'"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,'  Tom  makes  answer, 

"'Nowhat?'  cries  the  old  gentleman. 

'"Go,  sir,' says  Tom  fiercely.  'I  forbid  the 
banus.'  And  with  these  words — which  are  the 
Tery  words  he  used — he  eat  himself  down  in  a 
chair,  and,  laymg  hia  head  upon  the  table,  thought 
■with  a  secret  grief  of  what  was  to  come  to  pass  on 
that  day  two  months. 

"  Tom  always  said,  gentlemen,  that  that  waiting- 
maid  was  the  artfuUcst  minx  he  had  ever  seen; 
and  he  lell  it  in  writing  in  this  country  when  be 
went  to  colonize  abroad,  that  he  was  certain  in  his 
own  mind  she  and  the^Saiamander  had  blown  up 
the  philosopher's  stone  on  purpose,  and  to  cut  hlin 
out  of  his  property.  I  behere  Tom  was  in  the 
right,  gentlemen ;  but  whether  or  no,  she  comes 
forward  at  this  point,  and  says, '  May  I  speak,  sir?' 
and  the  old  gentleman  answering  'Yes,  you  may,' 
she  goes  on  to  say  that  'the  stars  are  no  doubt 
quite  right  in  every  respect,  but  Tom  is  not  the 
man.'  And  she  says,  'Don't  you  remember,  sir, 
that  when  the  clock  struck  five  this  afternoon,  you 
gave  Master  Galileo  a  cap  on  the  head  with  your 
telescope,  and  told  him  to  get  out  of  the  way  ?' 
'Yes  I  do,'  says  the  old  gentleman.  'Then,'  says 
the  waiting  maid,  '  I  say  he's  the  man,  and  the  pro- 
phecy is  fulfilled.'  The  old  gentleman  staggers  at 
this,  as  if  somebody  had  hit  him  a  blow  on  the 
chest,  and  cries,  '  He  !  why,  he's  a  boy  !'  Upon 
that,  gentlemen,  the  Salamander  cries  out  that  he'll 
be  twenty-one  nest  Lady-day  ;  and  complains  that 
his  iather  has  always  been  so  busy  with  the  sun 
round  which  the  earth  revolves,  that  he  baa  never 


taken  any  notice  of  the  son  that  revolves  round 
him  ;  ajid  that  he  hasn't  had  a  new  suit  of  clothes 
since  he  Was  fourteen ;  and  that  he  wasn't  even 
taken  out  of  nankeen  frocks  and  Irowscrs  till  be 
was  unpleasant  in  'em  ;  and  touches  on  a  good 
many  more  family  matters  to  the  same  purpose. 
To  make  short  of  a  long  story,  gentlemen,  they  all 
talk  together,  and  cry  together,  and  remind  the 
old  gentleman  that  as  to  the  noble  family,  his  own 
grandfether  would  have  been  a  lord  mayor  if  he 
hadn't  died  at  a  dinner  the  year  before ;  and  they 
show  him  by  all  kinds  of  ai^uments  that  if  the 
cousins  are  married,  the  prediction  comes  true 
every  way.  At  last,  the  old  gentleman,  being  quite 
convinced,  gives  in;  and  joins  their  hands;  and 
leaves  hia  daughter  to  marry  anybody  she  likes ; 
and  they  are  all  well  pleased ;  and  the  Gifted  as 
well  as  any  of  them. 

"  In  tlie  middle  of  Ibis  little  family  party,  gentle- 
men, sits  Tom  all  the  while,  as  miserable  as  you 
like.  But,  when  every  thing  else  is  arranged,  the 
old  gentleman's  daughter  Says,  that  their  strange 

disgust  the  lovers  he  had  chosen  for  'em,  and  will 
he  forgive  her?  and  if  he  will,  perhaps  he  might 
even  find  her  a  husband — and  when  she  says  that, 
she  looks  uncommon  hard  at  Tom.  Then  the  wait- 
ing maid  says  that,  oh  dear !  she  couldn't  abeai 
Mr,  Grig  should  think  she  wanted  him  to  marry 
her ;  and  that  she  had  even  gone  so  far  as  to  re- 
fuse the  last  laniplighler,  who  was  now  a  literary 
character  (having  set  up  as  a  bill-sticker ;)  and  that 
she  hoped  Mr.  Grig  would  not  suppose  she  was  on 
her  last  legs  by  any  means,  for  the  baker  was  very 
strong  in  his  attentions  at  that  moment,  and  as  to 
the  butcher,  he  was  frantic.  And  1  don't  know 
how  mach  more  she  might  have  said,  gentlemen 
(for,  as  you  know,  this  kind  of  yoang  women  are 
rare  ones  to  talk),  if  the  old  gentleman  hadn't  cut 
in  suddenly,  and  asked  Tom  if  he'd  have  her,  with 
ten  pounds  to  recompense  him  for  his  loss  of  time 
and  disappointment,  and  as  a  kind  of  bribe  to  keep 
the  story  secret. 
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"'It  don't  much  matter,  s[r,'  says  Tom,  'I  ^n't 
long  for  thle  world.  Eigiit  weeks  of  marriage, 
especially  with  this  yonng  nomao,  might  reconcile 
me  to  my  fate.  1  thinli,  be  says,  '  1  could  go  off' 
easy,  after  tliat.'  With  which,  he  embraces  her 
with  a  very  dismal '  iace,  and  groans  in  a  way  that 
might  move  a  heart  of  stone — even  of  philosopher's 


"Egad,'  saya  the  old  gentleman,  'that  reminds 
me — this  bnstle  put  it  out  of  my  head — there  was 
a  figure  wrong.  Hell  Ure  to  ft  green  old  age — 
eighty-seven  at  least!' 

"  '  How  much,  sir?'  cries  Tom. 

"  '  Eighty-seven  I'  says  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Without  another  word,  Tom  fliaga  himself  on 
the  old  gentleman's  neck:  throws  up  his  hat;  cuts 
a  caper;  defies  the  traltlng-maid ;  and  refers  her 
to  the  butcher. 

'■ '  You  won't  marry  her !'  says  the  old  gentleman, 
angrily. 

"'And  live  after  it!'  says  Tom.  'I'd  sooner 
marry  a  mermaid,  with  a  amall-tooth  uomb  and 
looking-glass.' 

" '  ^eo  take  the  consequences,'  says  the  other. 

"With  those  words — I  beg  your  kind  attention 
hero,  gentlemen,  for  it'sworto  your  notice — the  old 
gentleman  wetted  the  forelinpir  of  his  right  hand 
in  some  of  the  liquor  from  the  crucible  that  was 


spilt  on  the  floor,  and  drew  a  small  triangle  On 
Tom's  forehead.  The  room  swam  before  his  eyes, 
and  he  found  himself  in  the  watch-house." 

"  Found  himself  where  f"  cried  the  vice,  on  behalf 
of  the  company  generally. 

"In  the  watch-house,"  add  the  chairman.  "It 
was  late  at  night,  and  he  found  himself  in  the  very 
watch-house  from  which  he  had  been  let  out  that 
morning," 

"  Did  ho  go  home  ?   asked  the  vice. 

"  The  watch-house  people  rather  objected  to 
that,"  Eiud  the  churman ;  "  so  he  stopped  there 
that  night,  and  went  before  the  magistrate  in  the 
morning.  'Why,  you're  here  again,  are  youi'  says 
the  magistrate,  adding  insult  to  injury ;  '  well 
trouble  you  for  five  shilhngs  more,  if  you  can  con- 
veniently spare  the  money.'  Tom  told  him  he  had 
been  enchanted,  but  it  was  oFno  use.  He  told  the 
contractors  the  same,  but  they  wouldn't  believe 
him.  It  was  very  hard  upon  him,  gentlemen,  as  he 
often  said,  for  was  it  likely  he'd  go  and  invent  such 
a  tale  ?  They  shook  their  heads  and  told  him  he'd 
say  anjthiiig  but  his  prayers — as  indeed  he  would; 


THE    CAB-DRIVER    AND   THE    MAN    ABOtTT    TOWN. 


"  Cab  I"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Here  yoa  are,  sir,"  shouted  a  strange  specimen 
of  the  human  race,  in  a  sackcloth  coat,  and  apron 
of  the  same,  who  with  a  brass  label  and  number 
round  his  neck,  looked  as  if  he  wore  catalogued  in 
some  collection  of  rarities.  This  was  the  water- 
man. "  Here  you  are,  sir.  Now,  then,  fust  cab  !" 
And  the  fiist  cab  having  being  fetched  from  the 
public  house,  where  he  had  been  smoking  his  first 
pipe,  Mr,  Kckwick  and  his  portmanteau  were  thrown 
into'  the  vehicle. 

"Golden  Cross,"  siud  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Only  a  bob's  vorth,  Tommy," — cried  the  driver, 
sulkily,  for  the  information  of  hia  friend  the  water- 
man, as  the  cab  drove  off. 

"How  old  is  that  horse,  my  friend?"  inquired 
Mr.  Pickwick,  rubbing  bis  nose  wilh  the  shilling  he 
had  reserved  for  the  fare. 

"  Forty-two,"  replied    the   driver,   eyeing   hun 

"WhatI"  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick,  laying  his 
hand  upon  hia  note-book.  The  driver  reiterated 
his  former  statement.  Mr.  Pickwick  looked  very 
hard  at  the  man's  face,  but  bis  features  were  im- 
movable, so  he  noted  down  the  fact  forthwith. 

"And  how  long  do  you  keep  him  out  at  a  time?" 
inquired  Mr.  Pickwick,  searching  for  further  infor- 


and  out  came  the  note-book  agMn. 

"  He  Uvea  at  Pentonwil  when  he's  at  home,"  ob- 
served the  driver  coolly,  "  but  we  seldom  takes  him 
home  on  account  of  his  veakness." 

"  On  acccount  of  his  weakness ;"  reiterated  the 
perpleied  Mr.  Pickwick. 


"  He  always  fella  down,  when  he's  took  out  o'  the 
cab,"  contined  the  driver,  "  but  when  he's  in  it,  we 
bears  him  up  worry  tight,  and  takes  him  in  werry 
short,  so  as  he  can't  werry  well  fall  down,  and  we've 
got  a  pair  o'  precious  large  wheels  on;  so  ven  he 
dofs  move,  they  run  after  him,  and  he  must  go  on 
— he  can't  help  it." 

Mr.  Pickwick  entered  every  word  of  this  state- 
ment in  his  note-book,  with  the  view  of  communi- 
cating it  to  the  club,  as  a  wngular  instance  of  the 
tenacity  of  life  in  horses,  under  trying  circumstan- 
ces. The  entry  was  scarcely  comjSeted  when  they 
reached  the  Golden  Cross.  Down  jumped  the 
driver,  and  out  got  Mr.  Pickwick.  Mr.  Tupman!" 
Mr.  Snadgraas,  and  Mr.  Winkle,  who  had  been 
anxiously  waiting  the  arrival  of  their  illustrious 
leader,  crowded  to  welcome  him. 

"Here's  your  fare,"  SMd  Mr.  Pickwick,  holding 
out  the  shil^g  to  the  driver. 

What  was  the  learned  man's  astonishment,  when 
that  unaccountable  person  flung  the  money  on  the 
pavement,  and  requested  in  figurative  terms  to  be 
allowed  the  pleasure  of  fighting  him  (Mr.  Pickwick) 
for  the  amount  1 

"You  are  mad,"  said  Mr.  Snodgraas. 

"  Or  drunk,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

"Or  both,"  said  Mr.  Tupmnn. 

"  Come  on,"  said  the  cab-driver,  sparring  away 
like  clock-work.     "  Come  on — all  four  on  you." 

"Here's  a  larkl"  shouted  half  a  dozen  hackney 
coachmen.  "  Go  to  vork,  Sam," — and  they  crowd- 
ed with  great  glee  round  the  party. 

"  What's  Ihe  row,  Sara  ?"  inquired  one  gentle- 
man in  biack  calico  sleeves. 
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"  I  didn't  want  your  number,"  said  the  astonished 
Mr.  p!i;liwicli. 

"What  did  you  take  it  for,  then?"  inquired  the 
cabman. 

"I  didn't  take   it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  indig- 

"  Would  any  body  believe,"  continue  iJ  the  cab- 
driver,  appealing  to  the  crowd, — "  Would  any  body 
believe  as  an  informer  'ud  go  about  in  a  man's  cab, 
not  only  takin'  down  his  number,  but  ev'ry  word 
he  Bays  into  the  bargidn,"  (a  light  flashed  upon  Mr. 
Pickwick — it  was  the  not«-book.) 

"  Did  he,  though  V  inquired  another  cabman. 

"  Yes,  ^d  he,"  replied  the  first,  "  and  then,  arter 
aggerawatui'  me  to  assault  him,  gets  three  witness- 
es here  to  prove  it.  But  I'll  give  it  him,  if  I've  six 
months  for  it.  Come  on," — and  the  cabman  dash- 
ed his  hat  upon  the  ground,  with  a  reckless  disre- 
gard of  his  own  private  property,  and  knocked  Mr. 
Fickvick'a  spectacles  off,  and  followed  up  the  at- 
tack with  a  blow  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  nose,  and  an- 
other un  Mr.  Pickwick's  chest,  and  a  third  in  Mr. 
Snodgrass's  eye,  and  a  fourth,  by  way  of  variety, 
in  Mr.  Tupman's  waistcoat,  and  then  danced  into 
the  road,  and  then  back  agdn  to  the  pavement, 
and  finally  dashed  the  whole  temporary  supply  of 
breath  out  of  Mr.  Winkle's  body ;  and  all  in  half  a 
dozen  seconds. 

"Where's  an  officer?"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

"  Put  'em  under  the  pomp,"  suggested  a  hot  pie- 


"  You  shall  smart  for  this,"  gasped  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Informers,"  shouted  the  crowd. 

"  Come  OD,"  cried  the  cabman,  who  had  been 
sparring  without  cessation  the  whole  time. 

The  mob  had  hitherto  been  passive  spectators  of 
the  scene,  but  as  the.  intelligence  of  the  Pickwiek- 
ians  being  informers  was  spread  among  them,  they 
began  to  canvass  with  considerable  vivacity  the 
propriety  of  enforcing  the  heated  pastry-vender's 
proposition ;  and  there  is  no  saying  what  acts  of 
personal  aggression  they  might  have  committed, 
bad  not  the  affray  been  unexpectedly  terminated 
by  the  interposition  of  a  new  comer. 

"  What's  the  fun  ?"  eud  a  rather  tall,  thin  joung 
man,  in  a  green  coat,  emei^ng  suddenly  from  the 
coach  yard. 

"Informers!"  shouted  the  crowd. 

"We  are  not,"  roared  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  tone, 
which,  to  any  dispassionate  listener,  carried  convic- 

"Ain't  you,  though — ain't  you?"  said  the  young 
man,  appealing  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  making  his 
way  through  the  crowd,  by  the  infallible  process  of 
elbowing  the  countenances  of  its  compotient  mem- 

That  learned  man,  in  a  few  hurried  words,  ei- 
plained  the  real  state  of  the  cose. 

"  Come  along,  then,"  said  he  of  the  green  coat, 

lugging  Mr.  Pickwick  after  him  by  main  force,  and 

talking  the  whole  waj.      "  Here  No.  924,  take  JOuc 

fare,  nad  take  yourself  ofE — respectable  gentleman, 

— know  him  well — none  of  your 

non  insi — thisway.sir — where's 

your  friends  f— aQ  a  mistake,  I 

see — never  mind — accidents  will 

hippLU — best  regulated  families 

— never  say  die — down   upon 

jour  luck — pull  him  up — put  ^at 

hi    his    ripe— like   the   flavor^" 

d d   rascals."     And  wifli  a 

lengthened  string  of  wmilar  bro- 
ken sentences,  delivered  with 
ettriordmary  volubility,  the 
stranger  led  the  way  to  the  tra- 
vellers waiting  room,  whither  he 
was  closely  followed  bj  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  his  disciples. 

Here  waiter,"  shouted  the 
stranger,  ringing  the  bell  with 
tremendous  violence,  "  glasses 
round — brandy  and  water,  hot 
aud  strong,  and  sweet,  and  plenty 
— eye  damaged,  sir  ?  Waiter  ; 
raw  beef-steak  for  the  gentle- 
nan's  eye—nothing  like  raw  beef- 
steak for  a  bruise,  sir ;  cold  lamp- 
post very  good,  but  lamp-post  in- 
convenient— d d  cold  stand- 
ings in  the  open  street  half  an 
1  our,  with  your  eye  against  a 
lamp-post — eh, — very  good — ha  I 
ha  I"  And  the  stranger,  without 
stopping  to  take  breath,  swallow- 
ed at  a  draught  full  half  a  pint  of 
the  reeking  brandy  and  water, 
and  flung  himself  into  a  chair 
with  as  much  ease,  as  if  nothing 

While  bis  three  companions 
were  bualy  engaged  in  proffer- 
ug  their  (hanks  to  their  new 
acquaintance,       Mr.     Kckwick 
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had  leisure  t< 


1  appear- 


He  was  about  the  middle  heisht,  but  the  thinness 
of  bia  body,  and  the  length  of  bia  l^s,  gave  bim 
the  appearance  of  beii^;  much  taller.  The  green 
coat  had  been  a  smart  dreaa  garment  in  the  daya  of 
swallow-tails,  but  had  evidently  in  those  timea 
adorned  a  much  8hort«r  man  than  the  stranger,  for 
the  soiled  and  faded  sleeves  acarcelj  reached  to  his 
wriata.  It  was  buttoned  closely  up  to  hia  chin,  at 
tbe  imminent  hazard  of  splitting  the  back  ;  and  an 
old  stock,  without  a  reatige  of  ahirt  collar,  orna- 
mented hia  neck.  Hia  scanty  black  trouaera  dis- 
played here  and  there  those  shiny  patches  which 
bespeak  long  service,  and  were  strapped  very  tight- 
ly  over  a  pair  of  patched  and  mended  aboes,  aa  if 
to  conceal  the  dirty  white  stociiings,  which  were 
nevertheless  distinctly  visible.  His  long  black  hair 
escaped  in  negligent  waves  from  beneath  each  side  of 
his  old  janohed-np  bat ;  and  glimpses  of  hia  bare 
wrist  might  be  observed,  between  the  tops  of  his 
gloves  and  the  cntia  of  bis  coat  sleeves.  His  fkce 
was  thin  and  haggard ;  but  an  indescribable  ^r  of 
jaunty  impudence  and  perfect  self-possession  pcr- 
Taded  tho  whole  man. 

8uch  was  tbe  individual,  on  whom  Mr.  Pickwick 
gazed  through  his  spectacles  (which  he  had  fortu- 
nately recovered),  and  to  whom  be  proceeded, 
when  his  friends  had  eshauated  tbemBelves,  to  re- 
turn, in  chosen  terms,  bis  warmest  thanks  foe  his 


"  Never  mind,"  aaid  the  atranger,  cutting  the  ad- 
dreas  very  short,  "  said  enough,— no  more  ;  smart 
chap  that  cabman — handled  his  fives  well ;  but  if 
rd  been  year  fliend  in  the  green  jomray — damn 
me — punch  his  head, — 'cod  I  would, — pig's  whisper 
— pieman  too, — no  gammon." 

ThiB  coherent  speech  was  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  the  Bochester  coachman,  to  announce 
that  "  The  Commodore"  was  on  the  point  of  atnrting. 

"Commodore  !"said  the  stranger,  starting  up, 
"my  coach, — place  booked, — one  outside — leave 
you  to  pay  for  the  brandy  and  water, — want  change 
for  a  five, — bad  silver — Bruniuiagem  buttons — 
won't  do — no  go — eh  ?"  and  he  shook  his  head  most 
knowingly 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Mr.  Rckwick  and  his 
three  companions  had  resolved  to  make  Rocheater 
their  first  baiting  place  too  ;  and  having  intimated 
to  their  new-found  acquaintance  that  they  were 
journeying  to  the  same  city,  they  agreed  to  occupy 
the  seat  at  the  back  of  the  coach,  where  fhey  could 
all  sit  together. 

"  Dp  with  you,"  said  the  atranger,  aaaating  Mr. 
Hckwick  on  to  the  roof  with  ao  much  precipitation, 
as  to  impair  the  gravity  of  that  gentleman's  deport- 
ment very  materially. 

"  Any  luggage,  air  ?"  inquired  tbe  coachman. 

"Who — I?  Brown  paper  parcel  here,  lliat's  all 
—other   luggage   gone    by  water, — ^pacKng-casea, 

nailed  up — big  aa  houses — heavy,  heavy,  d d 

beavy."  repUed  the  stranger,  as  he  forced  into 
his  pocket  as  much  as  he  could  of  the  brown 
paper  parcel,  which  presented  most  auspicious  in- 
dications of  containing  one  shirt  and  a  handkerchief 

"  Heads,  heads,  take  care  of  your  heads,"  cried 
the  loquacious  stranger,  as  they  came  out  under 
the  low  archway,  which  in  those  days  formed  the 
entrance  to  the  coach  yard.  "  Terrible  place — 
dangerous  work — other  day — five  children — mother 
— tril  lady,  eatmg  sandwiches — forgot  the  arob — 


crash — knock — children  look  round — mother's  head 
otr — sandwich  in  her  hand — no  mouth  to  put  it  in — 
head  of  a  family  off — shocking,  shocking.  Looking 
at  Whitehall,  sir,— fine  place — little  window  — some- 
body else's  head  off  there,  eb,  air? — he  didn't  keep  a 
sharp  look-out  enough  either — eh,  sir,  eh  ?" 

"  I  was  ruminating,"  siud  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  on  the 

■ange  mutabiUty  oif  human  affidrs." 

"Ah!  I  see — in  at  the  palace  door  one  day,  out 

the  window  the  next.     Philosopher,  sir?" 

"  An  observer  of  human  nature,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Ih,  so  am  I.     Moat  people  are  when  they've 
little  to  do  and  less  to  get.    Poet,  sir  ?" 

"My  friend,  Mr.  Snodgrass  has  a  strong  poetic 
turn,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  So  have  I,"  BMd  the  stranger.  "  Epic  poem, — 
ten  thousand  lines — revolution  of  July — composed 
it  on  the  spot — Mars  by  day— Apollo  by  night, — 
bang  the  field-piece,  twang  the  lyre." 

"  You  were  present  at  that  glorious  scene,  sir?" 
said  Mr.  Snodgraaa. 

"Present!  think  I  waa ;  fired  a  musket,  fired 
with  an  idea, — rushed  into  a  wine  shop — wrote  it 
down— back  again— whiz,  bang — another  idea — 
wine  shop  again— pen  and  ink — back  again — cut 
and  slash — noble  time,  ar.  Sportsman,  sir  ?"  ab- 
ruptly turning  to  Mr.  Winkle. 

"A  httle,  rar,"  replied  that  gentleman. 

"Fine  pursuit,  sir, — fine  pursuit. — Dogs,  sir?" 

"  Not  just  now,"  aaid  Mr.  Winkle. 

"Ah!  you  should  keep  dogs— fine  animals — 
sagacioua  creatures — dog  of  my  own  once — Pointer 
— surprising  insdnct — out  shooting  one  day — enter- 
ing Inclosure — whistled — ^og  stopped — whistled 
agam — Ponto — no  go  "took  still^called  Lim — 
Ponto    Ponto— wouldu  t   move — do^  trin^hxed — 


staring  at  a  board — looked  up,  saw  an  inscription 
— 'Gamekeeper  has  orders  to  shoot  all  dogs  found 
in  this  Incloaurc' — wouldn't  paaa  it — wonderful  dog 
— valuable  dog  that — very." 
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e,  thftt,"  eaid  Mr.  Rekwick. 
"  Will  you  allow  me  (o  make  a  note  of  it'  ?" 

"  Certainly,  sip,  certainly— hundred  more  anec- 
dotes of  the  same  animal,— Fine  ^rl,  wr"  (to  Mr. 
Tracy  Tujiman,  who  had  been  bestowing  sundry 
anti-Pickwickian  glances  on  a  young  lady  by  the 
road  dde). 

"  Very  I"  said  Mr.  TupmaiL 

"English  girls  not  so  fine  as  Spanish — noble 
creatucea— jet  hair — black  eyes — lovely  forma — 
Bweet  creatures — beautiful." 

"You  have  been  in  Spun,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Tracy 
Tupman. 

"Lived  there — ages." 

"Many  conquests,  sir!"  inquired  Mr.  Topman. 

"Conquests!  Thousands.  Don  Bolaro  Fizzgig 
— Grandee — only  daughter  —  Donna  Christina — 
epleodid  creature— Jove d  me  to  distraction — -jealoua 
father — high-aouled  daughter — handsome  English- 
man—Donna Christina  in  despair — ^rusMC  acid — 
Btomach  pump  in  my  portmanteau — operation  per- 
formed—old Bolaro  in  ecstasies — consent  to  our 
union — jran  hands  and  floods  of  tears — romantic 

"  Is  the  lady  in  England  now,  sir  f"  inquired  Mr. 
Tupman,  on  whom  the  description  of  her  channs 
had  produced  a  powerful  impresdon. 

"  Dead,  sir — dead,"  said  the  stranger,  applying  to 
his  tight  eye  the  brief  remnant  of  a  very  old  cambric 
handfeerchiefl  "Never  recovered  the  stomach 
pump— undermined  constitution— fell  a  victim." 
-  "And  her  father?"  inquired  the  poetic  Snod- 
grasa. 

"Remorse  and  misery,"  replied  the  stranger. 
"Sudden  disappearance — talk  of  the  whole  city — 
searoh  made  everywhere — without  success — pubUc 
fountain  in  the  great  square  suddenly  ceased  pky- 
Ing- weeks  elapsed — still  a  stoppage — workmen 
employed  to  clean  it^-water  drawn  otf— father-in- 
law  discovered  sticking  head  first  in  the  main  pipe, 
with  a  full  confession  in  his  right  boot— took  him 
out,  and  tbe  foant^n  played  awav  again  as  well  as 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  note  that  RtUe  romance 
down,  air  ?"  siud  Mr.  Snodgrass,  deeply  affected. 

"Certainly,  sir,  certainly, — fifty  more,  if  you  like 
to  hear  'em — strange  life  mine — rather  curious  his- 
tory— not  extraordinary,  but  smgular." 


•Allliongh  we  find  this  circnmetance  recorded  8B  »"sl! 
gBiat"  one,  In  Mr.  Pickwick's  note-boofc,  wf  cannot  rsfral 
from  hnmblr  expressing  onr  dissent  from  that  learned  ai 
tboilty.  The  EtraDgei's  Bnecdote  la  not  one  quarter  so  woi 
deifnl  as  some  of  Mr.  Jesse's  "Gleanings."  Ponlo  sIdI 
Into  nn«r  laalgnlllcanee  tefore  the  dogs  »ho»  actions  1 


In  this  strain,  with  an  occasional  glass  of  ale,  by 
way  of  parenthesis,  when  the  coach  changed  horses, 
did  the  stranger  proceed,  until  they  reached  Ro- 
chester bridge,  by  which  time  the  note-books,  both 
of  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Snodgrass,  were  complete- 
ly filled  with  selections  from  his  adventures. 

"Magnilicent  ruin  1"  said  Mr.  Auguatns  Snod- 
grass, with  all  the  poeUc  fervor  that  distmguished 
him,  when  they  came  in  sight  of  the  fine  old  castle. 

"  What  a  study  for  an  antiquarian,"  were  the 
very  words  which  fell  from  Mr.  Rckwick's  mouth, 
as  ne  apphed  bis  telescope  to  hia  eye. 

"Ah!  fine  place,"  said  the  siranger,  "glorious 
pile— frowning  walls— tottering  arches — dark  nooks 
— crumbling^  staircases — old  cathedral  too — Earthly 
smell- pilgrims'  feet  worn  away  the  old  steps— little 
Saxon  doors — confessionals  Kke  money-takers'  box- 
es at  theatres — queer  customers,  those  monks — 
Popes,  and  Lord  Treasurers'  and  all  sorts  of  old 
fellows,  with  great  red  faces,  and  broken  noses, 
tummg  up  every  day— buff  jerkins  too— match- 
locks— sarcophagus — fine  place — old  legends  too — 
strange  stories :  oaintal ;"  and  the  stranger  contin- 
ued to  soliloquize  until  they  reached  the  Bu!l  Inn, 
in  the  High  Street,  where  rtie  coached  stopped. 

"Do  you  remain  here,  sir?"  inqiiited  Mr.  Natha- 
niel Winkle. 

"  Here— not  I-^hut  you'd  better — good  house — 
nice  beds — Wright's  next  house,  dear — very  dear-- 
halfa-crowninlhebili,  if  you  look  at  the  waller— 
charge  yon  more  if  you  dine  at  a  friend's  than  they 
would  if  you  dined  m  the  coffee  room— rum  fellows 

Mr.  Winkle  turned  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  mur- 
mured a  few  words;  a  whisper  passed  from  Mr. 
Pickwick  to  Mr.  Snodgrass,  from  Mr.  Snodgrass  to 
Mr.  Tupman,  and  nods  of  assent  were  exchanged. 
Mr.  Kctwick  addressed  the  stranger. 

"  You  rendered  us  a  very  important  service,  this 
morning,  sic,"  said  he  ;  "  will  you  aUow  us  lo  offer 
a  slight  mark  of  our  gratitude  by  beg^ng  the  favor 
of  your  company  at  dinner?" 

"Great  pleasure— not  presmne  to  dictate,  but 
broiled  fowl  and  mush  rooms— capital  thing !   What 


"Suit  me  eicellently,"  said  the  stranger,  " five 
precisely — till  then — care  of  yourselves ;"  and  lift- 
ing the  pinohed-up  hat  a  few  rachea  from  his  head, 
and  carelessly  rephioing  it  very  much  on  one  side, 
the  stranger,  with  half  the  brown  paper  parcel 
sticking  out  of  his  pocket,  walked  briskly  up  the 
yard,  and  turned  into  the  high  street. 
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Sau  haJ  solaced  himself  with  a  most  agreeable 
little  dinner,  and  was  waiting  at  the  bar  for  the 
glass  of  warm  mixture,  in  which  Mr.  Pickwick  had 
requested  him  to  drown  the  fatigues  of  his  morn- 
ing's walks,  when  a  young  hoy  of  about  three  feet 
high,  or  thereabouts,  in  a  hairy  cap  and  fustian 
overalls,  whose  garb  bespoke  a  laudable  ambition 
to  attain  in  ^me  the  elevation  of  an  hostler,  enter- , 


ed  the  passage  of  the  George  and  Vnlture,  and 
looked  first  up  the  stairs,  and  then  along  the  pas- 
sage, and  then  into  the  bar,  as  if  in  search  of  some- 
body to  whom  he  bore  a  commission;  whereupon 
the  barmaid,  conceiving  it  not  improbable  that  the 
said  commission  might  be  directed  to  the  tea  or 
table  spoons  of  the  establisbment,  accosted  the  boy 
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"  Now,  young  man,  what  do  you  want !"  ' 
"Is  there  anybody  here,  named  Sam?"  inquired 
the  youth,  in  a  loud  voice  of  trebie  quality. 

"What's   the  tother  name?"  aaid  Sam  Weller, 

"  How  should  1  know  t"  briskly  replied  the  young 
gentleman  below  the  hairy  cap. 

"You're  a  aharp  boy,  you  are,"  said  Mr.  WoUcr; 
"  only  I  wouldn't  show  that  wery  fine  edge  too 
much,  if  I  was  you,  in  case  any  body  took  it  off. 
What  do  you  mean  by  oomin'  to  a  hot-ol,  and  ask- 
ing aitei  Sam,  vith  bo  much  poUtcness  as  a  vild 


"What  old  genlm'n  f"  inquired  Sam,  with  deep 
disdain. 

"  Him  as  driyes  a  Ipswich  coach,  and  nsea  our 
parlor,"  rejoined  the  boy.  He  told  nie  yesterday 
monun'  to  come  to  the  George  in  Wulturthiaarter- 
noon,  and  ask  for  Sam." 

"Jt'g  my  father,  my  dear,"  sdd  Mr.  Weller, 
turning  with  an  eiplanatory  air  to  the  young  lady 
in  the  bar ;  blessed  if  I  think  he  hardly  knows  wot 
my  olher  name  is.  Tell,  young  broeklly  spront, 
wot  then?" 

"  Why  then,"  said  the  boy,  "  you  was  to  come  to 
him  at  MK  o'clock  to  our  'ouae,  'cos  he  wants  to  s*e 
you — Blue  Boar,  Leadcn'all  Markit.      Shall  I  say 

"You  ma^  wenture  on  that  'ere  fitate^ient,  sir," 
replied  Sam.  And  thus  empowered,  the  young 
gentleman  walked  away,  awakening  all  the  echoes 
in  George  Yard  as  he  did  so,  with  several  chaate 
andeitrenielycorrect  imitations  ofa  drover's  whistle, 
delivered  in  a  tone  of  peotiliar  richness  and  volume. 

Mr.  Weller,  having  obtained  leave  of  absence 
from  Mr.  Pickwick,  who,  in  his  then  state  of  ex- 
citement and  worry,  was  by  no  means  displeased  at 
bdng  left  alone,  set  forth  long  before  the  appointed 
hour;  and  having  plenty  of  time  at  bis  disposal, 
aauntered  down  as  far  as  the  Mansion  House,  where 
he  paused  and  contemplated,  with  a  face  of  great 
calmness  and  philosophy,  the  numerous  cads  and 
drivers  of  short  stages  who  assemble  near  that  fa- 
mous place  of  resort  to  the  great  terror  and  con- 
fusion of  the  old-lady  population  of  these  realms. 
Having  loitered  here,  for  half  an  hour  or  so,  Mr. 
WeUer  turned,  and  began  wending  his  way  towards 
Leadenhall  Market,  through  a  variety  of  bye  streets 
and  courts.  As  he  was  sauntering  away  his  spare 
time,  and  stopped  to  look  at  almost  every  object 
that  met  hia  gaze,  it  is  by  no  means  surprising  that 
Mr.  Weller  should  have  paused  before  a  small  sta- 
tioner's and  [>rint-BelIer'a  window ;  but  without  fur- 
ther explanation  it  does  appear  surprising  that  his 
eyes  should  have  no  sooner  rested  on  certiun  pic- 
tures which  were  exposed  for  sale  therein,  than  he 
gave  a  sudden  start,  smote  his  right  leg  with  great 
vehemence,  and  exclaimed  with  energy,  "  If  it 
hadn't  been  for  this,  I  should  ha'  forgot  idl  about  it, 
till  it  was  too  late  !" 

The  particular  picture  on  which  Sam  Weller's  eyes 
were  fixed,  as  he  said  this,  was  a  highly  colored  re- 
presentation of  a  couple  of  human  hearts  skewered 
together  with  an  arrow,  cooking  before  a  cheerful 
fire,  while  a  male  and  female  cannibal  in  modem 
attire,  the  gentleman  being  clad  in  a  blue  coat  and 
white  trowsers,  and  the  lady  in  a  deep  red  pelisse 
with  a  parasol  of  the  same,  were  approaching  the 
meal  with  hungry   eyes,   up  a  serpentioe  gravel 
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path  leading  thereunto.  A  decidedly  indelicate 
young  gentleman,  in  a  pair  of  wings  and  nothing 
else,  waa  depicted  as  superintending  the  cooking; 
a  representation  of  the  spire  of  the  church  in  Lang- 
ham  Place,  appeared  in  the  distance;  and  the 
whole  formed  a  "  valentine,"  of  which,  as  a  written 
inscription  in  the  window  testified,  there  was  a 
large  assortment  within,  which  the  shopkeeper 
pledged  himself  to  dispose  of  to  his  countrymen 
generally,  at  the  reduced  rate  of  one  and  ^xpeuoe 

"I  should  ha'  forgot  it;  I  should  certainly  ha.' 
forgot  iti"  said  Sam  ;  and  so  saying,  he  at  Once 
stepped  into  the  stationer's  shop,  and  requested  to 
be  served  with  a  sheet  of  the  best  ^l-edged  letter- 
paper,  and  a  hard-nibbed  pen  which  could  be  war- 
ranted not  to  splutter.  These  articles  having  been 
promptly  supplied,  he  walked  on  direct  towards 
Leadenhall  Market  at  a  good  round  pace,  very  dif- 
ferent from  his  recent  lingering  one.  Looking 
round  him,  he  there  beheld  a  sign-board  on  which 
the  painter's  art  had  dehneated  something  remote- 
ly resembling  a  cerulean  elephant  with  an  aquiliue 
nose  in  lieu  of  trunk.  Kightly  conjecturing  that 
this  waa  the  Blue  Boar  himself,  he  stepped  into  the 
house,  and  inquired  concerning  his  parent. 

"He  won't  be  here  this  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
or  more,"  aaid  the  young  lady  who  superintended 
the  domestic  arrangements  of  the  Blue  Boar. 

"Very  good,  my  dear,"  replied  Sam.  "Let  me 
have  nine  pen'orth  o'  brandy  and  water  lak%  and 
the  inkstand,  will  you,  miss  ?" 

The  brandy  and  water  luke  and  the  inkstand 
having  been  carried  into  the  Uttle  parlor,  and  the 
young  lady  having  carefully  fiattened  down  the 
coals  to  prevent  tlieir  blazing,  and  carried  away  the 
poker  to  preclude  the  posMhility  of  the  fire  being 
stirred,  without  the  full  privity  and  concurrence  of 
the  Blue  Boar  being  first  had  and  obtained,  Sam 
Weller  sathiraaelfdownin  a  bon  near  the  stove,  and 
pulled  out  the  sheet  of  gilt-edged  letter-paper,  and 
the  hard-nibbed  pen.  Then,  looking  carefnlly  at 
the  pen  to  aee  that  there  were  no  hairs  in  it,  and 
dusting  down  the  table,  so  that  there  might  be  no 
crumbs  of  bread  under  the  paper,  Sam  tucked  up 
the  cuO^  of  his  coat,  squared  bis  elbows,  and  com- 
posed himself  to  write. 

To  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  are  not  in  the  habit 
of  devotmg  themselves  practically  to  the  science  of 
penmanship,  writing  a  letter  is  no  very  easy  task,  it 
being  always  considered  necessary  in  such  cases  for 
the  writer  to  rechne  his  head  on  his  left  arm  so  as 
to  place  his  eyes  as  nearly  as  possible  on  a  levd 
with  the  paper,  and  while  glancing  sidewi 


letters  he  i 


constructmg. 


0  form  with  his 


ongue 


la^nary  characters  to  correspond.  These  n 
tions,  although  unquestionably  of  the  greatest  asast- 
ance  to  original  compo^tion,  retard  in  some  degree 
the  progress  of  the  writer,  and  Sam  had  uncon- 
sciously been  a  full  hour  and  a  half  writing  words 
in  small  text,  smearing  out  wrong  letters  with  hia 
little  finger,  and  putting  m  new  ones  which  requir- 
ed going  over  very  often  to  render  them  visible 
through  the  old  blots,  when  he  was  roused  by  the 
opening  of  the  door  and  the  entrance  of  his  parent. 

"  Veil,  Sammy,"  siud  the  father. 

"Veil,  my  Prooshan  Blue,"  responded  the  son, 
laying  down  his  pen.  "What's  the  last  bulletin 
about  mother-in-law  ?" 

"Mrs.  Teller  passed  a  wery  good  night,  but  ia 
uncommon  perwerse  and  unpleasant  this  mornln' — 
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rigned  upon  oath — 3.  Veller,  Esquire,  Senior. 
That's  the  last  vun  m  was  iasued,  Samm;,"  replied 
Mr.  Welier,  untying  his  shawl. 

"No  better  yetf"  iniiuired  Sam. 

"All  the  symptoms  Bggerawdled,"  replied  Mr. 
Welier,  shaking  Ms  head.  "But  wot'a  that  you're 
a  doin'  of — pursuit  of  knowledge  nuder  difficulties 
— eh,  Sammy?' 

'  I've  done  now,"  said  Sam  with  slight  embarrass- 
ment; "I're  been  a  writLo'." 

"So  I  see,"  replied  Mr.  Welier.  "Not  to  any 
Joung 'ooman,  I  hope,  Sammy." 

"  Why  it's  no  use  a  sayin'  it  dn't,"  replied  Sam. 
"  It's  a  walentine." 

"A  what  I"  eiclaimed  Mr.  Welier,  apparently 
horror-stricken  by  the  word. 

"A  waJentine,'  replied  Sam. 

"SajniTel,  SaroiTel!"  said  Mr.  Welier,  in  re- 
proachful accents,  "I  didn't  think  you'd  ha'  done 
It.  Artjir  the  wamin'  you've  had  o'  your  father's 
wicious  perpen^ties,  arter  all  I've  said  to  you  upon 
this  here  wery  subject ;  arter  actjwally  seein'  and 
bein'  in  the  company  o'  your  owu  mother-in-law, 
ticb  I  should  ha'  thought  was  a  moral  lesson  as  no 
man  could  ever  ha'  forgotten  to  his  dyin'  day !  I 
didn't  think  you'd  ha'  done  it,  Sammy,  I  didn't 
think  you'd  ha'  done  it."  These  reflections  were 
too  much  for  the  good  old  man.  He  rused  Sam's 
tumbler  to  his  lips,  and  drank  off  its  contents. 

"  Wot's  the  matter  now !"  said  Sam. 

"Never  mind,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Welier,  "it'll 
be  a  wery  agonizin'  trial  to  me  at  my  time  of  life, 
but  Vm  pretty  tough,  that's  vun  consolation,  as  the 
wery  old  turkey  remarked  ven  the  farmer  add  he 
wofl  afeerd  he  ^ould  be  obUged  to  kill  him,  for  the 
London  market." 

"  Wot'U  be  a  trial  ?"  inqaired  Sam. 

"To  see  you  married,  ^mmy — to  see  yoa  a  delu- 
ded wictim,  and  thinkin'  in  your  innocence  that  it's 
all  wery  capital,"  repUed  Mr.  Welier.  "  It's  a  dread- 
fill  trial  to  a  father's  feelin's,  that  'ere,  Sammy." 

"  Nonsense,"  s^d  Sam,  "  I  ain't  a  goin'  to  get 
married,  don't  yon  fret  yourself  about  that;  I  know 
you're  a  judge  o'  these  things.  Order  in  your  pipe, 
and  111  read  you  the  letter — tbere." 

We  cannot  distinctly  say  whether  it  was  the  pros- 
pect of  the  iHpe,  or  the  consolatory  reflection  that 
a  &tat  disposition  to  get  married  ran  in  the  family 
and  couldn't  be  helped,  which  calmed  Mr.  Weller's 
filings,  and  caused  his  grief  to  sub«de.  We 
should  be  rather  disposed  to  say  that  the  result  was 
attained  by  Gombining  the  two  sources  of  consola- 
tion, for  he  repeated  the  second  in  a  low  tone, 
very  frequently;  ringing  the  bell  meantime,  to 
order  in  the  first.  He  then  dirested  himself 
of  bis  upper  coat;  and  lighting  the  pipe  and 
placing  himself  in  front  of  the  fire  with  his  back  to- 
wards it,  so  that  he  could  feel  its  full  heat,  and  re- 
cline against  the  mantel-piece  at  the  same  time, 
turned  towards  Sam,  and,  with  a  countenance 
greatly  mollified  by  the  softening  infinence  of  to- 
bacco, requested  him  to  "fire  away." 

Sam  dipped  his  pen  into  the  ink  to  be  ready  for 
any  corrections,  and  began  with  a  very  theatrical 

"  '  Lovely .' " 

"Stop,"  sidd  Mr.  Welier,  ringing  the  bell.  "A 
double  glass  o'  the  inwariable,  my  dear." 

"Very  well,  sir,"  replied  the  girl;  who  with 
great  quickness  appeared,  vanished,  returned,  and 
disappeared. 


"They  SI 


.0  know  your  ways  here,"  observed 


"Yes," replied  the  father,  "I've  been  here  be- 
fore, in  my  time.     Go  on,  Sammy." 

"  'Lovely  creetur,'"  repeated  Sam, 

"  'Tain't  in  poetry,  is  it  ?"  interposed  the  father. 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Sam. 

"  Wery  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Mr.  Welier.  "  Poet- 
ry's unnat'ral ;  no  man  ever  talked  in  poetry  'cept 
a  beadle  on  bosin'  day,  or  Warren's  blaekin',  or 
Rowland's  oil,  Or  some  o'  them  low  fellows ;  never 
you  let  yourself  down  to  talk  poetry,  my  boy. 
Begin  again,  Sammy." 

Mr.  Welier  resumed  his  pipe  with  critical  solem- 
nity, and  Sara  once  more  commenced,  and  read  as 
follows. 

"  '  Lovely  creetur  i  feel  myself  a  damned" — ,' 

"  That  ain't  proper,"  said  Mr.  Wcller,  taking  his 
pipe  from  his  moudi. 

"No;  it  ain't  damned,"  observed  Sam,  holding 
the  letter  up  to  the  light,  "  it's  '  shamed,'  there's  a 
blot  there — '  I  feel  myself  ashamed.' " 

"  Wery  good,"  said  Mr.  Welier.     "  Go  on." 

"'Feel  myself  ashamed,  and  completely  cir — ' 
I  forget  wot  this  here  word  is,"  said  Sam,  scratch- 
ing his  head  with  the  pen,  in  vain  attempts  to  re- 
member. 

"  Why  don't  you  look  at  it,  then  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Welier. 

"So  InmaiooWn' at  it,"  replied  Sam,  "but  there's 
another  blot ;  here's  a  ' c,' and  a  'i,' and  a 'd.' " 

"  Circumwented,  p'raps,"  suggested  Mr.  Welier. 

"No,  it  ain't  that,"  said  Sam,  "circumscribed, 
that's  it," 

"  That  ain't  as  good  a  word  as 
Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Welier,  gravely. 

"Think  not?"  said  Sam. 

"Nothin'  like  it,"  replied  his  father. 

"But  don't  you  think  it  means  more ?"  in. 

"Veil,  p'raps  it  is  a  more  tenderer  word. 
Mr,  Welier,  after  a  few  moments'  reSection. 
on,  Sammy." 

"' Feel  myself  ashamed  and  completely  ci 
scribed  in  a  dresein'  of  you,  for  you  are  a  nic 
and  nothin'  but  it.'  " 

"  That's  a  wery  pretty  sentiment,"  said  the  elder 
Mr.  Welier,  removing  his  pipe  to  make  way  for  the 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is  rayther  good,"  observed  Sam, 
highly  flattered. 

"Wotllikein  that'ere  style  of  writin',"  said  the 
elder  Mr.  Welier,  "is,  that  there  ain't  no  callin' 
names  in  it, — no  Wenuses,  nor  nothin'  o'  that  kind ; 
wot's  the  good  o'  callin'  a  young  'ooman  a  Wenus 
or  a  angel,  Sammy  f" 

"Ahl  what,  indeed!"  replied  Sam. 

"You  might  jist  as  veil  call  her  a  grifRn,  or  a 
unicorn,  or  a  king's  arms  at  once,  which  is  wery 
veil  known  to  be  a  col-lection  o'  fabulous  animals," 
added  Mr.  Welier. 


:e  gal, 


well" 


n  n  y     sa  d  Mr  W  eller 
Sam  compl  el  w  th  the  rcq  est  and  p  oi 
s  follows  ;  h  s  fath  r  en  t    mng  to  sn  ok 


nixed   express  o 


of    1 


n  > 


which  was  part   ularlyct 

" '  Afore   I  s  e   J  ou  I    bought   all  n  omen  n  as 

"  So  they  are    observed  the  elde  M    1\  eller 
parenthetically. 
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"'But  nowi'continned  Sam,  'now  I  find  what  a 
reglai  aoft-headed,  ink-redlous  turnip  I  must  ha' 
beeD,  for  there  idn't  nobody  Uke  jou  though  I  hke 
you  better  than  nothin'  at  all-'  I  thought  it  beat 
to  make  that  rayther  strong,"  said  Sam,  lopking  up. 

Mr.  Wellcr  DOdded  approvingly,  and  Sam  re- 
aumed : 

"  ■  So  I  take  the  priiiUdgp  of  the  day,  Mary,  my 
dear— as  the  gen'lem'n  in  difficulties  did,  ven  be 
valked  out  of  a  Sunday,— to  tell  you  that  the  first 
and  only  time  I  see  you  your  likeness  was  took  on 
my  hart  hi  much  quicker  time  and  brighter  colors 
than  ever  a  likeness  was  took  by  the  profeel  ma- 
cheen  {wich  p'raps  you  may  haveheerdon  Mary  my 
dear)  altho  it  does  finish  a  portrdt  and  put  the  &ame 
and  glass  on  complete  with  a  hook  at  the  end  to 
hang  it  up  by  and  all  in  two  minutes  and  a  quar- 

"  I  am  afeerd  that  werges  on  the  poetical,  Sam- 
my," said  Mr.  Weller,  dubiously. 

"No  it  don't,"  replied  Sam,  reading  OQ  very 
quickly,  to  avoid  conleating  the  point. 

" '  Eiccpt  of  me,  Mary  my  dear,  as  your  walen- 
tine,  and  think  over  what  Tve  said.— My  dear  Mary 
I  will  now  conclude.'    That's  all,"  siud  Sam. 

"That's  rayther  a  sudden  pull  up,  lun't  it,  Sam- 
my V  inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

"  Not  a  bit  on  it,"  said  Sam ;  "  she'll  visb  there 
wofl    more,   and  that's    the    great    art   o'  lette 

"WeU,"Baid  Mr.  Weller,  "there's  somethin'  ii 


that ;  and  I  wish  your  mother-in-law  ud  only  con- 
duet  her  conwersaiion  on  the  same  gen-teel  pnnci- 
Aic't  youagoin' toeigait?" 
■That's  the  difficulty," said  Sam ;  "  I  don  t  know 
what  to  sign  it."  .  . 

"  Sign  it— Veller,"  said  the  oldest  sutvivmg  pro- 
prietor of  that  name.  _ 

"Won't  do,"  said  Sam.     "  Neyer  sign  awalen- 

'"  Sgn  it  '  PickTick,'  then,"   said  Mr.  Weller ; 
.t'fl  a  wery   good  name,   and  an  easy  one  to 

"The  wery  thhig,"  said  Sam.  "I  (okM  end  with 
a  werse ;  what  do  you  thhik  ?" 

"  I  don't  like  it,  Sam,"  rejomed  Mr.  Woller.  "  I 
never  know'd  a  respectable  coachman  as  wrote 
poetry,  'oept  one,  aa  made  an  affectin'  copy  o' 
worses  the  night  afore  he  wos  hung  for  a  highway 
robbery;  and  he  wos  only  a  CamberveU  man,  so 


n  that's 


Jut  &im  was  not  to  be  dissuaded  from  the  poet- 
ical idea  that  had  occurred  to  him,  so  he  agned  the 
letter— 

"Tour  love-Bick 
Pickwick."  _    ■ 

And  having  folded  it,  in  a  very  intricate  manner, 
squeezed  a  dowu-hi!l  direction  in  one  corner :  To 
Mary,  Housemiud,  at  Mr.  Nupkina'fl  Mayor's,  Ips- 
wich, Suffolk ;"  and  put  into  his  pocket,  wafeted, 
and  ready  tor  the  General  Post. 
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All  places  haye  their  peculiarities ;  now  that  of 
Dalton  was  discourse— that  epeoieB  of  diBcouree, 
which  Johnaou's  Dictionary  entitles  "  conversation 
on  whatever  does  not  concern  ourselTes."  Everj- 
body  Itnew  what  everybody  did,  and  a  little  more. 
Eatings,  driiiliings,  wakings,  sleepiiiga,  walkings, 
talkings,  sayings,  doings — all  were  for  tie  good  of 
the  public  ;  there  was  not  auch  a  thing  as  a  secret 
in  the  town. 

There  was  n  story  of  Mra.  Mary  Smith,  au  ancient 
dame  who  lived  an  an  annuity,  and  tioaated  the 
gentility  of  a,  back  and  front  parior,  that  ahe  once 
aaked  a  few  friends  to  dinner.  The  usual  heavy 
antecedent  half-hour  really  pasaed  quile  pleasantly  ; 
for  Mra.  Mary's  windows  overlooked  the  market- 
place, and  not  a  scrag  of  mutton  could  leave  it  un- 
observed; ao  that  the  extravagance  or  the  mean- 
nesa  of  the  various  buyers  fumiabed  a  copious 
theme  for  dialogue.  Still,  in  spite  of  Mr.  A.'s  pair 
of  fowls,  and  Mrs.  E.'s  round  of  heei;  the  time  seem- 
ed long,  and  the  guests  found  hunger  growing  more 
potent  than  curiosity.  They  wuted  and  waited; 
at  length  the  fatal  discover;  took  place — that  in 
the  hurry  of  observing  her  neighbor's  dinners,  Mra. 
Smith  had  forgotten  to  order  her  own. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  March  that  an  event  hap- 
pened which  put  the  whole  town  in  a  commotion — 
the  arrival  of  a  stranger,  who  took  np  his  abode  at 
the  White  Hart;  not  that  there  was  any  thing  re- 
markable about  the  stranger  ;  he  was  a  plain,  mid- 
dle-aged, respectable-looking  man,  aoil  the  nicest 
scrutiny  {and  heaven  knows  bow  narrowly  he  was 
watched)  failed  to  discover  any  thing  odd  about 
him.  It  was  ascertained  that  ho  rose  at  eight, 
breakfasted  at  nine,  ate  two  egga  and  a  piece  of 
broiled  bacon,  sat  in  his  room  at  the  window,  read 
a  little,  wrote  a  tittle,  and  looked  out  upon  the  road 
a  good  deal ;  he  then  strolled  out,  cetumed  home, 
dined  at  five,  smoked  two  cigars,  read  the  morning 


Herald  (for  the  post  came  in  of  an  evening),  and 
went  to  bed  at  ten.  Nothing  could  be  more  regular 
or  unexceptionable  than  his  habits;  still  it  was 
most  citraordinary  what  could  have  brought  him 
to  Dalton.  There  were  no  chalybeate  springs, 
warranted  to  cure  every  disease  under  the  sun  ;  no 
ruins  in  the  neighborhood,  left  eipressly  for  anti- 
quarians and  pie-nic  partiea  ;  no  fine  prospects, 
which,  like  mueio)  people  make  it  matter  of  con- 
science to  admire  ;  no  celebrated  person  had  ever 
been  born  or  buried  in  its  environs  ;  there  were  no 
racea,  DO  assizes — in  short,  there  was  "no  nothing." 
It  was  not  even  aummer;  so  countrv  air  and  fine 
weather  were  not  the  inducementa.  The  stranger's 
name  was  Mr.  Williams,  but  that  was  the  extent  of 
their  knowledge ;  and,  shy  and  silent,  there  seemed. 
no  probability  of  learning  any  thing  more  from 
himseli  Conjecture,  Uke  Shakspere,  "  exhausted 
worlds,  and  then  imagined  new."  Some  supposed  he 
was  hiding  from  his  creditors,  others  that  he  had 
committed  forgery;  one  suggested  that  he  had  es- 
caped from  a  mad-house,  a  second  that  he  had  kill- 
ed some  one  in  a  duel;  but  all  agreed  that  he  came 
there  for  no  good. 

Itwas  the  twenty-third  of  March,  when  a  triad  of 
gossips  were  assembled  at  their  temple,  the  post- 
office.  The  afffurs  of  Dalton  and  the  nation  were 
settled  together;  newspapers  were  slipped  from 
their  covers,  and  not  an  epistle  but  yielded  a  por- 
tion of  its  contents.  But  on  this  night  all  attention 
was  concentrated  upon  one,  directed  to  "  John 
Williams,  Esq.,  at  the  White  Hart,  Dalton."  Eager- 
ly was  it  compressed  in  the  long  fingers  of  Mrs. 
Mary  Smith  of  dinnerleas  memory  ;  the  fat  landlady 
of  the  White  Hart  wna  on  lip-toe  to  peep,  while  the 
poat-miatress,  whose  curiosity  took  a  semblance  of 
official  dignity,  r^aed  a  warnmg  hand  agaiust  any 
act  of  violence.  The  paper  was  closely  fold- 
Qd  closely  written  in  a  cramped  and  illegible 
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hand ;  suddenly  Mrg^  Mary  Smith's  loot  grew  more 
intent — she  had  succeeded  in  deciphering  a  sen- 
tence ;  the  letter  dropped  from  her  hand.  "  Oh, 
the  monster  1"  shrieked  the  horrified  peeper.  Lftiid- 
lady  and  post-mistress  both  snatcfacd  at  the  terri- 
ble scroll,  and  they  equally  succeeded  in  reading 
the  following  words — "  We  will  settle  the  matter  to- 
morrow at  dinoer,  but  I  am  sorry  you  persist  in 
poisoning  your  wife,  the  horror  is  too  great."  Sot 
a  syllable  more  could  the;  make  out ;  but  what ' 
they  had  read  was  enough.  "  He  told  me,"  gasped 
the  landlady,  "  thai  he  expected  a  lady  and  gentle- 
man to  dinner — oh  the  villain  !  to  think  of  poison- 
ing any  lady  at  the  White  Hart ;  and  his  wife,  too 
— I  should  like  to  see  my  husband  poisoning  me  1" 
Our  hostess  became  quite  personal  in  her  indigna- 

"I  always  thought  there  was  something  suspi- 
cious about  him  ;  people  don't  come  and  live  where 
nobody,  knows  them,  for  nothing,"  observed  Mrs. 
Mary  Smith. 

"  I  dare  say,"  returned  the  post-mistress,  "  Wil- 
liams ie  not  his  real  name." 

"I  don't  know  that,"  interrupted  the  landlady  ; 
"Williams  is  a  good  hanging  name;  there  was 
Williams  who  murdered  the  Marr's  family,  and 
Williams  who  burked  all  those  poor  dear  children  ; 
I  dare  say  he  is  some  relation  of  theirs ;  but  to 
think  of  his  coming  to  the  White  Hart — it's  no  plaee 
for  his  doings,  I  can  tell  him  ;  he  shan't  poison  hia 
wife  in  my  house ;  out  he  goes  this  very  night — Fll 
take  the  letter  to  him  myswf." 

"Lordt  LordI  I  shaU  be  ruined,  if  it  comes  to 
be  known  that  we  take  a  looii  into  tho  letters;" 
and  the  post-mistress  thought  in  her  heart  that  she 
had  better  let  Mr.  Williams  poison  his  wife  at  his 
leisure.  Mrs.  Mary  Smith,  too,  reprobated  any  vio- 
lect  measures  ;  the  truth  is,  she  did  not  wish  to  be 
mixed  np  in  the  matter ;  a  gentlewoman  with  an 
annuity  and  a  front  and  back  parlor  was  rather 
ashamed  of  being  detected  in  such  close  intimacy 
with  the  post-mistress  and  the  landlady.  It  seem- 
ed likely  that  poor  Mrs.  Williams  would  be  left  to 


&te. 


urder  will  Out,"  Said  the  landlord,  the  follow- 
ing morning,  as  he  mounted  the  piebald  pony,  which, 
like  Tom  Tough,  had  scon  a  deal  of  service  ;  and 
hurried  off  in  search  of  Mr.  Crampton,  the  nearest 
ma^strate. 

Their  perceptions  asaisteithy  brandy  and  water, 
he  and  his  wife  had  sat  up  long  past  "  the  witching 
hour  at  nighl,"  deliberating  on  what  line  of  con- 
duct would  be  most  efGcacious  in  pr^erving 
the  life  of  the  unfortunate  Mrs.  Williams  ;  and  the 
result  of  the  deliberation  was  to  fetch  the  justice, 
and  have  the  delinquent  taken  into  custody  at  the 
very  ditmer-table  which  was  intended  to  be  the 
scene  of  his  crime.  "  He  has  ordered  soup  to-day 
for  the  first  time ;  he  thinks  he  could  so  easily  slip 
poison  into  the  liquid.    There  he  goes;  he  looks 


like  a  man  that  has  got  si 
science,"  pointing  to  Mr.  Winiams,  wno  wi 
ing  up  and  down  at  his  usual  alow  pac 
o'clock  arrived,  and  with  it  a  hack  chaise ;  out  of  it 
stcpt,  sure  enough,  a  lady  and  gentleman.  The  land- 
lady's pity  redoubled — such  a  pretty  young  creature, 
not  above  nineteen  I — "I  see  how  it  is,"  thought 
she,  "the  old  wretch  is  jealous,"  All  efforts  to 
catch  her  eye  were  in  vain,  the  dinner  was  ready, 
and  down  they  sat.  The  hostess  of  the  White  Hart, 
looked  alternately  out  of  the  window,  like  sister 
Ann,  to  see  if  any  one  was  coming,  and  to  the  table 
to  seetbat  nothing  was  doing.  To  ber  dismay,  she 
observed  the  young  lady  lifting  a  spoonful  of  broth 
to  her  mouth  1  She  could  restrain  herself  no  long- 
er; but  catching  her  hand,  eiclairaed,  "Poor  dear 
innocent,  the  soup  is  poisoned  I" — All  started  from 
the  table  in  conFusion,  whii^  was  yet  to  be  increas- 
ed : — a  bustle  was  heard  in  the  paasage,  in  rushed 
a  whole  party,  two  of  whom,  each  catching  an  arm 
of  Mr.  Williams,  pinioned  them  down  to  bis  seat. 
"  I  am  happy,  madam,"  said  the  little  bustling  ma- 
giatrate,  "to  have  been  under  heaven  the  instru- 
ment of  preserving  yonr  life  from  the  nefarious  de- 
signs of  that  disgrace  to  humanity."  Mr.  Crampton 
paused  in  consequence  of  three  wants — want  of 
words,  breath,  and  ideas. 

"  My  life  !"  ejaculated  the  astonished  lady. 

"Yes,  madam,  the  ways  of  Providence  are  in- 
scrutable— the  viun  curiosity  of  three  idle  women 
has  been  turned  to  good  account."  And  the  ele- 
quent  ma^trate  proceeded  to  det^l  the  process  of 
inspection  to  which  the  fetal  letter  had  been  sub- 
jected ;  but  when  he  came  to  the  terrible  words — 
"We  will  settle  the  matter  to-morrow  at  dinner; 
but  I  am  sorry  yon  peraist  in  poisoning  your  wife" 
— he  was  interrupted  by  bursts  of  laughter  from  the 
gentleman,  from  the  iiynred  wife,  and  even  fVom 
the  prisoner  himself.  One  fit  of  merriment  was 
followed  hy  another,  till  it  became  contagious,  and 
the  very  constables  began  to  latigh  too. 

"  I  can  explain  all,"  at  last  interrupted  the  visitor. 
"  Mr.  Williams  came  here  for  that  quiet  so  necessary 
for  the  labors  of  genius ;  he  is  writing  a  melodrama 
called  '  My  Wife'— he  submitted  the  last  act  to  me, 
and  I  rather  objected  to  the  poisoning  of  the  hero- 
ine. This  joung  lady  Is  my  daughter,  and  we  are 
on  our  way  to  the  sea-coast.  Mr.  Williams  is  only 
wedded  to  the  Muses." 

The  disconcerted  magistrate  shook  hia  head,  and 
muttered  something  about  theatres  being  very  im- 
moral. 

"  Qnite  mistaken,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Williams.  "  Oar 
soup  is  cold  ;  but  our  worthy  landlady  roasts  fowls 
to  a  turn — we  will  have  them  and  the  veal  cutlets  up, 
you  will  stay  and  dine  with  ue — and,  afterwards,  I — 
shall  be  proud  to  read  '  My  Wife'  aloud,  in  the  hope 
of  your  approval,  at  least,  of  your  indulgence" — and 
with  the  same  hope,  I  bid  &reweU  to  my  read- 


CooL. — A  farmer,  suspecting  that  his  wood-pila 
was  robbed,  sat  up  to  watch,  la  the  night,  he 
hftard  a  noise^  and,  looking  out,  saw  a  lazy  neigh- 
bor endeavoring  to  carry  off  a  large  log.  "  YoiTre 
a  pretty  fellow,"  said  the  owner,  "  to  come  here, 
and  Steal  my  wood  while  I  sleep."  "  And  you're  a 
pretty  fellow,"  said  the  thief,  "to  stay  up  there, 
and  see  me  breaking  my  back  with  Ufting,  and 
never  o&r  to  help  me." 


Looic. — A  man  once  made  a  bet,  that  he  could 
prove  that  tMs  side  of  the  river  was  lAe  other  aide. 
Pointing  to  the  opposite  shore,  he  asked.  "  Is  not 
that  WW  side  of  the  river  P"  "Yes."  WeD,  a  river 
has  but  two  sides — if  that  is  one  side,  of  courae  this 
is  the  olher  tide."  Hia  antagonist,  dumbfounded  by 
such  logic,  paid  the  money,  and  began  to  think 
with  Macbeth,  that  "  nothing  is  but  n;hat  is  not." 
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CURIOUS    OPINIONS    OF    A    TCKK. 


Thk  time  was  drawing  near  for  my  departure. 
Ottce  more  I  was  about  to  leave  the  ruins  amidst 
whieh  I  had  spent  so  many  happy  hours,  and  to 
vhicb  I  was  bound  by  so  many  pleasant  aod  solemn 
des;  and  probably  to  return  no  more. 

I  only  waited  the  arrival  of  Abde,  the  late  Pasha 
of  Bagdad,  who  was  now  on  his  way  to  his  new 
government  of  Diarbekir.  He  was  traveihng  with 
a  large  company  of  attendants,  as  without  a  strong 
escort,  it  was  Bcarcely  prudent  to  venture  on  a 
journey.  It  waB  doubly  necessary  for  me  to  have 
proper  protection,  as  I  took  with  me  the  valuable 
collection  of  bronzes  and  other  small  objects  dis- 
covered in  the  ruins.  I  gladly,  therefore,  availed 
myself  of  this  opportunity  of  joining  so  numerous 
and  powerful  a  caravan. 

At  length,  after  the  usual  eaatem  delays,  the 
Fasha  arrived  at  Mosul.  He  remained  encamped 
out^de  the  town  for  two  or  three  days,  and  during 
that  time  visited  the  eicavations,  his  curiosity  hav- 
ing been  excited  by  the  descripdon  he  bad  received 
of  the  wondrous  idols  dug  out  of  the  ruins.     He 

Strange  things  which  he  can  neither  understand  nor 
eiplain.  It  would  be  in  vain  to  speak  to  him  of 
the  true  objects  of  such  researches,  the  knowledge 
they  impart,  the  lessons  they  teach  or  the  thoughts 
they  beget. 

In  IJiese  pages  I  have  occasionally  indulged  in 
reficctions  suggested  by  the  scenes  I  have  bad  to 
describe,  and  have  ventured  to  point  out  the  mo: 
of  the  strange  tale  I  have  had  to  relate.    I  canr 
better  conclude  than  by  showing  the  Spirit  in  whi 
eastern  philosophy  and  Mussnlmau  resignation  c( 
template  the  evidences  of  ancient  greatness  a 
civihzation,  suddenly  rising  up  over  the  midst 
modern  ignorance  and  deca]'.     A  letter  in  my  pos- 
sesion contained  so  true  and  characteristic  a  pic- 
ture of  the  teehngs  that  such  an  event  eicit«3  in 
the  mind  of  a  good  Mohammedan,  that  I  here  ^ve 
a  literal  transladon  of  its  contents.    It  was  written 
to  a  tKend  of  mine  by  a  Turkish  Cadi,  in  reply  to 
some  inquiries  as  to  the  commerce,  population,  and 
remains  of  antiquity  of  an  ancient  city,  in  which 
dwelt  the  head  of  the  land.  These  are  its  words  :— 
"  My  illuitriout  FHend  and  Joy  of  tny  Liver  I 
"The  thing  you  asli  of  me  is  both  dilGcutt  and 
oseless.   Although  I  have  pa^ed  all  my  days  in  this 
place,  I  have  neither  counted  the  houses  nor  have 


I  inquired  into  the  number  of  the  inhabitants;  and 
as  to  what  one  person  loads  on  his  mules,  and  the 
other  stows  away  in  the  bottom  of  bis  ship,  that  is 
no  business  of  mine.  But,  above  all,  as  to  the  pre- 
vious history  of  this  city,  God  knows  the  amount 
of  dirt  aiid  confusion  the  infidels  may  have  eaten 
before  the  coming  of  the  sword  of  lekm.  It  were 
unprofitable  for  us  to  inquire  into  it.  '  Oh,  my  soul  1 
oh,  my  Iambi  seek  not  after  the  things  which  con- 
cern thee  not.  Thou  earnest  to  us  and  we  welcomed 
thee  :  go  in  peace. 

"  Of  a  truth,  thou  hast  spoken  many  words  ;  and 
there  is  no  harm  done  for  the  speaker  is  one,  and 
the  hstener  is  another.  After  the  fashion  of  thy 
people  thou  hast  wandered  from  one  place  to  an- 
other until  thou  art  happy  and  content  in  none. 
We  (praisu  be  to  dod)  were  born  here,  and  never 
desire  to  quit  it  Is  it  possible  then  that  the  idea 
of  a  general  mtercourse  between  mankind  should 
make  any  impression  on  our  understandings  *  God 
forbid  I 

"  Listen,  oh  my  son !  There  is  no  wisdom  equal 
unto  the  belief  in  God  I  He  created  the  world, 
and  shall  we  liken  ourselves  unto  him  in  seeking  to 
penetrate  into  the  mysteries  of  his  creation?  ShaL 
we  say,  behold  tliis  star  spinneth  round  that  star, 
and  this  other  star  with  a  tail  gocth  and  conieth  In 
so  many  years  I  Let  it  go  1  He  from  whose  hand 
it  came  will  guide  and  direct  it. 

"  But  thou  wilt  say  unto  me,  Stand  aside,  oh 
man,  for  I  am  more  learned  than  thou  ait,  and 
liave  seen  more  things.  If  thou  thinkest  that  thou 
art  in  this  respect  better  than  I  am,  thou  art  wel- 
come. I  praise  God  that  I  seek  not  that  which  I 
require  not.  Thoa  art  learned  in  the  things  I  care 
not  for ;  and  as  for  that  which  thou  hast  seen,  I 
defile  it.  Will  much  knowledge  create  thee  a 
double  belly,  or  wilt  thou  seek  Paradise  with  thine 

"Oh,  my  friend!  If  thou  wilt  he  happy,  say, 
There  is  no  god  but  Qodt  Do  no  evil,  and  thus 
wilt  thou  fear  neither  man  nor  death ;  for  surely 
thine  hour  will  come  t 

"  The  meek  in  spirit  (El  Fakin) 

"lUAFN   AlIZADE." 

On  the  28th  of  April,  I  bid  a  last  farewell  to  my 
faithful  Arab  friends,  and  with  a  heavy  heart  turn- 
ed fhim  the  ruins  of  ancient  Nmeveh. 


THE    LOTTEKY    TICKET. 


TbaT  once  fi'uitiU  source  of  pleasing  although 
delusive  hopes,  the  Lottery,  is  now  no  more.  A 
despotic  act  of  parliament  has  ^veu  the  death-blow 
to  thousands  of  happy  {HCtores  of  the  imagination, 
that  were  Tiitherto  wont  to  amuse,  for  a  time  at 
least,  those  earnest  suitors  of  Fortune,  who,  if  they 
did  not  actually  enjojiiher  smiles,  flattered  them- 
selves that  they  were  on  the  high  road  to  her  favors. 
A  stern  moraust,  indeed,  may  ejpatiate  on  the 
baneful  influence  of  Lotteries,  not  only  as  a  species 
of  gambling,  but  as  lending  to  cherish  expectations. 


which,  in  a  fearful  majority  of  cases,  must  termi- 
nate in  disappointment.  Yet  the  very  same  persons 
scruple  not  to  hold  out  as  incentives  to  good  con- 
duct examples  of  success,  that  most  create  hopes 
equally  deceptive.  The  apprentice  is  taught  to 
cherish  the  idea,  that  however  humble  his  fortuni, 
he  may  one  day  become  Lord  Uayor ;  the  midship- 
man is  excited  to  emolation  by  the  eiample  of 
Nelson,  and  told  that  he  ought  not  to  despur  of 
rising  to  the  highest  honors  in  bis  profession ;  and 
whatever  be  the  career  in  which  fiie  youthful  ad- 
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venturer  starts  for  fortune  or  for  fame,  it  is  consid- 
ered not  merely  pardonable,  but  mcritorioua  in 
liini,  to  propose  to  himself  the  attaicmeot  of  tiie 
greatest  prize  it  has  to  bestow.  Tliere  is  a  Ru 
proverb  wliicli  says,  '  He  is  a  bad  aoldier  that  does 
notoipect  to  become  a,  geocrai;'  yet  were  a  whole 
army  to  consist  of  individuals  combining  the  talents 
of  an  Alexander,  a  ftesar,  and  a  Napoleon,  it  v 
be  as  impossible  that  sJI  should  be  commaude 
that  in  a  Lottery  every  speculator  should  gain  the 
grand  prize. 

But,  the  "  Lucky  Corner"  is  gone ;  or,  rather, 
though  the  identical  house  stands  there  yet,  it  no 
longer  conjures  up  in  the  passers-by,  dreama  of 
sudden  atHuence,  and  of  hoards  of  gold.  There,  at 
the  forked  triple  way.  Fortune  seemed  with  open 
arms  to  invite  all  who  approached  the  spot,  point 
ing  with  one  hand  to  the  Bank,  and  with  the  othei 
to  the  wealthy  Lombard  land.  The  Lottery,  too, 
whatever  be  alleged  against  it  in  other  respects, 
must  be  admitted  to  hare  frequently  furnished 
expedient  to  the  novelist  and  dramatist,  and  i 
abled  them  to  extricate  a  hero  from  poverty  and 
raise  him  at  once  to  afHuenoe,  withont  killing  a  dis- 
tant relative,  or  bringing  an  old  uncle  from  India. 
A  lottery"  ticket  has,  also,  without  doubt,  given  rise 
to  many  a  strange  incident,  and  it  is  hoped  that 
the  one  I  am  now  about  to  relate  will  not  be  found 
wholly  unamusing. 

Mr.  Richard  Fogrum,  or,  as  his  old  acquaintance 
would  more  familiarly  than  respectfully  desi|, 
him,  Dick  Fogrum,  or,  as  he  was  sometimes  styled 
on  the  superscription  of  a  letter  from  a  tradesman 
or  poor  relation,  Richard  Fogrum,  Esq.,  had  for 
some  years  retired  from  business,  although  he  had 
not  yet  passed  what  is  called  the  middle  age  ;  and, 
turning  his  back  on  his  shop,  where  he  had  made, 
if  not  a  con^derable  fortune,  at  least  a  handsome 
competency,  rented  a  small  house  at  Hackney,  or, 
as  he  was  pleased  to  term  it,  ia  the  country.  Hie 
establishment  united  a  due  attention  to  comfort, 
with  economy  and  prudence.  Beside  a  kitchen- 
maid  and  an  occasional  charwoman  or  errand  boy, 
Mr.  Pogrom  possessed,  in  the  person  of  the  trusty 
Sally  Sadlins,  an  excellent  superintendent  of  his 
little  menage.  Sally  was  not  exactly  ffoavemanie, 
or  housekeeper,  at  least  she  assumed  none  of  the 
dignity  attached  to  such  a  post ;  she  seemed  indeed 
hardly  to  have  a  will  or  opinion  of  her  own,  but 
had  so  insensibly  accommodated  herself  to  her  em- 
ployer's ways  and  humors,  that  by  degrees  the 
apparent  distance  between  master  and  servant 
diminished,  and  as  Sally,  though  far  from  talkadve 
herself,  was  a  good  listener,  Mr.  Fogrum  began  to 
find  a  pleasure  in  relating  to  her  all  the  little  news 
and  anecdotes  be  usually  picked  up  in  his  daily 

Let  it  not,  however,  be  supposed  that  there  was 
any  thing  equivocal  in  the  kind  of  unconscious 
courtesy  which  eiisted  between  these  two  person- 
ages ;  a  sin^e  glance  at  Sally  would  have  convinced 
the  most  ingenious  febrieator  of  scandal,  and  dealer 
in  innuendoes,  that  here  there  was  no  foundation  on 
which  to  build  even  the  slightest  surmise  of  the 
kind,  for  both  S^ly's  person  and  face  were  to  her 
a  shield  that  would  have  rebutted  any  notiou  of  the 
sort.  ~  Alas  I  that  nature,  so  extolled  by  every 
poet  for  her  impartiality,  should  be  at  times  so 
capricious  in  her  favors,  and  bestow  her  gifts  so 
grudgingly,  even  on  those  whose  very  sex  entitles 
them  to  be  considered  fairl     "Kind  goddess,"  as 
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Will  of  Avon  styles  thee,  surely  thou  didst  in  this 
instance  behave  most  uniiurlj,  bestowing  on  Sally 
Sadlins  an  elevation  of  figure  that,  had  she  been  of 
the  other  sex,  might  have  raised  her  to  the  rank  of 
a  corporal  of  grenadiers.  Yet,  if  thou  gavest  her 
an  aspiring  stature,  thou  gavest  her  no  aspiring 
thoughts ;  and  if  thou  didst  deny  t«  her  softness  of 
person,  fortunately  for  her  peace,  thou  didst  not 
^fl  her  with  the  least  susceptibihty  of  heart.  If 
Sally  was  not  looeable,  there  was  no  woman  on 
earth  who  could  pos^bly  have  regretted  it  less. 
Indeed,  I  may  safely  aver,  the  idea  of  love  never 
for  an  instant  entered  her  head,  much  less  had  a 
single  twinge  of  it  ever  touched  her  heart.  She 
had  heard  people  talk  of  love  ;  and  she  supposed — 
if  indeed  she  ever  bestowed  a  thought  on  the  sub- 
ject— that  there  must  be  something  in  the  world 
so  called,  otherwise  people  would'  not  have  invent- 
ed a  name  for  it :  but  she  could  no  more  pretend 
to  say  what  it  was,  than  to  describe  the  ingredients 
of  the  wr  she  breathed: — In  short,  Satly  was  the 
most  goiieiess,  simple,  and  disinterested  of  mortals 
that  ever  entered  beneath  the  roof  of  a  single  gen- 
tleman, to  be  the  first  servant  where  there  was  no 

WeU,  therefore,  might  Mrs.  Thoms,  who  was 
aware  that  elderiy  gentlemen  in  her  "  dear"  uncle's 
situation,  are  not  always  gifted  with  that  discretion 
that  beseems  their  years,  but  sometimes  commit 
themselves  to  wedlock,  in  an  unwary  moment,  to 
the  no  small  prtjudice  of  their  affectionate  rela- 
tives ; — well,  I  say,  might  the  prudent  Mrs.  Thoms 
congratulate  herself  on  havii^  found  such  a  trea- 
sure, BO  invaluable  a  jewel,  as  Sally  Sadlins.  Sie 
was  certain  that  from  this  quarter,  at  least,  there 
was  nothing  to  be  apprehended — nothing  to  inter- 
cept her  "  dear"  uncle's  three  per  cents  from  what 
she  considered  the  legitimate  object  of  their  desti- 
nation. Some  alarm,  indeed,  had  been  excited  in 
her  mind,  by  hearing  that  Mr.  Fogrum  had  been 
seen  rather  frequently  of  late  knocking  at  the  door 
of  Mrs.  ^mpson ;  but  then  again  she  thought  that 
he  could  not  possibly  be  led  thither  Ijy  any  other 
motive  than  that  of  chatting  away  an  hour  with  the 
widow  of  an  old  friend ;  beside,  this  lady  was  not 
hfcely  either  to  lead,  or  to  be  led,  into  matrimony. 
In  her  younger  days  Mrs.  Simpson  might  have  been 
pretty,  but  none  of  her  acquaintance  could  recol- 
lect when.  She  still  patched ;  yet  the  patch  was 
applied  not  where  coquetry  would  have  placed  it, 
but  where  necessity  dictated,  namely,  over  the  left 
eye.  Mrs.  Thoms  therefore  consoled  herself  with 
the  rejection,  that  it  was  better  her  uncle  should 
knock  at  Mrs.  Simpson's  door  than  at  that  of  a 
more  attractive  fwr  one. — No!  her  uncle,  she  was 
perfectly  satietied,  would  never  marry. 

"What  have  yon  got  there,  Sally?"  said  Mr. 
Fogrum  to  his  housekeeper,  one  day,  as  she  drew 
something  ftom  her  pocket,  while  standing  before 
the  ^de-board  oppoatc  to  him.  "  An't  please  you, 
sir,"  replied  Sally,  in  a  meek,  but  not  very  gentle 

you.    You  know,  sir,  my  uncle  Tim  took  leave  of 

yesterday,  before  be  goes  to  sea  again,  and  so 

^ve  me  this  paper,  which  he  says  may  chance 

I   up  trumps,  and  make  mo   comfori;ahle  for 

life." 

what  it  is,  Sally — is  it  the  old 

fellow's  will  ?— Hum !-— why,  Sally,  this  ia  a  Lottery 

ket  I — a  whole  Lottery  ticket ;  yet  I  will  venture 

say  not  worth  more  than  the  rag  of  paper  'tis 
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printed  on.  I  have  myself  tried  the  Lottery,  times 
and  often,  ere  now,  and  never  got  any  thin;^  but — 
diaappointment. — '  A  blank,  air,  n  blank' — that  was 
the  only  answer  I  ever  obtuned  Irani  them.  What 
could  poaably  induce  your  uncle  to  lay  out  his  cash 
Id  so  foolish  a  manner?  'Tis  never  viorth  either 
keeping  or  thinking  about.  No.  123,  cocfouad  it ! 
I  know  it  well,  I  once  purchased  a  share  of  it  qiy- 
aelf — the  very  first  I  ever  bought,  when  I  was  quite 
a  lad ;  and  well  do  I  recollect  that  I  chose  it  out  of 
a  whole  heap,  and  thought  myself  very  fortunate 
in  obtaining  one  with  sudi  a  seqaanoe  of  figures — 

Host  composedly  did  Sally  take  the  ticket  again, 
not  at  all  disconcerted  at  tbis  denunciation  of  ill- 
luck,  but  on  the  contrary,  with  a  calmne^  wortby 
of  a  stoic.  'Tis  true,  Ehe  did  not,  like  Patience  on 
a  monument,  absolutely  smile  at  grief ;  but  then, 
Sally  never  smiled ;  nor  would  a  smite  perhaps,  if 
tbe  rigidity  of  her  face  would  have  permitted  such 
a  relaiatioD  of  its  muscles,  have  tended  greatly  to 
heighten  tbe  attraction  of  her  countenance. 

Her  master  in  the  meanwhile  oootmued  eating 
and  wondering,  and  wondering  and  eating,  unUl  he 
could  neither  eat  nor  wonder  more  ;  but  dismissing 
Sally  with  the  dinner  things,  turned  himself  quietly 
to  the  fire,  and  toolc  his  pipe. 

Mrs.  Thorns  was  sitting  one  morning  co^tating 
on  some  mischief  that  she  again  began  to  appre- 
hend from  the  Widow  Simpson,  in  consequence  of 
certain  intelligence  she  had  theday  before  received, 
respecting  that  lady's  designs  upon  the  person  of 
her  uncle,  when  she  was  suddenly  startled  from  her 
reverie  by  a  loud  rapping  at  the  door,  and  instantly 
afterwards  who  should  enter  the  parlor,  but  the 
very  subject  of  her  meditations — Mrs.  Simpson 
herself. 

The  appearance  of  so  unusual  a  viator  would 
alone  have  sufficed  to  surprise  her  ;  but  there  was 
something  in  the  good  lady's  manner  and  counte- 
nance, that  denoted  she  came  Upon  a  very  import- 

"Why,  Mrs.  Thorns,"  eiclidmed  she,  almost 
breathless,  as  soon  as  she  entered,  "  have  you 
heard  ? — your  uncle" — 

"Good  heavens !"  cried  Mrs.  Thorns,  "what  do 
you  mean? — what  has  happened?— my  poor  dear 
uncle — ill — dy  ing  I " 

"Compose  yonrseSt  Mrs.  Thoms — not  dying— 
but  I  thought  you  might  have  heard" 

"  Heard  wMt  ? — some  accident,  I  suppose  ? — 
poor  dear  man !" 

"No:  no  accident,"  returned  the  widow,  who 
by  this  time  bad  somewhat  recovered  her  breath  ; 
"  but  something  very  strange — moat  unaccounta- 
ble. What  you  may  think  of  it,  I  know  not ;  but 
for  my  part  I  think  that  Mr.  Fogrum  has  acted — I 
shall  not  say  how." 

"  And  pray,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  ThomE,  who  now 
began  to  think  that  it  was  some  quarrel  between 
them,  of  which  the  widow  came  to  inform  her, 
"  what  has  Mr.  Fogrum  done,  that  you  should  come 
in  this  strange  manner,  and  make  so  great  a  fuss 
"a  some  nonsense,  after  all,  I  dare  say." 
,   forsooth  I — well,   '    '     ■        ■     ' 


returned  Mrs,  Simpson,  quite  nettled  at  her  recep- 
tion ;  "  and  as  I  suppose  you  know  what  has  taken 
place,  and  approve  of  it,  I  have  nothing  further  to 

Mrs.  Thoms  noT  became  unaffectedly  alarmed, 


and  apprehending  she  knew  not  what,  requested 
to  be  mformedwhat  had  happened,  without  further 

Why  naam  th  n  Mr.  Fogrum  is married, 

that  s  all 

To  descr  be  the  effe  t  those  words  had  upon  Mrs. 
Thoms,  would  be  impossible,  and  to  paint  the 
expressiqn  of  her  countenance,  equally  unavail- 
ing. 

"Married!"  screamed  she  Out,  at  length,  as  soon 
as  she  could  draw  her  breath,  "Married! — impossi- 
ble— to  whom?" 

"  To  whom  f— to  Sally  SadKns,  ma'am." 

"To  Sally  Sadlinal — impossible — you  must  be 
joking." 

"Not  I,  I  assure  you.  I'm  not  a  person,  Mrs. 
Thoms,  to  make  such  jokes.  I  myself  saw  them, 
less  than  an  hour  ago,  pass  by  my  window  in  a  post- 
chaise  together,  and  then  learnt  the  whole  story 
from  those  who  saw  them  step  into  it,  at  the  church 

"Oh!  Mis.  Simpson,  how  have  I  been  deceived 
in  that  insinuating  hussy,  Sally  Sadlinst  She  who 
seemed  so  staid,  so  discreet — so  very  unlikely  a 
person. — What  an  old  fool  he  must  be,  to  marry  so 
vulgar  a  frumpl" 

"Nay,  do  not  agitate  yourself,  my  dear  ma'am," 
said  Mrs,  Simpson,  who,  now  having  dleburthcned 
herself  of  her  secret,  and  her  own  mortification 
being  perhaps  carried  off  by  that  of  Mrs.  Thoms's, 
which  acted  as  a  condnctor  to  it,  had  quite  regained 
her  composure — "  for  my  part,  I  hope  he  may  not 
repent  of  his  match." 

"  Oh  !  Thoms,"  exclaimed  the  other  lady,  as  her 
husband  entered  the  room,  "  here  is  news  for  us  1 
— my  silly  old  uncle  has  actually,  this  very  morning, 
married  his  maid-servant!" 

"  That  is  most  confoundedly  unlucky,"  cried 
Thorns,  "though  I  much  doubted  whether  all  your 


?ring,  tor  whicl 
yourself  so  much  credit,   would  be   t 


any  pur- 
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"Well,  my  dear,  there  ia  no  helping  it;  and 
perhaps  after  all,  aince  he  is  married,  it  ie  quite  as 
well  for  uB  that  he  has  chosen  as  he  baa." 

While  Mrs,  Thorns  was  ejaculatiag  and  bewail- 
ling — now  abusing  poor  Sally  as  an  artful  seduciag 
woman,  who,  under  the  mask  of  the  greatest  sim- 
plicity, had  oontrived  to  work  upon  h'er  unclo'a 
weakness — and  anon  venting  her  reproaches  against 
the  latter,  for  autfeiing  himself  to  be  thus  duped, — 
a  poat^haise  was  seen  rolling  along  on  the  road  to 

,  with  the  identical  pair  seated  in  it,  who  were 

the  subject  of  this  invective  and  clamor.  The  in- 
telligence, of  which  Urs.  Simpson  had  been  the  un- 
welcome messenger,  waa,  in  fact,  correct  in  every 
particular;  focRichardFogrum,  Mngleman,  and  Sally 
Sadlins,  spinster,  had  that  very  morning  been  lawfully 
united  in  wedlock,  although,  hut  a  few  days  before, 
had  any  one  prognosticated  such  an  event,  they 
■would  no  more  have  believed  it  possible  than  Mrs. 
Thorns  herself. 

"Now,  my  dear  Sally,"  said  the  somewhat  stale 
Benedick,  laying  his  hand,  rather  gently  than  amor- 
ously, on  that  of  the  bride,  for  which,  by  the  bye, 
it  was  really  no  match  in  size — "I  doubt  not  but 
my  niece  will  he  in  a  towering  paaeion  when  she 

the  rest  of  the  world  eay  what  they  please.  I  do 
not  see  why  a  man  may  not  just  as  well  follow  his 
own  fancies  aa  those  of  other  persons.  Bewdea, 
Sally,  though  folks  may  think  that  I  might  have 
made  a  more  advantageoua  match,  in  point  of  for- 
tune at  least,  they  may  perhaps  be  in  error.  I  have 
a  piece  of  intelligence  to  communicate,  of  which, 
perhaps,  you  little  dream.  You  recollect  that  Lot- 
tery ticket? — well!  passing  the  'LuekyCorner,'by 
the  Uansion-House,  two  days  ago,  I  beheld,  pasted 
up  at  the  window,  'No.  123,  20,000/. !  1'  Ha!  ha  I 
Sally  i  weil  did  I  recollect  those  figures  again — one, 
two,  three  I  they  follow  each  other  as  naturally  aa 
A,  B,  C.  So  home  I  came,  but  determined  to  say 
nothing  of  the  matter  till  now," 

The  reader  has  already  been  informed  that  Sally 
was  the  moat  phlegmatic  of  her  sei ;  still  it  may 
be  supposed  that  such  an  interesting  disclosure 
would  have  elicited  some  ejaculation  of  eiultation, 
even  from  the  hps  of  a  stoic.  Yet  Sally,  with  won- 
derful composure,  merely  replied,  "La!  now  Hiat 


but  I  assure  you  it  is  qaite  true ; 
n  odd  turn  things  do  sometimes 


'■Curious I  yea, 
I  am  not  joking." 

"WeU;  what  i 
taker 

"Odd,  indeed  1  for  who  would  bare  thought  that 
my  identical  unlucky  number,  123,  should  bring 
you  —  I  may  say  us,  Sally, —  twenty  thousand 
pounds !" 

"But,   sir,   Mr.   Fogrum,   you   are   mistaken,  I 

"No  mistake  at  all,  my  dear — quite  certain  of  it 
— took  down  the  number  in  my  pocket-book — see 


joni 


that  the  number  of 


"But,  whatr 

"  Why,  you  won't  hear  me,  Mr.  Fogrum,"  said 
Sally,  mildly.  "  I  was  only  going  to  say,  that  two 
months  ago— I  sold  the  ticket." 

"  How  I  —what! — sold  !"  groaned  Out  poor  Fog- 
rum, and  Bunk  gasping  againattheside  of  the  chaise. 

"  Now  pray  don't  distreas  yourself,  Mr,  Fogrum," 
said  Sally,  without  the  least  visible  emotion,  or  any 
change  in  her  tone ;  "  did  you  not,  yourself,  tell 
me  it  was  not  worth  keeping  ;  so  I  thought — '  well, 
master  must  know  better  about  these  matters  than 
I,  therefore  I  may  aa  well  make  something  of  it 
while  I  can ;'  so  I  changed  it  away  for  this  nice 
white  shawl,  which  the  man  said  was  quite  a  bar- 
gain— only  do  feel  how  fine  it  ia." 

"Sally  !— woman  1— a  bargdn  ?— twenty  thou- 
sand pounds !" 

Here  let  me  drop  the  curtain,  for  none  but  a 
master-hand  could  do  justice  to  the  bridegroom's 
feelings,  and  I  will  not  impair  the  effect  by  attempt- 
ing to  heighten  it,  I  have  only  to  add,  that  Mr. 
Fogrum  eventually  regained  his  usual  composure, 
and  was  once  known  even  to  relate  the  story  him- 
self over  a  glass  of  his  best  whisky,  aa  a  droll  anec- 
dote in  his  life. 

Matrimony  made  no  visible  alteration  in  his  me- 
nai/e,  nor  in  hia  bride,  for  the  only  difference  it 
caused  with  respect  to  the  latter,  was  that  ahe  sat 
at  table  instead  of  standing  by  the  side-board, — 
that  she  was  now  called  Mrs,  Fogrum,  instead  of 
Sally  Sadlins. 


OsPORr  Jokes. — A  gentleman  entered  the  room 
of  Dr.  Barton,  Warden  of  Merton  College,  and  told 
him  that  Dr,  Vowel  was  dead.  "  What !"  said  he, 
"Dr.   Vowel  dead  I    thank  heaven  it  was  neither 


WKnjERAt,  the  Master  of  Univer^ly  College, 
went  to  Dr.  Lee,  then  sick  in  bed,  and  said — "So, 
Dr.  Everleigh  has  been  egged  on  to  matrimony." 
"  Has  he  ?"  said  he ;  "  why,  then,  I  hope  the  yoke 
will  sit  easy." 
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A     HUSBAND'S     VENGEANCI 

^  Pdtiug  fait. 


Mbs.  HoBKinoTON  Sttaik  had  contrived. to  get  to- 
gether a  very  amu^g  set,  but  how  she  had  man- 
aged it  was  one  of  those  questions  which,  if  put,  in- 
dicate the  possession  of  an  inquiring  rather  than  a 
practical  mind.  For,  in  the  firfit  place,  nobodj 
knew,  and  in  the  second,  nobodj  cared. 

Indeed,  the  lady  herself  was  a  kind  of  myaterj  ; 
and  if  she  had  not  given  such  very  pleasant  parties, 
it  is  probable  that  the  carelessness  we  have  alluded 
to  mi^ht  have  been  guperaeded  by  a  spirit  of  inter- 
rogation. Her  name  was  in  the  Court  Guide  cor- 
rected up  to  April,  and  that  was  all.  She  never 
talked  about  her  father,  or  her  mother,  or  any 
other  of  the  youi^  people  mentioned  in  the  long 
list  at  the  end  of  the  prayer-book,  as  folks  one 
must  not  mairy ;  nor  did  she  ever  raunt  acquaint- 
tance  with  the  Peerage,  friendship  vith  the  Baron- 
etage, or  intimacy  with  the  Landed  Commoners,  as 
usual  with  genteel  people  of  a,  certain  order.  When 
she  had  a  bos  at  the  Opera,  which  happened  about 
three  limes  in  the  season,  she  never  pretended  to 
know  who  all  the  subEcribera  around  her  were ; 
and  when  we  add  that  she  insisted  on  listening  to 
the  music  instead  of  chattering  during  its  perform- 
ance, we  shall  convince  every  reader  of  elegance 
that  she  was  "not  the  sort  of  person  to  know." 
IJevertheleas,  a  good  many  people  held  an  opposite 
opinion,  and  proved  that  they  did  so,  by  coming  to 

Mrs.   Mornington  Swale's  beauty, — for  though 

of  the  commanding  order.  Her  height,  queenly 
aspect,  and  glossy  black  braids,  struck  terror  into  the 
minds  of  youn^h  men,  and  made  them'  very  need- 
lessly stammer  out  greater  nonsense  than  they  bad 
intended.  Her  arraugementH  were  a  little  despotic, 
and  it  was  not  easy,  even  if  you  wished,  to  escape 
the  partner  or  the  companion  to  tho  supper-table 
whom  she  had  selected  for  you.  Everybody  was  a 
little  afraid  of  her,  and  that  is  the  truth. 

Her  parties  were,  as  aforesud,  very  pleasant. 
She  did  not  fill  her  rooms  with  negative  eligi- 
biea — men  who  could  only  dress,  and  women  who 
could  only  simper.  She  always  infiised  a  large 
quantity  of  character  into  her  reunions ; — not  that 
the  individuals  were  much  in  themselves,  but  in  the 
aggregate  they  gave  a  tone  to  the  party.  We 
used  to  meet  a,  popular  actor  or  two — generally 
dull  creatures  enongh,  who  spent  the  evening  in 
alternately  droning  and  snarlio"  upon  dramatic 
matters.  We  had  authors — small  authors,  but  still 
men  who  occasionally  rushed  into  print,  and  wished 
to  be  thought  eccentric,  and  usually  got  tipsy  at 
supper.  We  had  very  small  poets,  who  utterly  dis- 
believed in  Byron  and  Moore,  but  believed  a  little  in 
one  another,  and  violently  in  themselves,  and  wrote 
atumbhng  odes  about  skipping-ropes  and  public 
executions.  We  had  second-rate  concert  angers, 
chiefly  with  stubby  fingers,  who  contributed  greatly 
to  th  ha  n  ony  of  the  evening,  and  sneered  in 
corae  8  at  e  1  oth  s  performance.  We  had  a 
few  young  la  st  rs  who,  by  way  of  advertising 
thei  p  otes  on  man  led  over  every  thing  with 
much  elaboiateoesB  of  naniier,  and  blocked  up  the 


doorways,  and  talked  about  "moot  points,"  to  the 

discomfiture  of  the  listeners.    And  there  was  a  fat 

German  'Count,  who  always  came,  aud  who  had 

moustaches  and  a  very  pensive  eipreSsion,  aud  was 

greatly  addicted  to  deckring  that  he  wanted  some- 

'■"ing  to  love  him.     Now,  when  the  usual  litter  of  a 

11-room  is  diverged  with   shreds   and   patches 

<^b  as  we  have  mentioned,  there  is  sure  to  be 

ine  fun ;  and  our  opinion  is,  that  fun  is  better 

than  formality,  any  day  in  the  week. 

But  apropos  of  days  in  the  week,  it  was  a  curious 
fact  that  there  was  certiun  days  on  which  Mrs. 
Mornington  Swale  was  never  at  home ;  never  was 
seen  out,  and  never  gave  a  party.  And  this  was 
brought  to  our  minds  by  the  extraordinary  incident 
which  we  are  about  to  relate. 

Mrs.  Mornington  bad  assembled  one  of  the  very 
best  of  her  parties.  There  was  an  excellent  show 
of  pretty  faces,  and  an  acre  or  bo  of  white  waistcoats, 
and  much  polking.  The  actors  were  there,  grum- 
bling, and  the  authors  were  putting  themselves  in 
mild  attitudes,  and  the  poets  were  gazing  sternly 
at  nothing,  and  the  singers  were  looking  spiteful, 
and  the  barristers  were  squabbling  outside  the 
door,  and  the  fat  German  Count  was  telling  a  young 
bdy,  with  a  Norma  wreath,  that  he  wanted  some- 
body to  love  him.  The  evening  was  going  off  re- 
markably well,  and  a  large  double  quadrille  had 
just  been  formed.  Mrs.  Mornington  Swale  was 
standing  up,  at  the  lop,  with  a  very  indiiFerent 
young  poet,  who  would  have  made  a  very  invalua- 


We  were  just  going  to  begin  La  Poule,  when  a 
very  loud  voice  was  heard  in  tie  bail,  announcing 
that  somebody,  whose  lungs  were  clearly  in  excel- 
lent order,  was  determined  to  come  up  stairs.  And 
presently  a  group  of  the  barristers  was  scattered 
forward  into  the  room,  end  rushing  after  them,  and 
into  the  very  centre  of  the  quadrille,  came  a  Very 
short,  very  stout,  and  very  sturdy  man,  in  the  dird- 
est  dress  ever  seen,  his  brawny  arms  bared  to  the 
elbows,  and  his  whole  apparel  saturated  with  grease. 
He  glared  round  upon  us  all — the  effect  was  dra- 
matic. Nobody  remembered  to  faint,  an  oversight 
for  which  several  yonng  ladies  never  foi^ave  them- 
selves.    Mrs.  Mornington  Swale  stood  petrified. 

"  Now,  S?«,"  said  the  stranger,  confronting  her. 

"  Now,  Sue."  And  this  to  her !  Some  of  as 
half  expected  that  he  would  be  annihilated.  But 
she  continued  aghast. 

"  Mark  my  words.  Sue,"  continued  the  unknown, 
suddenly  seating  himself  on  the  carpet,  with  a  bang 
which  made  the  lustres  rattle,  "  I  told  you  that 
if  ever  you  dared  to  slay  away  from  me  on  a  melt- 
ing-day, I'd  come  for  you  myself.  Now  you  come 
along.    I've  got  a  cab." 

He  scrambled  from  the  floor,  and  seized  her  by 
the  wrist.  Since  the  abduction  of  Don  Juan  by  the 
statue,  there  never  was  So  appalling  a  situation. 
But,  apparently  stupified,  Mrs.  Mornington  Swale 
silently  yielded.  They  disappeared  together,  with- 
out further  explanation. 

But  we  agreed  that  though  we  had  lost  our 
hostess,  there  would  be  no  sense  in  losing  our  time. 
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a  wreath  stood  up  in  (he  pi  lc  of  the  depart   ,  make  a  lamp-po  t  n  Bedl 
"'  '  '"        IB  dan     d   and    o     e  e  other  [  wa  t  d  flomebody  to  lo  o 

ton  Swale  is  as  mnch  a  r 
is  worse,  she  has  given  n' 


ra  no-  endeaTonng  ti 
Square  adin  t  that  hi 
1      But  Mrs   Moru  ng 


MICHAEL'S 


I  WTLL  tell  to  you  a  story,  for  in  winter  time  we  bore 

J-B 
With  many  an  ancient  legend  and  tale  of  bygone 

And  methinks  that  there  ia  in  it  enough  to  pass  a 

So,  to  add  to  my  vain  glory,  I  have  put  it  into 

Aj  T  heard  it  you  ehall  hear  it, — by  one  whom  I 

Was  told  me,  as  in  childhood  upon  hig  knee  I  sat. 
It  treats  of  days  long  vanished, — of  the  times  of 

James  the  Banished, 
Of  periwig  and  rapier,  and  quaint  three-cornered  hat. 

Sir  Walter  Ralph  de  Guyon,  of  a  noble  house  the 

Though  his  monarch  was  defeated,  still  held  bravely 

And  foremost  in  the  slaughter  by  the  Boyne'a  ill- 
fated  water 

Was  Been  his  knightly  cognizance, — a  bear  with 
bloody  paws. 

But  when  the  fight  was  over,  escaping  nnder  cover 
Of  the  darkness  and  canfusioD,  to  England  he  re- 
tamed, 


As  well  might  be  expected,  dispirited,  dejected. 
But   his  rage   within   him  smouldered,   nor   ever 
brightly  burned. 

Save  when  his  daughter  Alice  would  say  in  playful 

That  Ehe  loved  the  gallant  Oranee  much  better  than 

the  Green; 
And  that  as  a  maid  she'd  tarry,  till  she  found  a 

chance  to  marry 
With  one  true  to  William,  her  bold  kmg,  and  Mary, 

her  good  queen. 


Then  Sir  Walter's  b 

mutter,  "Alio 

By  my  child  no  Such  1 

And  bethink  you,  oh 


Little  knew  he  that  each  e' 


Id  d    k  n,   and  he'd 
h  11  b      poken  e'ea 


.  the  houra  of 
a  whistle  low 
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And  that  soon  as  e'er  it  sounded  througli  the  wicket- 
gate  she  bounded, 

And  waa  clasped  in  the  embrace  of  one  of  bold 
"  King  William'H  Own." 

Aj!  De  Rujter  was  a  gentleman,  and  higli-bred 

were  his  people ; 
No  chapel-going  folka  were  tliej,  but  loved  a  church 

and  Ht*eplc  I 
Dis  biood,  of  BTery  good  Dutch  race  eont^aed  a 

Uttle  sprinkle^ 
A  Knickerbocker  was  Ms  sire,  his  aunt  a  Hip  Tan 

Winkle ; 
And  so  well  he  danced  and  sang,  and  kissed  and 

talked  so  wondrous  clever, 
He  gave  this  mMden's  heart  a  twist,  and  conquer'd 

And  being  tbus  a  captain  gaj,  "condemned  to 

country  quarters," 
A  iavorite  of  his  rojal  lord,  adorned  with  starg  and 
garters. 
He  saw  this  young  maid, 
As  one  day  on  parade 
He  was  gaily  attired,  all  jackboots  and  bridd. 
Ho  stared,  she  but  glanced, 
Eer  charms  it  enhanced ; 
Bhe  passed  hini  quickly,  he  rested  entranced ! 
No  orders  he  ultera. 
Bat  vacantly  mutters 
(Though    clamoring   round   him    his    undcrUngs 

gabble  hard), 
"  She's  to  me  Eloisa ;  to  herTll  be  Abelard!" 


And  eve 


;  that  hour,  whene'er  he  had  the 


Across  to  bold  Sir  Walter's  the  caplMH  bent  his 

path ; 
At  the  garden-gate  he  met  her — upon  his  knee  he 

And,  vanquished  by  the  daughter's  love,  forgot  the 
father's  wi'atb : 

Till  when  on  the  day  in  question,  with  a  view  to 

aid  digestion. 
Some  retainers  of  Sir  Walter,  who  with  their  lord 

had  dined. 
Bethought  of  promenading,  what  by  Gamp  is  caDed 

the  "garding," 
And,  during  fheir  researches,  what  think  ye  they 

shoiUd  find? 

But  a.  gallant  captain  kneeling,  and  apparently  ap- 
pealing, 
To  a  dame  who,  to  all  seeming,  was  encouraging  hia 

All  dishevelled  were  her  tresses  by  the  warmth  of 

And  her  eye  with  love  was  liquid,  although  her 


"A  prize!  a  prize!"  quoth  these  Papist  spies, — 

"  A  prize  for  our  gallant  lord !" 
And  before  poor  De  Euyter  awoke  from  surprise 
They  had  pinioned  his  arms,  they  had  bandaged 

his  eyes ; 
And  «hen  he  recovered,  his  Erst  surmise 

Was  "At  length,  I  am  thoroughly  floored! 
For  asdatance  he  calls,  but  they  gag  him. 
And  off  to  Sir  Walter  they  drag  him ; 


While  Abraham  Cooper, 

A  stalwart  old  trooper, 

,  hope  that  they'll  "  scrag  "  hi- 
Jie  conceives  it  "  a  pretty  idea,  as 
To  think  that  these  Dutch  furrineerers 


liould  c< 


Sir  Walter's  brow  grew  black  as  night, 
He  doubted  if  he  heard  aright ; 
"What,  to  my  daughter  kneeling  here! 
Methinka  thou'rt  daring,  cavalier. 
To  venture  'neath  the  gripe  of  one 
Whose  ancient  race,  from  sire  to  son. 
Has  ever,  e'en  in  face  of  death. 
Upheld  that  pure  and  holy  faith 

By  thee  and  thine  denied  I 
Or  think'st  thou  that,  to  how  the  knee 
And  whisper  words  of  gallantry 
To  one  of  English  blood  and  birth. 
Wore  pastime  meet  for  hour  of  mirth? 
God's  Ufe  !  before  to-morrow's  sun 
Gilds  yonder  wood,  thy  race  is  run  ; 
Nought  care  I  for  thy  foreign  king. 
From  yon  tall  oak  thy  corpse  shaJl  swing. 

Let  good  or  ill  belide !" 

Away  he  ia  hurried. 
All  worried  and  flurried. 
And  locked  in  a  chamber,  dark,  dirt;y,  and  small. 
Huge  barriers  of  iron 

And  tho  door  leads  but  into  the  banqueting-hall. 
The  hanqueting-hall  is  soon  gaily  lit  up. 
For  Sr  Walter  loved  dearly  a  well-filled  cup. 
And  sent  to  invite 


In  the  banqueting-hall, 
Both  great  and  small, 

The  cavalier  knights,  the  n 

Together  ai 


The  red  wine  has  flowed  and  taken  effect 
On  all,  save  poor  Alice,  who,  distraite,  deject, 
Uaa  refused  to  take  part  in  this  riotous  revel. 
And  wished  those  who  did  with  the— Father  of 
EvU. 

The  mirth  was  at  its  loudest,  the  humblest  and  the 

proudest 
Were  hobnobbing  together,  as  though  the  dearest 

friends; 
While  some  for  wine   were  bawling,  there  were 

others  loudly  calling 
For  a  song, — that   ancient  fiction  which  e'er  to 

misery  tends ; 


When  Sir  Walter  grasped  the  table— rose,  as  well 

And  entreated  for  a  moment  that  his  gueata  would 

give  him  heed : 
'"Tis  St.  Michael's  Eve, — a  time  accursed  by  a  crime 
Committed   by  my  ancestor — a   ruthless,   bloody 
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"For    during   times   of  danger, 

stranger 
One  night  trnd  roused  the  castle,  and  shelter  had 

implored ; 
Uuch  gold,  he  said,  he  carried,  and  now  too  late  had 
rried, 


"He  was  shown  into  a  bedroom,  since  that  peri 

called  the  Red  Room, 
(Tou  can  see  it,"  said  Sir  Walter,  "  for  yonder 

the  door; 
And  there,  in  our  safe  keeping,  the  Dutchman  d 

is  sleeping) ; 
And  from  that  room  the  stranger  nerer,  QBTer 

Bued  more. 

"Bat  throughout  thia  ancient  castle,  each  terr 

Heard  shriek  on  shriek  resounding  in  the  middle  of 

the  night ; 
And  with  the  dawn  of  morning  would  each  have 

■given  warning,' 
But  for  one  little  obstacle  yclept  the  '  feudal  right.' 


m'rmg  e 


s  uttered,  and  old  Sir 


That  his  liaitor  had  left  hitii  as  soon  as  break  of 

day; 
But  one  thing  worth  attention  Sir  Erandreth  didni 

Be  didn't  take  bis  armor;  there  in  the  room  it  lay. 

"  And  there  it  lies  at  present ;  but  each  credulous 

old  peasant 
Will  tell  you  that  upon  this  night  the  spectre  walks    ' 

abroad; 


u3t  about  his  hour,  if  he  really  have  the  power, 
LOW  shall  see  him.     HeaveasI  ho  enters,  by  the 

Bang!  clash  1 
With  a  terrible  crash, 
i  the  Flies  open  the  bedroom  door; 

And  out  stalks  a  figure. 
To  their  eyes  much  bigger 
Than  great  Gog  or  Magog,  more  black  than  a 

nigger, 
In  armor  accoutred  from  head  to  heel, — 
Bkck  rusty  old  aimor,  not  polished  steeL 
His  vizor  is  down,  but  he  taJiGS  a  ^ht, 
Though  he  moves  not  his  eyes  to  the  left  or  right ; 
He  says  not  a  word,  but  he  walks  straight  on. 
The  hall  doors  ope  at  his  step  I  he's  gonci 
He  clanks  'cross  the  court-yard,  and  enters  Uie 

stable ; 
His  footsteps  are  heard  by  the  guests  'neath  the 

table. 
For  there  they  have  hidden  them  every  one. 

There,  shivering  and  shaking,  they  waited  till  the 

breaking 
Of  the  daylight  showed  the  power  of  all  ghosts  was 

Then  one  by  one  uprising,  declared  it  was  surprising 
That,  overcome  by  liquor,  each  had  dropped  down 
by  his  friend; 
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Tes  !  De  Ruyter  had  departed  I  for  while  lying  all 

dawnbeHrtcd, 
And  tbinkiug  of  poor  Alice,  lie  remembered  just  ia 

The  spectre-wallting  legend — he  had  heard  it  from 

a  "peagant" 
(Excuse  the  GampiBm,  reader,  but  I  use  it  for  the 

rbjm.)i 

And  on  the  instant  biight'ning,  he  proceeded,  quick 

as  lightning. 
To  dress  him  in  the  armor  which  the  sable  koight 

had  left; 
And  he  Ustened  to  the  host,  till,  at  mention  of  the 

He  burst  upon  the  drinkers,  of  their  senses  nigh 
He  called  Alice  to  the  stable;  then,  as  fast  as  he 


There  was  married  to  his  charmer,  thence  sent  back 

the  sable  armor, 
And  asked  Sir  Walter's  sanction  to  the  good  deed 

he  had  done. 

My  tale  is  nearly  ended.     Sir  Walter,  much  offended 
At  the  hoax  played  off  upon  him,  would  not  Usten 

But  regretting  much  his  daughter,  came  at  length 
to  town  and  sought  her, 

For  he  missed  her  childish  prattle  and  her  fond  en- 
dearing smile. 

And  then,  on  this  occasion,  a  grand  reconciliation 
He  had  with   young  De  Kuyter— ever  after  they 

were  friends. 
So  having  now  related  the  tale  to  me  as  stated, 
I  take  my  humble  leave  of  yon,  and  here  my  story 
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Captain  Ihe  honorable  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fiti- 
alban,  of  thai  beautiful  ship  his  Majesty's  frigate 
Nsnia,  loved  many  things.  The  first  lieutenant, 
the  doctor,  the  marine  Olficer,  the  officer  and  the 
midshipman  of  the  morning  watch,  had  all  assem- 
bled to  breakfast  in  the  cabin.  They  had  not  for- 
gotten their  appetites,  particularly  the  gentlemen 
of  the  morning  watch.  They  were  barbarous  and 
irate  in  their  hunger,  as  their  eyes  wandered  over 
cold  fowl  and  ham,  hot  roils,  grilled  kidneys,  and 
devilled  legs  of  turkey. 

"By  all  the  stars  in  heaven,"  said  the  honorable 
commander,  "no  milk  agidn  this  morning!  Give 
me,  you  rascally  steward,"  continued  the  captain, 
"t  plain,  strMghtforward,  cateEorical  answer.  Why 
does  [his  inltrna!  cow,  for  which  I  gave  such  a  heap 
of  dollars,  ^ve  me  no  milk?"— "Weli,  sir,"  said 
the  trembling  servitor;  "if,  dr,  you  must  have  a 
plain  answer,  I  really — believe — it  is — because — I 
don't  know." 

"A  dry  answer,"  said  the  doctor,  who  was  in 
most  senses  a  dry  fellow. 

ti  of  a  ehott«n  herring!"  said  the  cap- 
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"Then  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  good, 
don't  youf" — "  I  do,  sir,  hut  it  won't  come." 

"Then  let  us  go,"  said  the  captain,  quite  re- 
tdgnedly,  "let  us  go,  gentlemen,  and  see  what  ails 
this  intenul  cow ;  I  can't  eat  my  breakfast  without 
milk,  and  breakfast  is  the  meal  that  I  generally 
enjoy  most," 

So  he,  leading  the  way,  was  followed  by  hij 
company,  who  cast  many  a  longing,  lingering  look 
behind. 

Forward  they  went  to  where  the  cow  was  slolled 
by  capstan-bars,  as  comfortably  as  a  prebendary, 
between  two  of  the  guns  on  the  maindcck.  She 
seemed  in  excellent  condition;  ate  her  nutritious 
food  with  much  appetite ;  and,  f^om  her  appearance, 
the  captiun  might  have  very  reasonably  expected, 
not  only  an  ample  supply  of  milk  and  cream  for 
breakfast  and  tea,  but  ajso  a  sufficient  quantity  to 
tifibrd  him  custards  for  dinner. 


Well,  there  Stood  the  seven  'officers  of  his  Ma- 
jesty's naval  service  round  the  arid  cow,  looking 
very  like  seven  wise  men  just  put  to  sea  in  a  bowl. 

"  Try  again,"  said  the  captain  to  his  servant.  If 
the  attempt  had  been  only  fruitless,  there  had  been 
no  matter  for  wonder ;  it  was  milkless. 

"The  fool  can't  milk,"  said  the  captain;  then 
turning  round  to  his  officers  despondingly,  he  cx- 
clumed,  "  gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  f" 

Having  all  protested  that  they  had  left  off,  some 
thirty,  some  forty,  and  some  fifty  years,  according 
to  their  respective  ages,  and  the  marine  officer  say- 
ing that  he  never  had  had  any  practice  at  all,  hav- 
ing been  brought  up  by  band,  the  gallant  and  dis- 
appointed hero  was  obliged  to  order  the  boatswain's 
mates  to  pass  the  word  fore  and  aft,  to  send  every 
one  to  him  who  knew  how  to  milk  a  cow. 

Seventeen  Welshmen,  sixty-five  Irishmen,  (all  on 
board,)  and  four  lads  from  Somersetshire  made  their 
appearance,  moistened  their  fingers,  and  set  to 
work,  one  after  the  other ;  yet  there  was  no  milk. 

"What  do  you  think  of  this,  doctor?"  said  the 
captain  to  him,  taking  him  aside. 

"  That  the  animal  has  been  milked  a  few  hours 
before." 


"  The  inference  seems  indisputable." 
The  captain  turned  upon  the  numerous  aspirants 
for  lacteal  honors  with  no  friendly  eye,  exclaiming 
sorrowfully,  "  Too  many  to  fiog,  too  many  to  flog. 
Let  us  return  to  our  brcak^t ;  though  1  shall  not 
be  able  to  eat  a  morsel  or  drink  a  drop.  Here, 
boatswain's  mate,  pass  the  word  round  the  ship  that 
I'll  give  five  guineas  reward  to  any  one  who  will 
tell  me  who  muked  the  captain's  cow." 

The  gentlemen  then  aU  retired  to  the  cabin,  and, 
with  the  exception  of  the  captain,  incontinently  fell 
upon  the  good  things.  Now,  the  midshipman  of 
that  morning's  watch  was  a  Mr.  Littlejohn,  usually 
abbreviated  into  Jack  Small.  When  Jati  SmaU 
had  disposed  of  three  hot  rolls,  half  a  fowl,  and  a 
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pound  of  ham,  and  was  handing  in  his  plate  for  a 
well  devilled  turkej's  thigh,  his  eye  fell  eompaaaion- 
atel;  upon  hia  &sting  captain,  and  hie  lieart  opening 
to  the  soDer  emoliuns  as  bis  stomach  filled  with  bis 
host's  delicaeies,  the  latter's  want  of  the  milk  of  tbe 
con  stirred  up  within  him  his  own  milk  of  human 
kindness. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  have  no  appetite," 
said  Jack  Small,  «ith  his  mouth  very  full,  and  quite 
ptot«ctingly,  to  hia  skipper ;  "  very  sorry,  indeed, 
dr;  and,  as  you  cannot  make  jour  breakfast  with- 
out any  milk,  I  think,  sir,  that  the  midshipmen's 
b(irth  could  lend  you  a  bottle." 

"The  devil  they  can,  younker.  Oh,  oh!  It's 
good  and  fresh,  hey  P" 

"  Very  good  and  fresh,  sir,"  said  the  midshipman, 
ramming  down  the  words  with  a  large  wadding  of 
hot  roll. 

"  We  must  borrow  some  of  it,  by  all  means,"  said 
the  captain;  "but  let  the  midshipmen's  servant 
bring  it  here  himself." 

The  necessary  orders  having  been  issued,  the 
bottle  of  milk  and  the  boy  appeared. 

"  Did  jou  know,"  said  Captain  Fitzalban,  turning 
to  bis  first  lieutenant,  "that  the  midshipmen's  berth 
was  provided  with  milk,  and  that  too  after  being  at 
sea  a  month  f" — "  Indeed  I  did  not ;  they  are  better 
provided  tbah  we  are,  at  least  in  this  respect,  in 
the  ward-room." 

"  Do  you  think, — do  you  think,"  said  the  captain, 
trembling  with  rage,  "  that  any  of  the  young  black- 
guards dare  milk  my  cowV" — "It  is  not  easy  to  say 
what  they  dare  not  do," 

However,  the  cork  was  drawn,  and  the  milk 
found  not  only  to  be  very  fresh  indeed,  but  most 
suspiciously  new.  In  the  latitude  of  the  Caribbean 
Islands,  liquids  in  general  are  sufBciently  warm,  so 
the  captain  could  not  lay  much  stress  upon  that. 

"As  fine  milk  as  ever  1  tasted,"  said  the  cap- 


"  Where  do  the  young  gentlen 


resumed  the  captain,  pouring  very  carefully  what 
remained  after  the  enactions  of  John  SmaQ  into  the 
cream-jug,  and  moving  it  close  to  his  own  plate. — 
"  It  stands  us  rather  dear,  Mr,"  said  Mr.  Littlejohn, 
— "  a  dollar  a  bottle.  We  buy  it  of  Joe  Grummet, 
the  captain  of  the  wasters." 

The  captain  and  first  lieutenant  looked  at  each 
other  unutterable  things, 

Joe  Grummet  was  in  the  cabin  in  an  inSMut, 
and  the  captain  bending  upon  him  his  sharp\and 
angry  glances.  Joseph  was  a  aly  old  file,  a  seaman 
to  the  backbone ;  and  let  the  breeze  blow  from 
what  quarter  of  the  compass  it  would,  he  had  al^ 
ways  an  eye  to  windward.  Fifty  years  had  a  httle 
grizzled  his  strong  black  hair,  and,  though  innova- 
tion had  deprived  him  ot  the  massive  tail  that  whi- 
lom hung  behind,  there  were  still  some  fancy  curls 
that  corkscrewed  themselves  down  hia  weather- 
stained  temples;  and,  when  he  stood  before  the 
captain,  in  one  oi  these  be  hitched  the  first  bend  of 
the  immense  forefinger  ol  his  right  hand.  He  hob- 
bled a  little  in  his  gait,  owing  to  an  uieitracted 
muaket-ball  that  had  lodged  in  his  thigh ;  conse- 
quently he  never  went  aloft,  and  bad  been,  for  his 
merits  and  long  services,  appointed  captain  of  the 

The  Honorable  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  sud 
to  the  veteran  mariner  quickly,  and  pointing  at  the 
same  time  to  the  empty  bottle,  "Grummet,  yoa 
have  milked  my  eowl" — " Unpossible,  air!"  said 
Grummet,  bobbing  at  a  bow;  "downright  unpos- 
sible, your  honor. 

"Then,  pray,  whence  comes  the  fresh  milk  vou 
sell  every  morning  to  the  young  gentlemen?  — 
"Please  your  honor,  I  took  two  or  three  dozen  of 
bottles  to  sea  with  me  on  a  kind  o'  speculation." 

"  Grummet,  my  man,  I  am  afraid  this  will  turn 
out  a  bad  one  for  you.  Go  and  show  your  bands 
to  the  doctor,  and  he'll  ask  you  a  few  questions," 

So  Joseph  Grummet  went  and  expanded  his  flip- 
pers before  the  eyes  of  the  surgeon.  Tbey  were 
nearly  as  large  and  as  shapely  as  the  fins  of  a  por- 
poise, and  quite  of  the  color.  They  had  been  tanned 
and  tarred  till  their  skin  had  become  more  durable 
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than  boot-leather,  irntl  the j  were  quite  rough  enough 
to  have  rasped  cloee^Tained  wood. 

"  I  don't  think  our  friend  could  have  milked  your 
cow,  Captun  Fitzalban,"  said  the  doctor ;  "  at  least, 
uot  with  his  hands:  thej  are  rather  calculated  to 
draw  blood  than  milk.' 

Joaepb  rolled  his  eyes  about  and  looked  his  inno- 
cence most  pathetically.  He  was  not  jet  quite  out 
of  danger. 

Now  there  was  every  reason  in  the  world  why 
this  cow  should  gire  the  captain  at  least  a  gallon  of 
milk  per  diem— but  one,  and  that  he  was  most 
ansious  to  discover.  The  cow  was  in  the  beet  con- 
dition; since  she  had  been  embarked,  the  weather 
had  been  fine  enough  to  have  pleased  Europa  her- 
self; she  had  plenty  of  provender,  both  dry  and 
fresh.  There  were  fragrant  clover  closely  packed 
in  bags,  dolicioua  oat-cakes — meal  and  water,  and 
fine  junks  of  juicy  plantain. — The  cow  throve,  but 
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Q  ^aa  brought  a  few  dozen  botdcs  of  milk  to 
sea  with  you  as  a  venture  ?"  conUnued  the  man  of 
medicine  in  hia  examination. — "  I  did,  sir." 

"And  where  did  you  procure  them  f—"  At  Eng- 
lish Harbor,  sir." 

"  May  I  ask  of  whom  ?"' — "  Madame  Juliana,  the 
fat  free  Negro  woman." 

"  Now,  my  man,"  said  the  doctor,  looking  a 
volume  and  a  half  of  Galen,  and  holding  up  a  cau- 
tionary fore-finger — "now,  my  man,  do  not  hope 
to' deceive  me.  How  did  you  prevent  the  acetous 
fermentation  from  taking  place  in  these  bottles  of 

The  question  certainly  was  a  puzzler.  Joe  routed 
with  hia  fingers  among  his  hair  for  an  answer.  At 
length  he  fancied  he  perceived  a  glimmering  of  the 
doctor's  meaning;  so  he  hommed  and  ha-ed,  until, 
the  doctor's  patience  being  exhausted,  he  repeated 
more  peremptorily,  "  How  did  you  prevent  acetous 
.fermentation  taking  place  in  these  bottles  of  milk!" 

"  By  paying  ready  money  for  them,  air,"  said  the 
badgered  seaman,  boldly. 

"An  excellent  preventative  against  fermentation 
certainly,"  said  the  captain,  half  smiting.  "  But 
you  answer  the  doctor  like  a  fool." 

"I  was  never  accused  of  such  a  thing,  please 

Jour  honor,  before,  sir,"  said  tarrybrecks,  with  all 
is  sheets  and  tacks  aboard. 

"  Very  likely,  my  man,  very  likely,"  answered 
the  captain,  with  a  look  that  would  have  been  in- 
valuable in  a  vinegar  manufactory.  "  How  did  you 
prevent  this  milk  from  turning  sour?" 

"Ah,  air!"  said  Grummet,  now  wide  awake  to 
his  danger ;  "  if  yoa  please,  sir,  I  humbly  axes  your 
pardon,  but  that's  my  secret." 

"  Then  by  all  that's  glorious  Hi  flog  it  out  of  you." 

"  I  humbly  hopes  not,  air.  I  am  sure  your  honor 
win'tflog  an  old  seaman  who  has  fought  with  Howe 
and  Nelson,  and  who  was  wounded  m  the  sarvice 
before  your  honor  was  bom ;  you  won't  flog  him, 
dr,  only  because  he  can't  break  hia  oath." 

"So  you  have  sworn  not  to  divulge  it,  heyS" 

"  Ah,  sir ;  if  I  might  be  so  bold  as  to  say  so,  your 
honor's  a  witch  I" 

"  Take  cara  of  yourself,  Joseph  Grummet ;  I  do 
advise  you  to  take  care  of  yourself.  Folly  is  a  great 
betrayer  of  secrets,  Joseph.  Cunning  may  miik 
cowa  without  discovery :  however,  I  will  never 
punish  without  proof.  How  many  bottles  of  this 
excellent  milk  have  you  yet  left  ?" — "  Eight  or  ten, 
At,  more  or  less,  according  to  fiarcumstanceB." 


"Well!  I  will  give  jou  a  dollar  a-pieco  for  all 
you  have." 

At  this  proposition  Joseph  Grummet  shuffled 
about,  not  at  all  at  his  ease,  now  looking  very  saga- 
cious, now  very  foolish,  till,  at  last,  he  brought 
down  his  features  to  express  the  most  deprecating 
humility  of  which  their  iron  texture  was  capable, 
and  he  then  whined  forth,  "I  would  not  insult  you, 
sir,  by  treating  you  all  as  one  as  a  midshipman.  No, 
your  honor:  I  knows  the  respect  that's  due  to  you, 
— I  couldn't  think  of  letting  you,  sir,  have  a  bottle 
under  three  dollars — it  wouldn't  be  at  all  respectful 
like." 

"Grummet,"  said  Capt«n  Fitzalban,  "you  are 
not  only  a  thorough  seaman,  but  a  thorough  knave. 
Now,  have  you  the  conscience  to  make  me  pay  three 
dollars  a  bottle  for  my  own  milk?" — "Ah,  sir,  you 
don't  know  how  much  the  secret  has  cost  me." 

"Nor  do  you  know  how  dearly  it  may  cost  you 

Joseph  Grummet  then  brought  into  the  cabin  his 
remaining  stock  in  trade,  whlidi,  instead  of  eight  or 
ten,  was  found  to  consist  only  of  two  bottles.  The 
captain,  though  with  evident  chagrin,  pud  for  them 
honorably ;  and  whilst  the  milkman  pro  temp,  was 
knotting  up  the  aii  dollars  in  the  tie  of  the  hand- 
kerchief about  his  neck,  the  skipper  said  to  him, 
"  Now,  my  man,  since  we  part  such  good  friends, 
tell  me  your  candid  opinion  concerning  this  cow  of 
mine  ?" — "  Why,  sir,  I  thinks  as  how  it's  the  good 
people  as  mllka  her." 

"The  good  people,  who  the  devil  are  they?" — 
"  The  fairies,  your  honor." 

"And  what  do  they  do  with  it?" — "Very  few  can 
teH,  your  honor ;  but  those  who  gets  it  are  always 
desarving  folks." 

"  Such  as  old  wounded  seamen,  and  captains  of 
the  waist  especially.  Well,  go  along  to  your  duty. 
Look  out !  cola  love  milk." 

So  Joseph  Grummet  went  forth  from  the  cabin 
shrugging  up  his  shoulders,  with  an  ominous  pre- 
Bcutiment  of  scratches  upon  them.  The  captain, 
the  Honorable  Augustus  Fitiroy  Fitzalban,  gave  the 
marine  officer  orders  to  place  a  sentry  night  and 
day  over  his  cow,  and  then  dismissed  hia  guests. 

The  honorable  commander  was,  for  the  rest  of 
the  day,  in  a  most  unconscionable  ill-humor.  The 
ship's  sails  were  beautifully  trimmed,  the  breeze 
wasjuat  what  it  ought  to  have  been.  The  heavens 
above,  and  the  waters  below,  were  striving  to  out- 
amile  each  other.  What  then  made  the  gallant  cap- 
tain so  miserable?  He  waa  thinking  only  of  tlie 
temerity  of  the  man  who  had  dared  to  milk  hia  com. 

The  first  Ueutenant  touched  hia  hat  most  respect- 
fully to  the  Honorable  Captiun  Augustus  Fitzroy 
Fitzalban,  and  acquunted  him  that  the  sun  mdi- 
cated  it  to  be  twelve  o'clock. 

"Milk  my  cow!"  said  the  captain  abstractedly. 

"  Had  not  that  better  be  postponed  till  to-mor- 
row morning,  Captain  Fitzalban?'  said  the  hen- 
tenant,  with  a  very  little  smile ;  "  and  in  the  mean 
time  may  wo  strike  the  bell,  and  pipe  to  dinner!" 

The  captain  gazed  upon  the  gallant  officer  sor- 
rowfidly,  and,  as  he  shook  his  head,  his  looks  said 
as  plainly  as  looks  could  speak,  and  with  the  deepest 
pathos,  "  They  never  milked  kit  cow." 

"  Do  what  is  necessary,"  at  last  he  uttered ;  then 
pulling  hia  hat  more  over  his  eyes,  he  continued  to 
pace  the  quarter-deck. 

Now,  though  the  Honorable  Captain  Augustug 
Ktzroy  Rtwlban  was  the  younger  son  of  t,  noble- 
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man,  and  «njojed  a  very  handsome  patrimony,  and 
his  temper  had  been  thoroughly  spoileiJ   by  that 

Erooesa  that  is  too  often  called  education,  yet  bis 
eart  wB^  sound,  English,  and  noble.  Qo  revolted 
&OID  doing  aa  unjust  action ;  yet  he  smarted  dread- 
fully under  the  impression  t^t  he  was  cheated  and 
laaghed  at  to  his  very  face.  He  did  not  think  that 
Joseph  Grummet  had  milked  bis  cow,  but  he  felt 
Bsaured  that  the  same  milknlealing  Joseph  knew 
who  did;  yet  vaa  he  too  humane  to  introduce  the 
InquiaitiOQ  on  board  bis  ship  by  extracting  the 
truth  by  torture. 

The  Honorable  Captain  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  slept 
late  on  the  sacceeding  morning.  lie  had  been 
called  at  daylight,  pro  forma,  but  had  merely  turned 
from  hifl  left  aide  to  his  right,  muttering  something 
about  a,  cow.  It  must  be  supposed  that  tie  alum- 
beisof  the  morning  indemuilicd  him  for  the  horrors 
of  the  night,  for  break&st  was  on  the  table,  and  the 
usual  guests  assembled,  when  the  captain  emerged 
from  the  after-cabin. 

There  was  no  occasion  to  ask  the  pale  and  tcei 
bhiig  steward  if  the  cow  had  given  any  milk  that 
morning. 

The  breakfast  remained  untouched  by  the  cap- 
tain, and  passed  off  in  active  silence  by  his  guests. 
Not  wishing  to  eiicite  more  of  the  derision  of  Jack 
than  waa  absolutely  necessary,  the  captain,  when 
he  found  that  the  various  officers  whom  he  had  in- 
vited to  breaktaet  had  sufBciently  "improved  the 
occaaion,"  as  the  methodists  say,  turned  to  the  first 
lieutenant,  who  was  again  bis  guest,  and  asked  him 
if  nothing  had  transpired  on  the  over-night  to 
rant  a  suspicion  as  to  the  lacteal  felony. 

The  first  lu£f  looked  very  mysterious,  and 
wholly  disposed  to  be  communicative  upon  the 
ject.     He  had  been  piously  brought  up,  and 
not  at  all  inclined  to  be  sarcastic  upon  the  ecot 
vidons  or  the  viatation  of  ghosts ;  yet,  at  the  same 
Ume,  he  did  not  wiah  to  subject  himself  to  the  ridi- 
cule of  his  captain,  who  bad  rationally  enough 
poned  his  belief  iu  apparitions  until  he  had  seen 
Under  these  difBculiies,  he  replied  hesitatingly,  thai 
a  ghost  had  been  reported  as  having  "  come  a 
iboard  before  dajhght  in  the   morning,   withoi 

"  A  ghost,  Mr,  UitcheD,  come  on  board,  and 
not    calledl"    sud  the   indignant   captain:     "  B_ 
heaven,  ar,  I  would  have  turned  out  a  guard  ol 
honor  to  have  received  him  I     I  would  have  sooner 
had  a  visit  from  his  spirituality  than  from  hia 
cellency  the  Spanish  Ambassador. — The  service, 
has  come  to  a  pretty  pass,  when  a  ghoat  can  o 
on  board,  and  leave  the  ship  too,  I  presume,  w_._ 
out  even  so  much  as  the  boatawMn  to  pipe  the  side. 
So  the  ghost  came,  I  suppose,  and  milked  my 

The  first  lieutenant,  in  answer,  spoke  with  all 
manner  of  bumihty.    He  represented  that  he  had 
laeen  educated  as  a  seaman  and  as  an  officer,  and 
not  for  a  doctor  of  divinity ;  therefore  he  could 
Ijretend  to  account  for  these  preternatural  vis 
tions.     He  could  only  state  the  fact,  and  that 

BO  well  as  the  first  lieutenant  of  marines.     " 

be^ed,  therefore,  to  refer  to  him." 

That  officer  was  immediately  sent  for,  and  he 
made  bis  appearance  accompanied  by  one  of  the 
sergeants,  and  then  it  was  asserted  that,  when  Ihe 
guard  went  round  to  relieve  the  sentries,  they  found 
the  man  who  had  been  stationed  over  the  cow,  ly- 
ing on  the  dock  senseless  in  a  fit,  and  his  bayonet 


could  nowhere  be  found.  When  by  the  means  of 
one  of  the  assistant-surgeons,  who  bad  been  imme- 
diately summoned,  he  had  been  sufficiently  recov- 
ered to  articulate,  all  the  eiplanation  they  could 
get  irom  him  was,  that  he  had  Seen  a  ghost;  and 
the  very  mention  of  the  fact,  so  great  was  his  terror, 
had  almost  caused  a  relapse. 

'■  Send  the  poltroon  here  immediately :  ni  ghoat 
Mm!"  cried  the  enraged  oaptiun.  In  answer  to 
this  he  was  informed,  that  the  man  lay  seriously  ill 
in  bis  hammock  in  the  sick-bay,  and  that  the  doctor 
was  at  that  very  moment  with  the  patient. 

"  I'll  see  him  myself;"  said  the  captwn. 

As  the  honorable  captain,  with  his  cortege  of  offi- 
cers, passed  along  the  decks  on  his  way  to  the  sick- 
hay,  he  thought — or  his  sense  of  bearing  most 
grievously  deceived  him— that  more  than  once  he 
heard  sneering  and  gibing  voices  exclaim,  "  Who 
milked  my  cowf"  but  tie  moment  he  turned  his 
head  in  the  direction  from  whence  the  sounds  pro- 
ceeded, he  saw  nothing  but  visages  the  most  sanc- 
timonious: indeed  they,  instead  of  the  unfortunate 
sentry,  appeared  to  have  seen  the  ghoat.  The  cap- 
tain's amiability  that  morning  might  have  been  ex- 
pressed by  the  algebraical  term — minus  a  cipher. 

When  the  skipper  hauled  alongside  the  sick  man, 
he  found  that  the  doctor,  having  bled  him,  was 
preparing  to  bUster  his  head,  the  ship's  barber  at 
the  time  being  occupied  in  very  sedulously  shaving 
it.  The  patient  was  fast  putting  himself  upon  an 
equality  to  contend  with  hia  supernatural  visitant, 
by  making  a  ghost  of  himself.  He  was  in  a  high 
fever  and  dchrious,— unpleasant  things  in  the  West 
Indies!  All  the  captain  could  get  from  him  was, 
"  The  devil — flashes  of  fire — milk  cow — horrible 
teeth — devil's  cow— ship  haunted — nine  yards  of 
blue  flame — throw  cow  overboard — go  to  heaven 
— kicked  the  pail  down — horns  tipped  with  red-hot 
iron,"  and  other  rhapsodies  to  the  same  effect. 

From  the  man  the  captain  went  to  the  cow  ;  but 
she  was  looking  eicessively  sleek,  and  mild,  and 
amiable,  and  eating  her  breakfast  with  the  relish  of 
an  outside  mail-coach  passenger.  The  captain  shook 
bis  head,  and  thought  himsSf  the  most  persecuted 
of  beings. 

When  this  self-estimated  injured  character  gained 
the  quarter-deck,  he  commenced  ruminating  on  the 
propriety  of  flogging  Joseph  Grummet;  for,  with 
the  loss  of  bis  cow's  milk,  he  had  lost  all  due  sense 
of  human  kindness.  But,  as  the  Lords  of  the  Ad- 
njiraity  had  lately  in^led  upon  a  report  being  for- 
warded to  them  of  every  punishment  that  took 
place,  the  number  of  lashes,  and  the  crime  for  which 
they  were  mflicted,  the  Honorable  the  Captain 
Augustus  ntzroy  Fitzalban  thought  that  a  report 
would  look  rather  queer  running  thus;  "Joseph 
Grummet,  captun  of  the  waist,  six  dozen,  because 
my  cow  gave  do  milk,"  or,  "  because  private  ma- 
rine Smckohops  saw  a  ghost,"  or,  "  for  selling  the 
midshipmen  sundry  bottles  of  milk ;"  and  this  last 
imagination  reminded  him  that  there  was  one  of 
this  highly-gifled  class  walking  to  leeward  of  him. 
"Mr.  Littlejobn !"  said  the  captain  with  a  voice 
that  crawled  over  the  nerves  Uke  the  screeching  of 
an  ill-filed  saw. 

Small  Jack  touched  his  hat  with  more  than  usual 
respect  to  the  exasperated  otBcer,  and  then,  step- 
ping to  windward,  humbly  confronted  him. 

The  captain  was  too  angry  for  many  words ;  so, 
looking  fearfully  into  the  happy  counfenaoce  of  the 
reefer,  and  pointing  his  fore-finger  down  perpendic- 
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nkrij,  he  laconically  uttered,  "  Milk  this  morning?" 

"Good?"' 

The  well-breakfasted  midshipman  licked  hia  Hpa, 
and  smiled. 

"  Grummet  ?"— "  Yes,  sir." 

"Tell  the  boatswain's  mate  to  Eend  Mm  aft." — 
"Ay,  ay,  air." 


All  that  forenoon,  the  captain  kept  efficers  and 
men  exercising  the  great  guns,  ruoniiig  them  in 
and  out,  pointing  them  here  and  there; — saJl-trim- 
mers  aloil — boarders  on  the  starboard  bow — fire- 
men down  in  the  fore-hold:  the  men  had  not  a 
moment's  respite,  nor  the  officers  either.  How  po- 
tently in  their  hearts  they  d d  the  cow,  even 

from  the  tips  of  her  horns  unto  the  tuft  at  tiit  end 


And  there  stood  the  captain  of  the  waist,  with 
his  hat  in  his  hand,  opposite  to  the  captain  of  the 
ship.  There  was  some  difference  between  those 
two  captains : — one  merging  upon  old  age,  the  other 
lipon  manhood.  The  old  mira  with  but  two  articles 
of  dress  upon  his  person,  a  canTBS  shirt  and  a,  can- 
Taaa  pdr  of  trousers, — for  in  those  latitudes  shoes 
and  stockings  are  dispensed  with  by  the  foremast 
men,  excepting  on  Sundays  and  when  mustering  at 
divisions ;  the  other  gay,  and  and  almost  gorgeous, 
in  white  jeans,  broadcloth,  and  gold.  There  they 
stood,  the  one  the  personification  of  meekness,  the 
Other  of  haughty  anger.  However  firm  might  have 
been  the  captain's  intentions  to  convict  the  man 
before  him  by  an  intricate  cross-eiamination,  hia 
warmth  of  temper  defeated  them  at  once,  for  the 
old  seaman  looked  more  than  usually  innocent  and 
sheepish.  This  almost  stolid  equanimity  was  sadly 
provoking 

"You  insolent  scoundrel! — who  milked  my  cow 
last  nightf" — "The  Lord  in  heaven  knows,  your 
honor.  Who  could  it  be,  sir,  without  it  was  the 
ghost  who  has  laid  that  poor  lad  in  his  sick  ham- 

"And  I  suppose  that  the  ghost  ordered  you  to 
hand  the  milk  to  the  joung  gentlemen  when  he  had 
done?" — "Me,  sir!  Heaven  save  me!  I  never 
se'ed  a  ^ost  in  my  life." 

"Hypocrite!  the  bottle  you  sold  the  midship- 
men !" — "  One  your  honor,  I  brought  from  Antigua, 
tmd  which  I  overlooked  yesterday." 

"  I  shall  not  overlook  it  when  I  get  you  to  the 
gtogway.  Go,  Mr.  Littlejohn,  give  orders  to  beat 
to  quarters  the  moment  the  men  have  had  their 


of  her  tail.  Five  secret  resolves  were  made  to 
poison  her  that  hard-worked  morning.  Mr.  Small 
Jack,  who  was  stationed  at  the  foremast  main-deck 
guns  near  her,  gave  her  a  kick  every  time  the 
order  came  from  the  quarter-deck  to  ram  home  wad 
and  shot. 

Well,  this  sweltering  work,  under  a  tropical  sun, 
proceeded  till  noon,  the  captain  alternately  swear- 
ing at  the  officers  for  want  of  energy,  and  exclaim- 
ing to  himself  indignantly,  "How  dare  they  milk 
my  cow !  There  must  be  several  concerned.  Send 
the  carpenter  aft,  Mr.  Wedge,  rig  both  the  chain- 
pumps, — turn  the  water  on  in  the  well  Wasters! 
man  the  pumps.  Where's  that  Grummet?  Boats- 
wain's mates,  out  with  your  colts  and  lay  them  over 
the  shouldersof  any  man  that  shirks  his  duty  ;  keep 
a  sharp  eye  on  the  captain  of  the  waist." 

And  thus  the  poor  fellows  had,  for  a  finish  to 
their  morning's  labor,  a  half-hour  of  the  most  over- 
powering eiertion  to  which  you  can  set  mortal 
man, — that  of  working  at  the  chain-pumps.  When 
Mr.  Littlejohn  saw  elderly  Joseph  Grummet  stripped 
to  the  waist,  the  perspiration  streaming  down  him 
in  buekcrfuls,  and  panting  as  it  were  for  his  very 
life,  he,  the  sdd  Small  Jack,  very  rightly  opined 
that  no  milk  would  be  forthcoming  next  morning. 

At  noon  the  men  were  as  usual  piped  to  dinner, 
with  an  excellent  appetite  for  their  pork  and  pease, 
and  a  thirsty  relish  for  their  grog ;  for  which  bless- 
ings they  had  the  cow  alone  to  thank.  They  were 
very  ungrateful. 

No  sooner  waa  the  hour  of  dinner  over  than  the 
captain  all  of  a  sudden  discovered  that  his  ship's 
company  were  not  smart  enough  in  reefing  top-sails. 
So  at  it  they  went,  racing  up  and  down  the  rigging. 
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tricing  up  and  laying  Out,  lowering  awsj  and  hoist- 
ing, until  Hii  bells,  three  o'clock,  when  the  angry 
and  hungry  captain  went  to  hia  dinner.  He  had 
made  himself  more  unpopular  in  tliat  day  than  anj 
other  commander  in  the  fleet. 

The  dinner  was  unaocial  enough.  When  B  man 
18  not  satisfied  with  himself,  it  is  rarely  that  he  is 
satisfied  with  any  body  else.  Now  the  whole  ship's 
company,  officera  aa  well  as  men,  were  dirided  into 
parties,  and  only  two,  respecting  tMs  affair  of  the 
cow ;  one  beheved  in  a  supernatural,  the  other  in  a 
roguiBh  agency ;  in  numbers  they  were  about  equal, 
so  that  the  captiun  stood  in  the  pleasant  predica- 
ment of  being  looked  upon  in  a  sinful  light  by  one 
half  of  his  crew,  and  in  a  ludicrous  one  by  the  other. 
However,  as  the  night  advanced,  and  the  marine 
who  had  seen  the  cow-spirit  grew  worse,  the  be- 
lievers in  the  supernatural  increased  rajadly;  and, 
aa  one  sentinel  was  found  unwilhng  to  go  alone,  the 
con  had  the  distinguished  compliment  of  a,  guard 
of  honor  of  two  all  night.  The  captain,  with  a 
scornful  defiance  of  the  spiritual,  would  allow  of  no 
lights  to  be  shown,  or  of  no  entraordinary  prcoau- 
Uona  to  be  taken.  He  only  signified  his  intentions 
of  having  himself  an  interview  with  the  ghost,  and 
for  that  pucpoBO  he  walked  the  deck  till  midnight ; 
but  the  messenger  from  the  land  of  spirits  did  not 
choose  to  show  himself  so  early. 

Let  mo  hear  no  more  any  querulous  talk  of  the 
labor  of  getting  butter  to  one's  bread — no  person 
could  have  toiled  more  than  the  Honorable  Cap 
tain  Augustus  Htzroy  Fitzalban  to  get  milk  for  hia 
breakfast. 

The  two  sentries  were  relieved  at  twelve  o'clock, 
and,  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after,  every  thing  re- 
maining dark  and  quiet  about  the  haunted  cow,  tho 
ca/pt^n  went  below  and  turned  in,  joyfully  antici- 
pative  of  milk  and  cream  in  the  morning.  He  leili, 
of  course,  the  most  positive  orders  (hat  tiie  moment 
the  ghost  appeared,  he  should  be  called. 

Mr.  Mitchell,  the  pious  first  lieutenant,  remained 
on  deck,  determined  to  see  the  sequel;  told  the 
master  he  was  much  troubled  in  spirit,  and  he 
thought,  with  oil  duo  deference  to  the  articles  of 
war,  and  respect  for  the  captain,  that  ho  was  little 
bettor  than  an  infidel,  and  an  over  bold  tempter  of 
God's  providence.  The  master  remarked  in  reply, 
that  it  was  an  affair  entirely  out  of  soundings  ;  but 
very  sagely  concluded  that  thej  should  see  what 
they  should  see,  even  if  they  saw  nothing. 

It  was  a  beautiful  night — -darkly,  yet,  at  the 
time,  brightly  beautiful.    There  was  no  moon, 
pure  fires  above  were  like  scintillations  from  the 
crown  of  God's  glory.     Though  the  heai 
thus  starred  with  splendors,  it  was  deeply,  though 
clearly,  dark  on  the  ocean.     There  was  a  gentle 
breeze  that  was  only  sufficient  to  make  the  sails 
draw,  and  the  noble  frigate  walked  stately,  yet 
jestieally  onwards. 

Forward  on  the  main-deck  the  darkness  was  ( 
metian.  When  lights  had  been  last  there,  at  the 
relieving  of  the  sentinels,  the  cow  had  laid  herself 
quietly  down  upon  her  fitter,  and  seemed  to  be  in 
a  profound  steep ;  the  first  hour  after  midnight  was 
passed,  and  all  was  hushed  as  death,  save  those 
noises  that  indicate  what  else  would  be  absolute  si- 
lence more  strongly.  There  was  the  whispering 
ripple  of  the  sea,  the  dull  creaking  of  the  tiller- 
ropes,  and  the  stealthy  step  of  the  sentinels :  these 
sounds,  and  these  only,  were  punfuUy  distinct. 
One  boU  struck,  and  its  soienm  echoes  seemed  to 


■eep  through  the  decks  as  if  on  some  errand  of 
jath,  and  the  monotonous  ury  of  the  look-outs  fell 
drearily  on  the  ear. 

The  first  heutenant  and  the  officers  of  the  watch 
id  just  begun  to  shake  off  their  dreamy  and  fearful 
iprea^ons,  to  breathe  more  freely,  and  to  walk 
the  deck  with  a  iirmer  tread,  when,  from  what  was 
supposed  to  be  the  haunted  spot,  a  low  shriek  was 
■  ard,  then  a  busUe,  followed  by  half-stifled  cries  of 
The  guard  I  the  guard!" 

The  ofScers  of  the  watch  jumped  down  on  to  the 
dn-deck,  the  midshipmen  rushed  into  the  cabin 
call  the  captain,  and  men  with  and  without  lights 
rushed  forward  to  the  rescue. 

Deep  in  the  darkness  of  the  manger,  there  glared 
an  apparition  that  might  more  than  justify  the 
alarm.  The  spot  where  the  phantom  was  seen,  (we 
pledge  ourselves  that  we  are  relating  facts,)  was 
that  part  of  a  frigate  which  seamen  call  "  the  eyes 
of  her,"  directly  under  the  foremost  part  of  the  fore- 
castle, where  the  cables  run  through  the  hawse- 
holes,  and  through  which  the  bowsprit  trends  up- 
wards. The  whole  place  is  called  the  manger.  It 
is  very  often  appropriated  to  the  use  of  pigs,  until 
they  take  their  turn  for  the  butcher's  knife.  This 
LUge  locohty  that  the  ghost  chose  to 


bono 


with  iti 


From  the  imited  evidences  of  the  many  who  saw 
this  ghastly  avatar,  it  appeared  only  to  have  thrust 
its  huge  head  and  a  few  feet  of  the  forepart  of  its 
body  through  the  hawse-hole,  the  remainder  of  its 
vast  and  voluminous  tail  hanging  out  of  the  ship 
over  its  bows.  The  frightful  head  and  the  glaring 
sockets  of  its  eyes  were  distinctly  marked  in  linea- 
ments of  Gre.  Its  jaws  were  stupendous,  and  its 
triple  row  of  sharp  and  long-fanged  teeth  seemed 
to  be  gnashing  for  something  mortal  to  devoor.  It 
cast  a  pale  blue  halo  of  light  around  it,  just  suffi- 
cient to  show  the  outlines  of  the  den  it  had  selected 
in  which  to  make  its  unwelcome  appearance.  -Noise 
it  made  none,  though  several  of  the  spectators  fan- 
cied that  they  heard  a  gibbering  of  lutearthly  sounds ; 
and  Mr.  Llttlejohn  swore  the  next  day  upon  his 
John  Hamilton  Moore,  that  it.  mooed  dolefully  like 
a  young  bullock  crossed  in  love. 

To  describe  the  confusion  on  the  main-deck, 
whilst  officers,  seamen,  and  marines  were  gazing  on 
this  spectre,  so  like  the  fiery  spirit  of  the  Yankee 
sea-serpent.  Is  a  task  from  which  I  shrink,  knowing 
that  language  Cannot  do  it  adequately.  The  first 
lieutenant  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  group,  not 
merely  transfixed,  but  paralysed  with  fear ;  men 
were  tambling  over  each  other,  shouting,  praying, 
swearing.  Up  from  the  dark  holds,  like  shrouded 
ghosts,  the  watch  below,  hi  their  shirts,  sprang 
from  their  hammocks ;  and  for  many,  one  look  was 
enough,  and  the  bead  would  vanish  immediately,  in 
the  dark  profound.  The  shouting  for  fights,  and 
loaded  muskets  and  pistols  was  terrible;  and  the 
orders  to  advance  were  so  eagerly  reiterated,  that 
none  had  leisure  to  obey  them. 

But  the  cow  herself  did  not  present  the  least  im- 
posing feature  in  this  picture  of  horror.  She  form- 
ed, as  it  were,  the  barrier  between  mortality  and 
spiritaaUty — all  beyond  her  was  horrible  and  spec- 
tral ;  by  her  fright  she  seemed  to  acknowledge  the 
presence  of  a  preternatural  being.  Her  legs  were 
stiff  and  extended,  her  tail  standing  out  like  that  of 
an  angered  fion,  and  she  kept  a  continued  strain 
upon  the  baiter  with  which  she  was  tethered  to  a 
ting-bolt  in  tbe  ship's  side. 
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By  thia  t[me,  eereral  of  the  Wftrd-room  offii 
and  most  of  the  midshipmen,  hnd  reached  the  a 
of  action.     Piatois  were  no  longer  wanting, 
loaded  ones  too.    Three  shots  were  fired  into 
raaneer,  with  what  aim  it  ia  impossible  to  specify, 
at  the  spectre.     They  did  not  seem  to  annoy  his 
ghostship  in  the  least ;  without  an  indication  of  hia 
be^nning  t«  grow  hungry  might  be  deemed  so.   As 
the  shot  whistled  past  him,  he  worked  his  huge  and 
fiery  jaws  most  ravenously. 

"Well,"  said  the  second  lieutenant,  "let  uB  give 
tlie  genHeman  another  shot,  and  then  come  to  close 
quarters.    Mr.  Mitchell  you  have  a  pistol  in  your 
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disappointed  FitzalbanI  he  saw  no  ghost,  because, 
as  the  man  sacs  in  the  Critic,  "  'twas  not  in  sight." 

Immediately  the  honorable  captain  had  gained 
his  station,  the  much  wronged  and  persecuted  cow, 
galled  by  her  wound,  with  a  mortal  effort  snapped 
the  rope  with  which  she  was  fastened,  and  then, 
lowering  her  homed  head  nearly  level  with  the 
deck,  and  flourishing  her  tail  after  the  manner  that 
an  Irishman  fiourishes  bis  shillelab  before  he  com- 
mences occipital  operations,  she  rushed  upon  the 
crowded  phalani  betore  her  At  this  instant,  as  if 
its  supernatural  mission  had  been  completed,  the 
Bplrit  Tanichcd 

The  ideal  having  decamped,  those  concerned 
had  to  save  themselves  from  the  well  followed  up 
assaulfs  of  the  real  The  captam  flew  before  the 
pursuing  horns,  A — ning  the  cow  in  all  the  varie- 
ties of  condemnation.  But  she  was  generqus,  and 
she  attached  herself  to  him  with  an  unwonted,  or 
rather  an  unwanted,  fidelity.  Lanterns  were 
crushed  and  men  overthrown,  and  laughter  now 
arose  amidst  the  shouts  of  dismay.  The  seamen 
tried  to  impede  the  progress  of  the  furious  animal 
by  throwing  down  before  her  !ashed-up  hammocks, 
and  by  seizing  her  behind  by  the  tail ;  but,  woe  is 
me  I  tile  Honorable  the  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy 
Fitzalbaa  could  not  run  so  fast  in  hia  variegated 
and  scarlet  flowered  mlk  dressing-gown  as  a  cow  In 
the  agonies  of  death ;  for  he  had  just  reached  that 
asylum  of  safety,  hia  cabin  door,  when  the  cow 
took  him  up  very  carefully  with  her  horns,  and  Erst 
giving  him  a  monitory  aliake,  then  with  an  inclina- 
tion to  port,  she  tossed  him  right  over  the  ward- 
room sky-light,  and  deposited  him  very  gingerly  in 
the  turtle-tub  that  stood  lashed  on  the  larboard 
sideof  thehalf^]eck.  This  eiertion  was  her  last; 
for  immediately  after  falling  upon  her  knees,  and 
then  gently  rolling  over,  to  use  an  Homeric  ex- 
pression, her  soul  issued  from  her  wound,  and 
sought  the  shades  below  appropriated  to  the  souls 

In  the  mean  time,  the  captain  was  sprawling 
about,  and  contending  with  his  turtle  for  room,  and 
he  stood  a  very  good  chance  of  being  drowned 
even  in  a  tub ;  but  asastance  speedily  arriving,  he 


was  drawn  out,  and  thus  the  world  was  spared  a 
second  tale  of  a  tub.  Bui  there  naa  something  in 
the  spirit  of  the  aristocratic  Fitialban  that  neither 
cows,  ghosts,  nor  turtle-haunted  water  could  sub- 
due. Wet  as  he  was,  and  suffering  idso  from  the 
contusions  of  the  cow's  horns,  he  immediately  or- 
dered more  light,  and  proceeded  to  search  for  the 
ghost, — proUfic  parent  of  all  his  mishaps. 

Wei!  escorted,  he  visited  the  manger,  bat  the 
most  scrutinizing  search  eould  discover  nothing 
extraordinary.  The  place  seemed  to  have  been 
undisturbed,  nor  once  to  have  departed  from  its 
usual  solitariness  and  dirt.  There  was  not  even  so 
much  as  a  smell  of  sulphur  on  the  spot  where  the 
peetre  had  appeared,  nor  were  there  any  signs  of 

et,  which,  supposing  the  thing  seen  had  been  a 
real  animal,  would  have  been  the  case,  had  it  come 
fomth  th      gh  fth   hawse-holes.    "The 

h  1       ffai    w  Id        the  most  profound 

mjst  ry  Th  h  rabl  pt  n,  therefore,  came 
t     th  1  h  t      th       .whatever  had  ap- 

pe       d    and  th  t  th        hi     was  the  creation  of 
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d    gu  h  w  th  cold,  he  retired 


a  ly  p    t    t    E  th  t  S 
n     t     h     Id  p  yhmf 

B!     kw       th  1 

ora    g      Th 


-martials,  and  sol- 
M  hell,  the  first  lieu- 
th      ow  that  he  had  so 

of  many  the  neit 

w      distrust  and  divi- 


kfast 
.io  his  M  jesty       h  p  Nw    a,  and  the  Honor 

ibl     th     C  ptam  A  gu  F  t  roy  Fitzalban   had 

iev    al  hifl  noble  person,  a 

lad     Id       d  Ik  f     b      kfast ;  an  accumula- 

io      1       1    th  f  tl         istocracy  ought  not 

o  b  bl-  d  t  b  ar  Th  gh  Mr.  Mitchell  did 
lot  t  klabt  w  th  th  captain  Jack  Small,  alias 
im  11  J  k  lia  M  L  ttl  J  h  did.  The  only  al^ 
tempt  f  h  p  ai  th  t  m  mmg  at  conversation 
W  th  ce  that  croaked  Uke  a. 

t  f  d  h  denoe  exteme  of  an 
abominable  sore-throat,  the  captain  merely  said  to 
the  reefer,  pointing  his  forefinger  downwards,  as  he 
did  the  day  before,  "Milkf" 
Mr.  Littlejohn  shook  his  head  dolefully,  and  re- 
lied, "No,  sir." 
"Myc.  ■ 
lander,  ^ 

heart  of  a  stone  statue — if  it  could  have  heard  it 
"If  you  please,  sir,"  swd  the  steward,  "Mr, 
itchell  sends  his  compliments,  and  would  be  very 
glad  to  know  what  you  would  have  done  with  the 
dead  cow." — "My  compliments  to  Mr.  Mitchell, 
and  he  may  do  whatever  he  likes  with  it.  He  diot 
it,  and  must  pay  me  for  it :  let  him  eat  it  if  he 

The  first  lieutenant  and  the  captain  were,  afier 
is,  not  on  speaking  terms  for  three  months. 
Several  duels  had  very  nearly  been  fought  about 
the  ghost ;  those  who  had  not  seen  it,  branding 
those  who  had  with  an  imputation  only  a  little 
short  of  cowardice;  those  who  had  seen  it,  becom- 
ing for  a  few  weeks  very  religious,  and  finoly  re- 
solving henceforward  to  get  drunk  only  in  pious 
^y.  The  carcase  of  the  cow  was  properly 
I  and  cut  up,  but  few  were  found  who  would 
it  i  the  majority  of  the  seamen  thinking  that 
imal  hod  been  bewitched:  the  captain,  of 
would  take  none  of  it,  unless  Mr.  Mitchell 


,,  Google 


would  permit  him  to  paj  bim  for  it  st  eo  much  per 
pound,  AS  be  pertinaciously  pTeteoded  to  consider 
It  to  be  the  property  of  the  first  lieutenant.  Con- 
sequently, the  animal  was  nearly  shared  between 
the  mid^ipmen's  berth  and  the  mess  of  which  Jo- 
eepb  Grummet,  the  captain  of  the  waist,  was  an  un- 
worthy member. 

The  day  following  the  death  of  the  cow,  Joseph 
Grummet  was  found  loitering  about  the  door  of  the 
young  gentlemen's  berth. 

"Any  milk  to-morrow,  Joseph!"  said  the  cater- 
er.— "No,  sir,"  with  a  most  sensible  shake  of  the 

"  Oh  I — the  cow  has  given  up  the  ghost !" — "And 
somebodg  else  too  /"  This  simple  expression  seemed 
to  hate  much  relieved  Joe's  overcharged  bosom  ;  he 
turned  bis  quid  in  his  mouth  with  evident  satisfac- 
tion, grinned,  and  was  shortly  after  lost  in  the 
darkness  forward. 

There  never  yet  was  a  ghost  story  that  did  not 
prove  a  very  ample  affau:  when  the  key  to  it  was 
found.  The  captain  of  the  Ntenia  never  would  be- 
lieve that  any  thing  uncommon  was  ever  seen  at 
all.  He  was,  however,  as  much  in  the  wrong  aa 
those  who  believed  that  they  had  seen  a  ghost. 
The  occurrenre  could  not  ho  forgotten,  though  it 
ceased  to  be  talked  of. 

Two  years  after,  the  ship  came  to  England,  and 
was  paid  off.  Joseph  Grummet  bagged  his  notes 
and  his  sovereigns  with  much  satisfaction;  but  he 
did  not  jump  Uke  a  fool  into  the  first  boat,  and  rush 
ashore  to  scatter  his  hard-earned  wages  among 
Jews,  and  people  still  worse ;  he  stayed  till  the  last 
man,  and  anxiously  watched  for  the  moment  when 
the  pennant  should  be  hauled  down.  When  he 
saw  this  fairly  done,  he  asked  leave  to  speak  to  the 
captain.    He  was  ushered  into  the  cabin,  and  he 


there  saw  many  of  the  officers  who  were  taking 
leave  of  their  old  commander. 

"Well,    Grummet,"    siud    the    skipper,   "what 

"Please  your  honor,  you  offered  five  guineas  to 
anybody  who  would  tell  you  who  milked  the  cow." 

"And  so  I  will  gladly,"  said  the  captain,  plea- 
santly, "if  the  same  person  will  unravel  the  mys- 
tery of  the  ghost."  And  he  turned  a  triumphant 
look  upon  the  beUevers  in  spirits  who  stood  around 

"  I  milked  your  cow,  sir." 

"Ah!  Joseph,  Joseph!  it  was  unkindly  done. 
But  with  your  hands?" — "We  widened  a  pur  of 
Ur.  Littlejohn's  kid-gloves,  ^r." 

"  I  knew  that  little  rascal  was  at  the  bottom  of 
it!  but  there  is  honor  in  the  midshipmen's  berth 
still.  What  is  the  reason  that  they  thus  sought  to 
deprive  me  of  my  property?" — "You  wouldn't 
allow  them  to  take  any  hve  Stock  on  hoard  that 

"So — 80 — wild  justice,  hey?  But  come  to  the 
ghost." — "Why,  sir,  I  wanted  to  have  the  cow  un- 
watched  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  every  middle 
watch ;  so  I  took  the  shark's  head  we  had  caught 
a  day  or  two  before,  scraped  off  most  of  the  flesh, 
and  whipped  it  in  a  bread-bag, — it  shone  brighter 
in  the  dark  -than  slinking  mackerel : — so  I  whips 
him  out  when  I  wants  him,  and  wabbles  his  jaws 
about.  I  was  SAfely  stowed  under  the  bowsprit 
from  your  shot ;  and  when  your  honor  walked  in 
on  one  Bide  of  the  manger,  I  walked,  with  my  head 
under  my  arm,  out  of  the  other." 

"  Well,  Joseph,  there  are  your  five  guineas  r  and, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  Honorable  the  Captun  Au- 
gustus Ktzroy  Pilzaiban,  bowing  to  his  ofBcets,  "I 
wish  you  joy  of  your  ghost] " 


I  HiTB  the  very  name  of  box  ; 

It  fills  me  fuU  of  fears ; 
It  minds  me  of  the  woes  I've  felt, 

Since  I  was  young  in  years. 

They  sent  me  to  a  Yorkshire  school, 
Where  I  had  many  knocks; 

For  there  my  schoolmates  box'd  my  ea 
Because  I  couhln't  box. 

I  pack'd  my  box ;  I  ptck'd  the  locks. 

And  ran  away  to  sea ; 
And  very-soon  I  learnt  to  box 

The  compass  merrily. 

I  came  ashore — I  call'd  a  coach. 

And  mounted  on  the  box; 
The  coach  upset  agunet  a  pvst. 

And  gave  me  dreadful  knocks, 

I  soon  got  well ;  in  love  I  fell. 

And  married  Martha  Cox; 
To  please  her  wil!  at  fam'd  Box  Hill, 

I  took  a  country  box. 


I  had  a  pretty  garden  there, 
All  horder'd  round  with  box; 

But,  ah,  alas  !  there  liv'd  next  door, 
A  certain  Captain  Knox. 

He  took  my  wife  to  see  the  play ; — 

They  had  a  private  box  .- 
I  jealous  grew,  and  from  that  day, 

I  hated  Captdn  Knox. 

I  sold  my  house, — I  left  my  wife ; 

And  went  to  Lawyer  Fox, 
Who  tempted  me  to  seek  redress 

All  from  a  j  ury  box. 

I  went  to  law,  whose  greedy  maw 
Soon  emptied  my  strong  box; 

I  lost  my  suit,  and  cash  to  boot, 
AU  thro'  that  crafty  Fox. 

The  name  of  box  I  therefore  dread, 

I've  bad  so  many  shocks  ; 
They'll  never  end,— for  when  Tm  dead, 

Tbey'U  nail  me  in  a  6ox. 
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HE  Last  Stage  Coachman !  It  falls  upon 
the  ear  of  every  one  but  a  shareholder 
JQ  riulways,  with  a  boding,  melancholy 
Boand,  In  apite  of  our  natuiral  rever- 
ence for  the  wonders  of  science,  our 
hearts  grow  heavy  at  the  thought  of 
never  again  beholi^ng  the  Bweet-smelling  nose 
gaj,  the  unimpeachable  top-boota,  and  fair  white 
breeches;  once  so  proramcat  as  the  ui  iform  of 
the  fraternity.  With  all  our  respect  for  eipedi 
tious  and  buMuesB-like  travelling,  we  expeneace 
a  feeling  nearly  akin  to  disgust,  at  being  marshalled  to  our  places  by  a 
bell  and  a  fellow  with  a  badge  on  his  shoulder;  instead  of  hearing  tl  a 
cheery  summons  "Now  then,  gentlemen,"  and  being  regaled  by  a  shoit 
and  instructive  couveraation  with  a  ruddy-faced  personage  in  a  dustlosa 
olive-green  coat  and  prismatic  belcher  handkerohieE  What  did  we  want 
with  smoke  f  Had  we  not  the  coachman's  cigar,  if  we  were  desirous  of 
observing  its  shapes  and  appearances?  Who  would  he  so  unreasonable  as 
to  languish  for  steam,  when  he  could  inhale  it  on  a  cool,  autumnal  morn 

tng,  naturally  concocted  from  the  backs  of  four  blood  horses?    Whol 

Alas  t  we  may^ropose  questions  and  find  out  answers  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter,  and  yet  fail  in  reforming  the  perverted  taste  of  the  present  gen- 
eration ;  we  know  that  the  attempt  is  useless,  and  we  give  up  in  sorrowful 
and  philosophic  reagnation,  and  proceed  undaunted  hj  the  probable  sneers 
of  railway  irectore,  to  the  recital  of — 

A  TI8I0N. 
Methought  I  walked  forth  one  autumn  evening,  to  observe  the  arrival  of 
a  stage  coach.  1  wandered  on,  yet  nothing  of  the  kind  met  my  eye.  I 
tried  many  an  old  public  road — they  were  now  grass-grown  and  miry,  or 
desecrated  by  the  abominable  presence  of  a  "  station."  I  wended  my  way 
towards  a  famous  roadside  inn:  it  was  desobte  and  silent,  or  in  other 
words,  "To  Let."  I  looked  for  "the  commercial  room:"  not  a  pot  of 
beer  adorned  the  mouldering  tables,  and  not  a  pipe  lay  scattered  over  the 
wild  and  beautiful  seclusions  of  its  once  numerous  "hoses."  It  was  de- 
serted and  useless;  the  voice  of  the  traveller  rung  no  longer  round  its 
walls,  and  the  merry  horn  of  the  guard  startled  no  more  the  sleepy  few, 
who  once  congregated  round  its  hospitable  door.  The  chill  fire-place  and 
broad,  antiquated  niantcl-piece,  presented  but  one  bill — the  starting  time  of 
an  adjacent  railroad ;  surmounted  by  a  representation  of  those  engines  of 
destruction,  in  dull,  frowsy  lithograph, 

I  turned  to  the  yard.  Where  was  the  ostler  with  his  unbraced  breeches 
and  his  upturned  shirt  sleeves  ?  Where  was  the  stable  boy  with  Ms  wisp 
of  straw  and  his  sieve  of  oats?  Where  were  the  coquettish  mares  and  the 
tall  blood  horses?  Where  was  the  manger  and  the  stable  door? — AU 
gone — all  disappeared;  the  buildings  dikpidated  and  tottering — of  what 
use  is  a  stable  to  a  stoker  f    The  oetlecan 
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away — what  fellowship  have  either  nith  a  boiler 
3Se  inn  yard  was  no  more  !  Tho  very  dunghill  ii 
its  farlheEt  corner  was  choked  by  dust  and  old 
bricks;  and  the  cock,  the  pride  of  the  com 
itmui],  clamored  no  longer  on  the  ruined  and 
sightly  wall.  I  thought  it  vaa  possible  that  he  had 
satisfied  long  since  the  cravings  of  a  railway 
mittee;  and  I  9at  down  on  a  ruined  water-ti 
give  way  to  tho  melancholy  refleclioiu  called  up  by 
the  sight  before  me. 

I  know  not  how  long  I  meditated.     There 
no  officious  waiter  to  aakme,  "What  I  would  pli 
to  order?"    No  chambermaid  to  simper  out,  " ' 
way^  Sir^*' — not  even  a  stray  cat  \fi  claim  acquaint- 
ance with  the  calves  of  my  legs,  or  a  horse's  hoof 
to  tread  upon  my  toe.    There  was  nothing  to  dis- 
turb my  miserable  reverie,  and  I  anathematized 
railways  without  disljuction  or  eiception. 

The  distant  sound  of  slow  and  stealthy  footsteps 
at  last  attracted  my  attention.  I  looked  to  the  far 
end  of  the  yard.  Heavens  above  i  a  stage  coach- 
man was  pacing  its  worn  and  weedy  pavement. 

There  was  no  mistaking  him — he  wore  the  low- 
ctowned,  broad-brimmed,  whitey-brown,  well-brush- 
ed hat;  the  voluminous  checked  neckcloth;  the 
ample-skirted  coat ;  the  striped  waistcoat ;  the 
white  cords;  and  last,  not  least,  the  immortal  boots. 
ButalasI  the  calf  that  had  once  filled  them  out, 
had  disappeared;  they  clanked  heavily  on  the  pave- 
ment, mstead  of  creaking  tightly  and  noi^ly  where- 
ever  he  went.  His  waistcoat,  evidently  once  filled 
almost  to  bursting,  hung  m  loose,  uncomfortable 
folds  about  his  emaciated  w^t ;  large  wrinkles 
marred  the  former  beauty  of  the  fit  of  his  coat ; 
and  his  face  was  all  lines  and  furrows,  instead  of 
smiles  and  jollity.  The  spirit  of  the  fraternity  had 
passed  away  from  him — he  was  the  stage  coachman 
only  in  dress. 

He  walked  backwards  and  forwards  for  some  time 
without  turning  his  head  one  way  or  the  other, 
except  now  and  then  to  peer  into  the  deserted 
stable,  or  to  glance  mournfully  at  the  whip  he  held 
in  his  hand ;  at  last,  the  sound  of  the  arrival  of  a 
train  struck  upon  his  ear ! 

He  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  slowly  and 
solemnly  shook  his  clenched  fist  in  the  direction  of 
the  sound,  and  looked — Oh  that  look !  it  spoke  an- 
nihilation to  the  mightiest  engine  upon  the  rail,  it 
scoffed  at  sl«ahi,  and  flashed  furious  deri^on  at  the 
largest  terminus .  that  ever  was  erected ;  it  was  an 
awfully  comprehensive  look — the  concentrated  es- 
sence of  the  fierce  and  deadly  enmity  of  all  the 
stage  coachmen  in  England  to  steam  conveyance. 

To  my  utter  astonishment,  not,  it  must  be  owned, 
unmiied  with  fear,  he  suddenly  turned  Ma  eyes  to- 
wards my  place  of  shelter,  and  walked  up  to  me. 

"  That's  the  tail,"  said  he,  between  his  set  teeth. 

"  It  is,"  said  I,  considerably  embarrassed. 

"D nit!"  returned  the  excited  stagecoach- 
There  was  something  inerpreesibly  awfU  about 
this  execration ;  And  I  confess  I  felt  a  strong  mter- 
nal  conviction  that  the  next  day's  paper  would  teem 
with  horrible  railway  accidents  in  every  column. 

"  1  did  my  utmost  to  hoppose  'ero,"  said  the  stage 
coachman,  in  softened  aeeeats.  "I  wos  the  la»t 
that  guv'  in ;  I  kep'  a  losmg  day  after  day,  and  yet 
I  worked  on ;  I  was  determined  to  do  my  ddoty, 
and  I  drove  a  coach  the  last  day  with  an  old  hoo- 

n  and  a,  carpet  bag  inside,  and  three  little  boys 


nwhoppmg  empty  portmanteaus  outside.   I 


wos  determined  my  last  kick  to  have  smite  passengers 
to  show  to  the  rail,  so  I  took  my  wife  and  children 
'cos  nobody  else  wouldn't  go,  and  then  we  guv'  in. 
Howa'ever,  the  last  time  as  /  wos  on  the  road,  I 
didn't  go  and  show  'em  an  empty  coach — we  wsan't 
full,  but  we  wasn't  empty  ;  we  wos  game  to  the  last!" 

A.  grim  smile  of  triumph  lit  up  the  features  of  the 
deposed  coachman,  as  he  gave  vent  to  this  assertion. 
He  took  hold  of  me  by  the  button-hole,  and  led  the 
way  into  the  house. 

"  This  landlord  woa  an  austerions  sort  of  a  man," 
said  he ;  "  lie  used  to  hobserve,  that  he  only  wished 
a  Railway  Committee  would  dine  at  his  house,  he'd 
pison  'em  all,  and  emigrate;  and  he'd  ha'  done  it, 
tool" 

I  did  not  venture  to  doubt  this,  so  the  stage 
coachman  continued: 

"I've  smoked  my  pipe  by  the  hoar  together  in 
that  fire-place;  I've  read  'The  Times'  advertise- 
ments and  Periice  Eeports  in  that  box  till  I  fell 
asleep ;  I've  walked  up  and  down  this  here  room  a 
saying  all  sorts  of  things  about  tho  rail,  and  a  bual- 
ing  for  happiness.  Outside  this  wel'y  door  I've  bin 
a  dpownded  in  thankys  from  ladies  for  never  lettin' 
nobody  step  through' their  band-boxes.  The  cham- 
bermaids used  to  smile,  and  the  dogs  used  to  bark, 
wherever  I  came. — But  it's  all  over  now — tho  poor 
feller  as  kep'  this  place  takes  tickets  at  a  Station, 
and  the  chambermaids  makes  scalding  hot  tea  be- 
hind a  mahogany  counter  for  the  people  as  has  DO 

As  the  stage  coachman  uttered  these  words,  a 
contemptuous  sneer  puckered  his  sallow  cheek.  He 
led  me  back  into  the  yard;  the  ruined  appearance 
of  which  looked  doubly  mournful,  under  the  fujnt 
rays  of  moonlight  that  every  here  and  there  stole 
through  the  dilapidated  walls  of  the  stable.  An 
owl  had  taken  up  his  abode,  where  the  chief  ostler's 
bedroom  had  ones  rejoiced  in  the  grotesque  ma- 
jesty of  huge  portraits  of  every  winner  of  every 
"  Derby,"  since  the  Srst  days  of  Epsom.  The  bird 
of  night  flew  heaviiy  off  at  our  approach,  and  my 
companion  pointed  gloomily  up  to  the  fragments  of 
mouldy,  worm-eaten  wood,  the  last  relics  of  the 
stable  lotl. 

"  He  wos  a  great  friend  of  mine,  was  that  h'ostler," 
said  the  coachman,  "but  he's  lel\  this  railway- 
bothered  worid— he  was  finished  by  tho  train." 

At  mj  earnest  entreaty  to  hoar  further,  be  con- 
tinued, 

"Wh^n  thish'old  place  wos  guv'  up  and  ruinated, 
the  h'ostler,  as  'ud  never  look  at  the  rail  before, 
went  down  to  have  a  sight  of  it,  and  as  he  wos  a 
leaning  his  elbows  on  the  wall,  and  a  wishing  as 
how  he  had  the  stabling  of  all  the  steam  h'ingines 
(he'd  ha'  done  'em  justice !)  wot  should  he  see,  but 
one  of  hig  osses  as  wos  thrown  out  of  employ  by 
the  rail,  a  walking  along  jist  where  the  train  was 
coming.  Bill  jumped  down,  and  as  he  wos  a  lead- 
ing of  him  h'off,  up  comes  the  train,  and  went  over 
his  leg  and  cut  the  'os  in  two — 'Tom,'  says  he  to 
me  when  we  picked  him  up;  'I'm  a  going  eleven 
mile  an  hour,  to  the  last  stage  as  is  left  for  me  to 
do.  I've  always  done  my  dooty  with  the  osses; 
I've  bin  and  done  it  now — bury  that  ere  poor  os 
and  me  out  of  the  noise  of  the  rail.'  We  got  the 
surgeons  to  him,  but  he  never  spoke  no  more.  Poor 
BiU!  Poor  Bill!" 

This  last  recoUe^tioa  seemed  too  much  for  the 
stage  coachman,  be  wrung  mj  hand,  and  walked 
.abruptly  to  the  ferthest  comer  of  the  yard. 
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I  took  care  not  to  interrupt  him,  and  watched 
him  carefully  from  a  distance. 

At  first,  the  one  expression  of  hia  countenance 
was  melancholj ;  but  by  degrees,  otber  thoughts 
came  crowding  from  his  mind,  and  mantled  on  his 
woe-begonc  Tisagc.  Poor  fellow,  J  could  see  that 
he  waa  again  in  ima^nation  the  beloved  of  the 
ladies  and  the  adored  of  the  chambennaids :  t  faint 
reflection  of  the  aflable,  yet  majestic  demeanor, 
required  by  his  calling,  iUtted.  occasionally  over 
his  pinched,  attenuated  features;  and  brightened 
the   cold,   melancholy   expression   of  his  counte- 

As  I  still  looked,  it  grew  darker  and  darker,  yet 
the  face  of  the  stage  coachman  was  never  fur  an 
instant  bidden  from  me.  The  same  artificial  expres- 
^on  of  pleasure  characterized  its  lineaments  as  be- 
fore. Suddenly  I  heard  a  strange,  unnatural  noise 
in  the  air — now  it  seemed  like  the  distant  tramphng 
of  horses ;  and  now  again,  like  the  rumbling  of  a 
heavily  laden  coach  along  the  public  road.  A  faint, 
sickly  light,  spread  itself  Over  that  part  of  the 
heavens  whencd  the  sounds  proceeded ;  and  after 
an  interval,  a  fully  equipped  stage  coach  appeared 
in  the  clouds,  with  a  railway  director  strapped  fast 
to  each  wheel,  and  a  stoker  between  the  teeth  of 
each  of  the  four  horses. 


In  place  of  luggage,  fragments  of  broken  steam 
carriages,  and  red  carpet  bags  filled  with  other  me- 
mentoes of  railway  accidents,  occupied  the  roof. 
Chance  passengers  appeared  to  be  the  onW  tenants 
of  the  outside  ^ces.  In  front  sat  Julius  Caesar  and 
Mrs.  Hannah  Moore ;  and  behind,  Sir  Joseph  Banks 
and  Mrs.  Brownrigge.  Of  all  the  "  msides,"  I  could, 
I  grieve  to  say,  see  nothing. 

On  the  bos:,  waa  a  little  man  with  fuzzy  hair  and 
lai^e  iron-gray  whiskers ;  clothed  in  a  coat  of  en- 
gineers' skin,  with  gloves  of  the  hide  of  railway 
police.  He  pulled  up  opposite  my  friend,  and  bow- 
ing profoundly,  motioned  him  to  the  box  seat. 

A  gleam  of  unutterable  joy  irradiated  the  stage 
coachman's  countenance,  as  he  stepped  lightly  into 
his  place,  seized  the  reuis,  and  with  one  hearty 
"goodnight,"  addressed  to  an  imaginary  inn-full  of 
people,  started  the  horses. 

Off  they  drove !  my  friend  in  the  plenitude  of  his 
satisfaction  cracking  the  whip  every  instant,  as  he 
drove  the  phantom  coach  into  the  air.  And  amidst 
the  shrieks  of  the  railway  directors  at  the  wheel, 
the  groans  of  James  Watt,  the  bugle  of  the  guard, 
and  the  tremendous  cursing  of  the  invisible  "in- 
sides,"  fhst  and  furiously   disappeared   from    my 
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Tm  in  love  with  Neighbor  Nelly, 

Though  I  know  she's  only  ten ; 
While  I  am  eight-and-forty, 

And  the  marriedett  of  men. 
I've  a  wife  that  weighs  me  double, 

Pve  three  daughters  all  with  beaux ; 
IVe  a  son  with  noble  whiskers, 

Who  at  me  turns  up  his  nose. 

Though  a  Squaretoes  and  a  Buffer, 

Yet  I've  sunshine  in  my  heart ; 
Still,  I'm  fond  of  cakes  and  marbles — ■ 

Can  appreciate  a  tart, 
I  can  iove  my  Neighbor  Nelly 

Just  as  though  I  were  a  boy, 
And  would  band  her  cakes  and  applea 

From  my  depths  of  corduroy. 

She  is  tall,  and  growing  taller ; 

She  is  vigorous  of  Umb ; 
(You  should  see  her  play  at  cricket 

With  bar  httle  brother  Jim  !) 
She  has  eyes  as  blue  as  damsons ; 

She  has  pounds  of  auburn  curls : 
She  regrets  the  game  of  leap-frog 

Is  prohibited  to  girls  1 


I  adore  my  Neighbor  Neily  ; 


lii: 


e  her  i 


And  1  let  her  nurse  the  baby, 
Her  delightful  ways  to  see. 

Such  a  darling  bud  of  woman! 
Yet  remote  from  any  teens — 

I  have  learnt  from  Keighbor  Nelly 
What  the  ^tI'b  doll  instinct  meam 

0,  to  see  her  with  the  baby, 

(He  adores  her  more  thain  I,) 
How  she  choruses  his  crowing. 

How  she  hushes  every  cry  I 
How  she  loves  to  pit  his  dimples, 

With  her  light  forefinger  deep; 
How  she  boasts,  as  one  in  triumph. 

When  she  gets  him  off  to  sleep ! 

We  must  part,  my  Neighbor  Nelly, 

For  the  summers  quickly  flee. 
And  the  middlc'aged  admirer. 

Must,  too  soon,  supplanted  be. 
Yet,  as  jealous  as  a  mother, 

A  suspicious,  canker'd  churl — 
I  look  vainly  for  the  setting 

To  be  worthy  such  a  pearl  1 
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The  Orient  day  was  fresh  and  fair, 
A  breeze  sang  soft  in  the  ambient  air, 
Men  almost  wondered  to  find  it  there 

Blowing  so  near  Bengal, 
Where  waters  bubble  as  boiled  in  a  pol. 
And  the  gold  of  the  sun  spreads  melting  hot, 
And  there's  hardlj  a  breath  of  wiiid  to  be  got 

At  any  price  at  all  1 
Unless,  indeed,  when  the  great  Simoom 
Gets  np  from  its  bed  with  the  voice  of  doom ; 

And  deserts  no  rains  e'er  drench 
Rise  up  and  roar  with  a  dreadful  gust, 
Hilars  of  sand  and  clouds  of  dust 
Rushing  on  drifted,  and  rapid  to  burst, 
And  filUng  all  India's  throat  with  thirst 

That  its  Ganges  couldn't  quench  ] 


Ko  great  Smoom  rose  up  to-day, 

But  only  a  gentle  breeze. 
And  that  of  sucn  silent  and  voiceless  play 
That  a  lady's  bustle 
Had  made  more  rustle 

than  it  did  among  the  trees  1 
Twas  not  like  the  breath  of  a  British  vale, 
Where  each  Green  acre  is  blessed  with  a  Gale 

Whenever  the  natives  please ; 
But  it  was  of  that  soft  inviting  sort, 
That  it  tempted  to  revel  in  pic-nic  sport 

A  couple  of  Bcngaicsc  I 


iS  tall,  the.  other  w 
They  were  natives  both  of  the  glorious  East, 
And  both  so  fond  of  a  rural  feast, 
That  off  they  roam'd  to  a  country  plain 

Where  the  breeze  roved  free  about, 
That  during  its  visits  brief,  at  least, 
If  it  never  were  able  to  blow  again, 

It  might  blow  upon  their  blow-out! 

The  country  plain  gave  a  view  as  small 

As  ever  man  clapped  hie  eyes  on, 
Where  the  sense  of  sight  did  easily  pall, 
For  it  kept  on  seeing  nothing  at  all, 

As  far  as  the  fltr  horizon  ! 
Nothing  at  all ! — Oh !  what  do  I  say, 
Something  certainly  stood  in  the  way, 
(Though  it  had  neither  cloth  nor  tray, 

With  its  "tiffin"  I  wouldn't  quarrel,) 
It  was  a  sort  of  hermaphrodite  thing, 
( — It  might  have  been  filled  with  sugar  or  ling 

Rill-   in   ,r^,>,p    unfit    F^-   n    ^X^^o,^   t^    ^i^ ..  \ 


0  sing,—) 


It  stood  in  the  midst  of  that  Indian  plain, 
Burning  with  sunshine — pining  for  rain, 
— A  parenthesis  balanced   'twist  pleasun 


And  as  stiff  as  if  it  were  alarchlng  : 
When  up  to  it,  over  the  brown  and  green 
Of  that  Indian  soil,  were  suddenly  seen 

Two  gentlemen  anxiously  marchiiigl 
Those  two  gentlemen  were,  if  you  please, 
The  aforesaid  couple  of  Beng^ese ! 

And  the  Tub  or  Barrel  that  stood  bevond — 
For  short  we  will  call  it  Tub!— - 
Contained  with  pride, 
In  its  jolly  inside, 

The  prize  of  which  they  were  dotingly  fond. 
The  aforesaid  gentlemen's  grub  1 


'hat  do  we  see  in  the  front  of  the  plain  ? 
L  jungle,  a  thicket  of  bush,  weed,  and  grass, 

a,  not  an  ass,  that  could  not  come 


Not 


No  donkey,  no  donkey,  no  donkey  at  all, 
But  superb  in  bis  slumber,  a  Royal  Bengal ! 

Tho'  Royal,  he  wasn't  a  king ! 

No  such  thing ! 
He  didn't  rule  lands  from  the  Thames  to 
Niger, 

But  he  did  hold  a  reign 

O'er  that  jungle  and  plain. 
And,  besides,  was  a  very  magnificent  Tiger ! 


There  he  lay,  in  his  skin  so  gay. 
His  passions  at  rest,  and  his  appetites  curbed; 
A  Minister  Prime, 
In  his  proudest  time, 
Asleep,  was  never  less  undisturbed  ; 

For  who  would  come  to  shake  him  ? 
Ohl  it's  certdn  sure,  in  his  dream  demure. 
That  none  would  dare  to  wake  him. 
Only  the  Royal  snore  may  creep 
Over  the  dreams  of  a  Tiger's  sleep  t 


The  Bengalese,  in  cool  apparel. 
Meanwhile  have  reached  their  pie-nie  barrel; 
In  other  words,  they  have  tossed  the  grub 
Out  of  tbeir  great  provision  Tub, 

And  standing  it  up  for  shelter, 
8it  guzzling  underneath  its  shade. 

Which  they're  eating  helter-skelter  1 
Ham  and  chicken,  and  bread  and  cheese. 

They  malte  a  pass  to  spread  on  the  grass. 
They  sit  at  ease,  with  their  plates  on  their  knees, 
And  now  their  hungry  jaws  they  appease, 
And  now  tbey  turn  to  the  glass ; 
For  Hodgson's  ale 
Is  genuine  paJe, 
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And  the  bright  champagne 

The  most  convivial  eools  to  please 
Of  these  very  thirsty  UcngaJese  ! 

Ha!  one  of  the  two  has  relinquished  his  fork, 
And  wakes  up  the  Tiger  bj  drawing  a  cork ! 

Blurting  and  spirting ! 

List !  0  list ! 

Perhaps  the  Tiger  thinks  he  is  hies'dl 
EStrvescing  and  whizzed  and  phizzed  ! 
Perhaps  his  Majeat  j  thinks  he  is  quizzed  I 

Or  haply  deems, 

As  he's  roused  from  his  dreams, 
That  hia  -viaons  have  come  to  a  thu'sty  stop, 
And  resolves  to  moisten  his  throat  with  a  drop  I 


At  all  events,  with  body  and  soul. 
He  gives  in  his  jungle  a  stretch  and  a  roll, 
Then  regally  rises  to  go  for  a  stroll. 
With  a  temperate  mind. 
For  a  beast  of  his  kind. 
And  a  tail  uncommonly  long  behind! 
He  knows  of  no  water. 
By  field  or  by  flood; 
He  does  not  seek  slaughter, 
He  docs  not  scent  blood ; 
No  I  the  utmost  scope 
Of  hia  limited  hope, 
Is,  that  these 
Bengalese,  • 

When  they  find  he  arrives. 
May  not  rise  from  their  pic-nic  and  run  for  thei 

But  amply  bow  on  that  beautiful  plain. 
And  offer  Sir  Tiger  a  glass  of  champagae ! 
"  From  my  jungle  it  true  is 

They"'wokeme,  Ithink, 
So  the  least  they  can  do  is 
To  give  me  some  drink." 


Gently  Tiger  crouches  along. 

Humming  a  kind  of  animal  song, 
A  sweet  subdued  ^miliar  lay 
As  ever  was  warbled  by  beast  of  prey ; 

And  all  so  soflly,  tunefully  done. 
That  it  made  no  more  sound 
Than  his  shade  on  the  ground: 

So  the  Bengalese  heard  it,  never  a  one '. 


Ciently  Tiger  steals  along, 

"  Mild  as  a  moon-beam,"  meek  as  a  lamb ; 
What  so  suddenly  changes  his  song 

From  a  tune  to  a  growl? 

'"'Oeh,  by  my  sow!,' 
nothing  on  earth  but  the  smell  of  the  ham  !" 

He  quickens  his  pace. 
The  "  illigant  baste. 

And  he's  running  a  race 

With  himself  for  a  taste. 
Attd  he's  taken  to  roaring  add  ^ven  up  hum- 

JuBt  to  let  the  two  Bengalese  know  he  is  com- 


What  tenors  seize 
The  Bengalese! 

As  the  roat  of  the  tiger  reaches  the  ear. 
Their  hair  is  standing  on  end  with  fear ; 
"  Short -an  d-atout,"  with  Ms  hair  all  gray. 
Has  a  rattling  note,  in  his  jolly  old  throat: 
If  choking  his  laugh  with  a  truss  of  hay. 
He  couldn't  more  surely  have  stifled  the  gay. 
While  "Tall-and-thin,"  with  kis  hiur  all  carroty. 
Looks  thrice  as  red,  with  fright,  as  his  head 
And  his  &ce  bounds  plump,  at  a  single  jump. 
Into  horror,  and  Out  of  hilarity! 

All  they  can  hear,  in  their  terrible  fear, 
Behind  and  before,  is  the  Tiger's  roar ; 
Again  and  again — over  the  pldn. 
Clearer  aiid  clearer — nearer  and  nearer! 
Into  the  tub,  now,  its  way  it  has  found, 
Where  its  echoes  keep  roihng  round  and  round, 
Till  out  of  the  bung-hole  they  bursting  come. 
Like  a   regiment  of  thunders   escaped  from  a 


If  an  earthquake  had  shattered  a  thousand  kegs, 
The  terrified  Bengalese  couldn't  — i'  fegs — 
Have  leapt  more  rapidly  on  to  their  legs. 

He's  at  'em,  he's  on  'em,  the  jungle  goest : 
When  a  man's  life  by  peril  is  prest. 
His  wits  will  sometimes  be  at  their  best; 
So  the  presence  of  Tiger,  I  find, 
Inspires  our  heroes  with  presence  of  mindl 
There's  no  time  to  be  lost, 

The  Bengalese  have  abandoo'd  their  grub. 

And  they're  dodgmg  their  gentleman  round  the 

Tub! 
Active  and  earnest,  they  nowhere  lodge. 
And  he  can't  get  at  them  because  of  their  dodge ; 
"Short-and-slout"  and  "  Tall-and-thm  " 
Never  before  such  a  scrape  were  in ; 
Nor  ever  yet  used — can  you  weU.  have  a  doubt  of 

So  uncommonly  artful  a  dodge  to  get  out  of  it! 

Tiger  keeps  prowling. 
Howling  and  growling ; 

He  feels  himself  that  their   dodgo  ts 
ciever ; 


!  they  practise  their  dodge  recitals, 
luc  ijime  he  longs  to  dine  on  their  vitals! 
His  passion  is  up !  his  hunger  is  keen  1 
His  jaws  are  ready  I  his  teeth  are  clean ! 

And  sharpen'd  iheir  limbs  to  severl 
The  fire  is  flashing  in  light  from  his  eyes! 
In  his  own  peculiar  manner  be  cries — 
The  while  they  shine — 
"If  I  mean  to  dine, 
I  had  better  begin," 
And  then,  with  a  grin. 
And  a  voice  the  loudest  that  ever  was  heard. 
He  roars,  "Never  trust  to  a  Tiger's  word. 

If  this  dodge  shall  last  much  longer! 
No,  no,  no,  no, — it  shall  be  no  go  I 
There's  a  way  of  disturbing  this  Tub's  repose ; 
So  down  on  your  knees. 
You  Bengalese, 

And   prepare  to   be   eaten  up,   if  you 
please— 
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Here  goes  I 
Here  goesi  here  goes '."  and  he  gave  a  spring ; 
The  genttemeii,  looking  for  no  siicli  tiling, 
Uight  hare  fallen  a  prey  to  the  Tiger's  fling. 

Which  bursts  from  their  most  intelligent  Tub, 
Maj  enable  them  ;et  to  return  to  their  grub, 

On  (he  self-same  plMn  a  year  hence ! 
The  Tub,  the'  empty  of  roll  and  ration, 
Is  ftill  of  a  certoin  preservation — 

Of  which, — though  it  does  not  follow 
In  ever;  case  of  argumentation, — 

It  ii  full  because  it  is  hollow ! 
For.  not  having  a  top,  and  no  inside  things, 
It  turns  top-heavy  when  Tiger  springs  I 
And,  making  a  kind  of  a  balancing  pause. 
Keeps  holding  the  animal  up  by  his  claws, 


In  a 


:r  that  st 


o  fret  it 


While  "  Short-and-stout,"  in  astate  of  doubt. 

Keeps  on  his  beUy  a  sharp  look-out : 

And  "  Tall-and-thin,"  with  an  impudent  grin. 

Exults  in  hia  way, 

As  much  as  to  say, 
"  I  only  wish  you  may  get  it  I 
But  much  as  I  muif  respect  your  agititj, 
I  don't  see  at  present  the  great  probability !" 

The  Tiger  has  leapt  up,  heart  and  sonU 
It's  clear  he  means  U>  go  the  whole 
Hog,  in  his  hungry  efforts  10  Seize 
The  two  defianccful  Bengalese  1 

But  the  Tub!  the  Tub  I 

Ay,  there's  the  rub  1 

At  present  he's  balanced  atop  of  the  Tub, 

His  fore  legs  in^de, 

And  the  rest  of  his  hide, 
Not  weighing  so  much  as  his  head  and  his  legs. 

And  having  no  hand  in 

A  pure  underataadin' 
Of  the  just  equilibrium  of  casks  and  of  kegs, 

Not  bred  up  in  attics, 

Nor  taught  mathematics, 
To  wort  out  the  problems  of  Eaolid  with  pegs ! 


He  has  plunged  with  the  impetus  wild  of  a  lover, 
And  the  tub  has  loomed  large,  balanced,  paused, 
and  turned  over ! 

The  Tiger  at  first  had  a  hobby-horse-ride. 
But  now  he  is  decently  quartered  inside ; 
And  the  question  is  next,  long  as  fortune  may 

How  the  two  Bcngalese  are  to  keep  the  tub  down 

'Bout  this  there's  no  blunder. 
The  Tiger  is  under 

The  Tub  I 
My  verse  need  not  ran 

To  the  length  of  a  sonnet, 
To  tell  how  the  Bengaleae 
Both  jumped  upon  it, 
While  the  beautiful  barrel 

Keeps  aeling  as  bonnet 
To  the  Tiger  inside. 
Who  no  more  in  his  pride 
Can  roam  over  jungle  and  plain. 
But  sheltered  alike  from  the  sun  and  the  rain. 
Around  ita  interior  his  ddes  deigns  to  rub 
With  a  fearful  hub-hub. 
And  longs  ibr  his  freedom  again! 

The  two  Bengalese, 

Notat  all  at  their  ease, 

Hear  him  roar. 

And  deplore 

Their  prospects  33  sore, 
Forgetting  both  pic-nic  and  flask : 

Each  wondering,  dumb. 

What  of  both  will  become. 
Helps  the  other  to  press  on  the  cask ; 

Rceign'd  to  their  fate. 

But  increasing  their  weight, 
By  action  of  muscle  and  sinew. 

In  order  that  forcibly  you,  Mr.  Tub, 
Whom  their  niggers  this  morning 
Rofl'd  here  with  Oieir  grub. 

Hay  sUll  keep  the  Tiger  within  you ! 
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TEE  NEW   TALE  OF   A   TUB: 


On  the  top  of  the  Tub, 
In  the  warmest  of  fihirta, 

Tbe  (hinmanstandsl 
WMle  the  fat  b^  his  skirts 

Holds — anxiously  putGng  and  blowing ; 
And  the  thin  peers  Over  the  top  of  tbe  cask, 

"Is  there  any  hope  foe  us?" 
is  much  AB  to  ash, 

With  a  countecance  cunning  and  knowing  ; 
And  just  as  he  mournfully  'gins  to  bewul, 

Iq  a  grief-song  that  ought  to  be  »img  whole, 
He  twlga  the  long  end  of  the  old  Tiger's  tail 

As  it  twists  itself  out  of  the  bung-hole ! 
Then  sharp  on  the  watch, 
Be  gtroa  it  a  catch, 


With  the  Tiger's  tdl  clenched  fast  hi  his  fist, 
And  hia  own  coat-tail  gi^sped  fast  to  asast, 
Stands  "  Tali-ajid-thin,"  with  '■  Short-and-stout, 
Both  on  the  top  of  the  Tub  to  scout, 
Tiger  within,  and  they  without, 

And  both  in  a.  pretty  pickle ! 
The  Tiger  begins  bv  giting  a  bound ; 
The  Tub's  hiOf-turn'd,  but  the  men  are  found 
To  have- very  carefully  jumjr'd  to  the  ground — 

At  trifles  they  mast  not  sUckle  t 
It's  DO  use  quaking  and  turning  pale, 
Piuck  and  patience  must  now  previul. 
They  must  keep  a  hold  on  the  Tiger's  tail, 

And  neither  one  be  £ckiel 


And  shouts  to  the  Tiger, 
"  You've  now  got  your  match ; 
Ton  may  rush  and  may  riot,  may  wriggle  and  roar, 
Bat  I'm  blest  if  I'll  let  yourtail  go  any  more  !" 
It's  as  safe  as  a  young  roasted  jMg  in  a  larder. 
And  no  two   Bengalcse    could  hold  on  by  it 
harder ! 


There  they  must  puil  if  they  pull  for  weeks, 
Straining  their  stomachs  and  bursting  their  cheeks. 
While  Tiger  alternately  roars  and  squeaks. 

Trying  to  break  a.way  from  'em ; 
They  must  keep  the  Tub  turned  over  bis  back 
And  never  let  his  long  tail  get  slack, 

Foe  fear  he  should  win  tbe  day  from  'em. 
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Test  yes!  thej  must  hold  liim  tight, 

From  night  till  morDiog  1  from  morn  till  night ! 

Mustn't  atop  to  eat !  miiato't  stop  to  weep ! 

Mustn't  Btop  to  drink!  mustn't  stop  to  sleep! 
No  cry !  no  laugh  I  no  rest !  no  grub  I 
Till  they  starve  the  Tiger  uadcr  the  Tub  I 

Till  the  animal  dies. 

To  his  own  surpriBe, 
With  two  Bengalese,  in  a  dea4ly  quarrel, 
And  his  tail  thrust  through  the  hole  of  a  barrel ! 

Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear  I  it's  very  clear 

They  can't  live  so — but  (Sey  daren't  let  go .' 

Fate  for  a  pitying  world  to  wnil, 

Starving  behind  a  Tiger's  tail  '■ 

If  Invention  be  Neeeawty's  Son, 

Now  let  him  tell  them  what's  to  be  done. 

What's  to  be  done  !  ba !  I  see  a  grin 

Of  joy  on  the  face  of  "  Tall-and-thin," 

Some  new  device  he  has  liit  iti  a  trice, 

"The  which  be  is  telling  all  about 

To  the  gratified  gentleman  "Short-and- 


What's  to  be  done !  what  precious  fun, 
Haven't  they  found  out  whut'a  to  be  douel 
See  1  see !  what  glorious  glee  1 
Note!  mark!  what  a  capital  lark, 
Tiger  and  Tub,  and  bunghole  and  all 
Baffled  by  what  is  about  to  bolkli ; 
Excellent!  marvellous!  beautiful!  0! 
Isn't  it  now  an  original  go ! 
What,  atop !   Fm  ready  to  drop ! 
Holdl  stay  I  I'm  fainting  away  ! 
Laughter  I'm  certun  11  kill  mc  to-day ; 
And  "  Short-and-stout "  is  bursting  his  skin. 
And  almost  in  fits  is  "  Tall-and-thin," 
And  Tiger  is  free,  yet  thej  do  not  quail, 

Tho'  temper  has  all  gone  wrong  with  bim ; 
No !  they've  tied  *  Ksor  IK  the  Tiger's  Tail, 

ASU      HE     CARRIES      THE     TdD     iLOHO      WITH 

He's  a  freehold  for  life,  with  a  tail  out  ofjoint. 
And  has  made  his  last  CLIMAX 

A  TBUE  KKOTTY  POINT. 


A    DAT    OF    DISTRESS. 


It  was. a  glorions  June  morning;  and  I  got  up 
say  and  bright,  as  the  Americans  aay,  to  breakfast 
in  the  pretty  summer-room  overlooking  the  garden, 
which,  built  partly  for  my  accommodation  and 
partly  for  that  of  my  geraniums,  who  make  it  their 
winter  residence,  is  as  regularly  called  the  green- 
house as  if  I  and  my  several  properties — sofaa, 
chairs,  tables,  chiffoniftres,  and  ottomans — did  not 
Inhabit  it  during  the  whole  of  the  fine  season  ;  or 
as  if  it  were  not  in  its  own  person  a  well-propor- 
tioned and  spacious  apartment,  no  otherways  to  be 
distinguished  from  common  drawiDg-rooms  than 
by  being   nearly  fronted  with  glass,  about  which 


out-of-door  myrtles,  passion-flowers,  clematis,  and 
the  Persian  honeysuckle,  form  a  most  graceful  and 
varied  framework,  not  unhke  the  festoons  of  flow- 
ers and  foUage  which  one  sees  round  some  of  the 
scarce  and  hi^-prized  tradesmen's  cards,  and 
ridotto  tickets  of  Hogarth  and  Bartolozri.  Large 
glass  folding-doora  open  into  the  little  garden,  al- 
most surrounded  by  old  buildings  of  the  most  pic- 
turesque form  —  the  baildings  themselves  partly 
hidden  ijy  clustering  vines,  and  my  superb  bay- 
tree,  its  shining  leaves  glittering  in  the  snn  on  one 
side,  whilst  a  tall  pear-tree,  garlanded  to  the  very 
top  with  an  English  honeysuckle  in  full  floweE,  bleaks 
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the  horiiontal  line  of  the  low  cottage-roof  on  the 
other ;  the  very  pear-tree  being,  ia  its  own  turn, 
half  coneenlcd  bj  a  splendid  pyramid  of  geraniuma 
erected  under  its  shade.  Such  geraniums!  It  does 
not  become  ua  poor  mortals  to  be  rain— but  really, 
my  geraniuma  1  There  ia  certainly  nothing  but  the 
gatden  into  which  Aladdin  found  bis  way,  and 
where  the  fruit  was  compoaed  of  gems,  that  crd 
compare  with  them.  This  pyramid  Is  undoubtedly 
the  great  object  from  the  green-house  ;  but  the 
common  flowerbeds  wliioh  eiuround  it,  filled  with 
roses  of  all  eort^,  and  lilies  of  all  colors,  and  pinlis 
of  all  patterns,  and  campanuiaa  of  all  shapes,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  innumerable  tribes  of  annuals,  of  all 
the  outlandish  names  that  ever  were  invented,  arc 
not  to  be  despised  even  beside  the  gorgeous  ci- 
otics,  which,  arrranged  with  the  nicest  attention  to 
color  and  form,  so  as  to  combine  the  mingled 
charms  of  harmony  and  contrast,  seem  to  look 
down  proudly  On  their  humble  compeers. 

No  plcttsanter  place  for  a  summer-breakfast — al- 
ways a  pretty  thing,  with  its  cherries,  and  straw- 
berriea,  and  its  affluence  of  nosegays  and  posies — 
EO  [deasanter  place  for  a  summer  breakfast-table 
than  my  green-house!  And  no  plensanter  com- 
panion, with  nhom  to  enjoy  it,  than  the  fair  iliend, 
as  blight  aa  a  rose-bud,  and  as  gay  as  a  lark — tbe 
saucy,  merry,  eharmmg  Kate,  who  was  wailing  to 
partake  our  country  fare.  The  birds  were  sluing 
in  the  branches ;  bees,  and  butterflies,  and  myriads 
of  gay,  happy  insects  were  flitting  about  in  the 
flower'beda ;  the  haymakers  were  crowding  to  their 
light  and  lively  labor  in  a  neighboring  meadow ; 
whilst  the  pleasant  smell  of  the  newly-mown  graas 
blended  with  that  of  a  bean-field  in  full  blossom 
still  nearer,  and  with  the  thousand  odora  of  the 
garden — so  that  sight,  and  sound,  and  smell,  were 
a  rare  compound  of  all  (hat  is  delightful  to  the 
sense  and  the  feeling. 

Nor  were  higher  pleasures  wanting.  My  pretty 
friend,  with  all  her  vivacity,  had  a  keen  relish  of 
what  is  finest  in  literature  and  in  poetry.  An  old 
foUo  edition  of  that  volume  of  Dfyden  called  his 
"  Fables,"  which  contains  the  glorious  ri&cimenti 
of  parts  of  Chaucer,  and  the  best  of  his  original 
poems,  happened  to  be  on  the  table ;  the  flue  de- 
scription of  Spring  in  the  opening  of  the  Flower 
and  the  I*af,  led  to  the  picture  of  Eden  in  the 
Paradise  Lost,  and  that  again  to  Comus,  and  Comus 
to  Fletcher's  Faithful  Shepherdess,  and  Fletcher's 
Fiuthful  Shepherdess  to  Shakapere,  and  As  You 
Like  It.  The  bees  and  the  butterflies,  culling  for 
pleasure  or  for  thrift  the  sweets  of  my  geraniums, 
were  but  types  of  Kate  Leslie  and  myself  roving 
amidst  the  pocta.  This  does  not  sound  mnch  like 
a  day  of  distress ;  but  the  evil  is  t«  come. 

A  gentle  sorrow  did  arrive,  all  too  soon,  in  the 
shape  of  Kate  Leahe's  pony-phaeton,  which  whisk- 
ed  off  that  charming  person  as  fast  as  her  two  long- 
tailed  Arabians  could  put  their  feet  to  the  ground. 
This  evil  had,  however,  substantial  consolation  in 
the  promise  of  another  visit  very  soon  ;  and  I  re- 
sumed, in  peace  and  quietness,  the  usual  round  of 
idle  occupation  which  forms  the  morning  employ- 
ment of  a  country  gentlewoman  of  small  fortune  : 
ordered  dinner — minced-veal,  cold  ham,  a  currant- 
pudding,  and  a  salad — if  any  body  happens  to  be 
curious  on  the  score  of  my  housekeeping ;  renewed 
my  bean-pots  ;  watered  such  of  my  plants  as  want- 
ed most ;  mended  my  gloves  ;  patted  Dash  ;  look- 
ed at  the  Hmes ;  and  was  just  sitting  down  to 


work,  or  to  pretend  to  work,  when  I  was  most 
pleasantly  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  some  morn- 
ing visitors — friends  from  a  distance — for  whom, 
after  a  hearty  welcome  and  some  cordial  chat,  I 
ordered  luncheon,  with  which  order  my  miseries 
began. 

"The  keys,  if  you  please,  ma'am,  for  the  wine 
and  the  Kennet  ale,"  said  Anne,  my  female  facto- 
tum, who  roles,  as  regent,  not  only  the  cook  and 
the  under-niaid  and  the  boy,  but  the  whole  family, 
myself  included,  and  is  aJi  actual  housekeeper  in 
every  respect,  except  that  of  keeping  the  keys. 
"The  keys,  ma'am,  if  you  please,"  said  Anne  ;  and 
then  I  found  that  my  keys  were  not  in  inj  right- 
hand  pocket,  where,  they  ought  to  have  been,  nor 
in  my  left-hand  pocket,  where  they  might  have 
been,  nor  in  either  of  my  apron-pockets,  nor  in  my 
work  1  asket  nor  in  my  reticuli. — in  short  that  my 
keys  w  ere  io»t  I 

Now  these  keys  were  only  two  in  number  and 
smill  enough  in  dim  nsions  hut  then  the  one 
opened  that  important  part  of  me  my  writing 
desk  and  the  other  contained  within  itself  the 
specific  power  oier  eiery  lock  in  the  houfie  lying 
no  other  than  the  key  of  the  key  drawer  and  no 
chance  of  picking  them — for  alas'  alas'  the  locks 
wereBramahs'  So  after  a  few  exclamations  socb 
as  What  can  have  become  of  my  kev  Has  any 
one  seen  my  keys'  Somebody  mnst  hive  run 
away  with  mykevs' — I  recollected  that  however 
consolatory  to  myself  such  lamentarions  might  be, 
they  would,  by  no  means,  tend  to  quench  the  thirst 
of  my  guests.  I  applied  myself  vigorously  to  re- 
medy the  evil  all  I  could  by  sending  to  my  nearest 
neighbors  (for  time  were  pressing,  and  our  horse 
and  bis  master  out  for  the  day)  to  supply,  as 
well  as  might  be,  my  deficiency.  Accordingly  I 
sent  to  the  public-house  for  their  best  beer,  wbich, 
not  being  Eennet  ale,  would  not  go  down ;  and  to 
the  good-humored  wives  of  the  shoemaker  and  the 
baker  for  their  best  wine.  Fancy  to  yourselves  a 
decanter  of  damson-wine  arriving  from  one  quar- 
ter, and  a  jog  of  parsnip-wine,  fresh  Stota  the  wood, 
tapped  on  purpoae,  from  the  other  !  And  lliia  for 
drinkers  of  Bui^undy  and  Champagne !  Luckily 
the  water  was  good,  and  my  visitors  were  good- 
natured,  and  comforted  me  in  my  affliction,  and 
made  a  jest  of  the  matter.  Eeally  they  are  a  nice 
family,  the  St.  Johns,  especially  the  two  young 
men,  to  whom  I  have,  they  say,  taught  the  taste  of 
spring-water. 

This  trouble  passed  over  lightly  enough.  But 
scarcely  were  they  gone  before  the  tax-gatherer 
came  for  money— locked  up  in  my  deskl  What 
will  the  collector  say? — And  the  justice's  clerk  for 
warrants,  left  under  my  care  by  the  ebwrman  of 
the  bench,  and  also  safely  lodged  in  the  same  safe 
repository.  What  will  Uieir  worships  say  to  this 
delinquency?  It  will  be  fortunate  if  they  do  not 
issue  a  warrant  agunst  me  in  my  own  person  1 
My  very  purse  was  left  by  accident  in  that  unlucky 
writing-desk;  and  when  our  kind  neighbors,  the 
Wrights,  sent  a  melon,  and  I  was  forced  to  borrow 
a  shilhng  to  give  the  messenger,  1  could  bear  my 
loss  no  longer,  and  determined  to  institute  a  strict 
search  on  the  instant. 

But  before  the  search  could  begin,  in  came  the 
pretty  little  roly-poly  Sydneys  and  Murrays,  brats 
from  seven  downwards,  with  their  whole  trun  of 
nurses,  and  nnraery-maids,  and  noraery -governesses, 
by  invitation,  to  eat  strawberries;  and  the  straw- 
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berriea  vers  locked  up  In  a  cupboard,  the  ke;  of 
vhlch  una  in  the  unopenable  drawer  I  And  good 
farmer  Brookes,  he  too  called,  sent  by  his  honor 
for  a  bottle  of  Hollanda — the  right  Scbiedam  ;  and 
the  Schiedam  was  in  the  cellar;  and  the  key  of  the 
cellar  vaa  in  the  Braniab-loeked  drawer  I  And  the 
worthy  farmer,  who  bohaved  charminglj  for  a  man 
deprived  of  his  gin,  wsa  fain  to  be  content  with  ex- 
cuses, Uke  a  voter  after  an  election ;  and  the  poor 
children  were  compelled  to  put  up  with  promisee, 
Uke  a  roter  before  one ;  to  be  sure,  they  had  a  few 
pinks  and  roses  to  sweeten  their  disappointment ; 
but  the  strawberries  were  as  uncomeatable  as  the 
Schiedam. 

At  last,  they  were  gone;  and  then  began  the 
search  m  good  eapneat.  Every  drawer,  not  locked, 
every  room  that  could  be  entered,  every  boi  that 
could  be  opened,  was  ransacked  over  and  over 
again  for  these  intolerable  kejs. 

Alt  my  goods  and  chattels  were  flung  together  in 
heaps,  ind  then  picked  over  (a  process  which  would 
make  even  new  thinga  seem  di^ointed  and  shabbj), 
and  the  quantities  of  tmmpery  thereby  disclosed, 
especially  in  the  shape  of  thimbles,  needle-cases,  pin- 
cushions, and  scissors,  from  the  different  work- 
baskets,  work-boies,  and  work-bags  (your  idle  per- 
son always  abounds  in  working  materials),  was  as- 
tounding. I  think  there  were  seventeen  pincushions 
of  different  patterns— beginning  with  an  old  boot  and 
ending  with  a  new  guitar.  But  what  was  there 
notP  It  seemed  to  me  that  there  were  pocketable 
commodities  enough  to  furnish  a  second-hand  ba- 
zaar!    Every  thing  was  there,  oiccpt  my  keys. 

For  tour  hours  did  1  and  mv  luckless  maidens 
perambulate  the  house,  whilst  John,  the  boy,  exa- 
mined the  garden ;  until  we  were  all  so  tired  that 
we  were  forced  to  sit  down  from  mere  weariness. 
Saving  always  the  first  night  of  one  of  my  own 
tragedies,  when,  though  I  pique  myself  on  beinfi; 
composed,  I  can  never  manage  to  sit  still;  except 
on  such  an  occasion,  I  do  not  think  I  ever  walked 
so  much  at  one  time  in  my  life.  At  last,  I  flung 
myself  on  a  sofa  in  the  green-bouEe,  and  began  to 


revolve  the  possibihty  of  their  being  stiU  in  the 
place  where  I  had  first  missed  them. 

A  jingle  in  my  apron-pocket  afforded  some  hope, 
but  it  turned  out  to  be  only  the  cUnkirg  of  a  pair 
of  garden-scissors  against  his  old  companion,  a  sil- 
ver pencil-case — and  that  prospect  faded  away.  A 
slight  opening  of  Dryden's  heavily-bound  volume 
gave  another  gUmmer  of  sunshine,  but  it  proved  to 
be  occasioned  by  a  sprig  of  myrtle  in  Palamon  and 
Arcite — Kate  Leslie's  elegant  mark. 

This  circumstance  recalled  the  recollection  of  my 
pretty  friend.  Could  she  have  been  the  culprit  f 
And  I  began  to  ponder  over  all  the  instances  of  un- 
conscioas  key-Stealing  that  I  had  heard  of  amongst 
my  acquaintance.  How  my  old  friend.  Aunt  Mar- 
tha, had  been  so  well  known  for  that  propensity  04 
to  be  regularly  sought  after  whenever  keys  were 
miswng;  and  my  young  friend,  Edward  Harley, 
from  the  habit  of  twisting  something  round  his 
fingers  during  his  eloquent  talk  (people  used  to 
provide  another  eloquent  talker,  Madame  de  StaEl, 
with  a  willow-twig  for  the  purpose),  had  once 
caught  up  and  carried  away  a  key,  also  a  Bramah, 
belonging  to  a  lawyer's  bureau,  thereby,  as  the  law- 
yer affirmed,  causing  the  loss  of  divers  lawsuits  to 
himself  and  his  clients.  Neither  Aunt  Martha  nor 
Edward  had  Wen  near  the  place ;  but  Kate  Leslie 
might  be  equally  subject  to  absent  fits,  and  might, 
in  a  paroiysm,  have  abstracted  my  keys;  at  all 
events  it  was  worth  trying.  So  I  wrote  her  a  not© 
to  go  by  post  in  the  evening  (for  Kale,  I  grieve  to 
say,  lives  above  twenty  miles  ofi"),  and  determined 
to  await  her  reply,  and  think  do  more  of  my  cala- 
mity. 

A  wise  resolution  !  but,  like  many  other  wise  re- 
solves, easier  made  than  kept,  liven  if  I  could 
have  forgotten  my  loss,  my  own  household  would 
not  have  let  me. 

The  cook,  with  professional  callousness,  came  to 
demand  sugar  for  the  currant-pudding — and  the 
sugar  was  in  the  store-room — and  the  store-room 
was  locked;  and  scarcely  had  I  recovered  ikim 
this  shock,  before  Anne  came  to  inform  me  that 
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tbere  was  no  oil  in  the  cruet,  and  that  the  flask 
was  in  the  cellar,  Bnugly  repoaing,  I  suppose,  by 
tbe  fide  of  the  Schieda.ni,  so  that  if  for  weariness  I 
could  have  eaten,  there  wm  do  liinner  to  cat — for 
without  the  salad  who  would  take  the  meat  ?  How- 
CTer,  I  being  alone,  this  signified  little  ;  much  less 
than  a  circamstance  of  which  I  was  reminded  by 
my  note  to  Kate  LesUe,  namely,  that  in  my  de^ 
were  two  important  tetters,  one  triple,  and  franked 
for  that  very  night;  as  well  as  a  corrected  proof- 
sheet,  for  which  the  press  was  waiting;  and  that 
all  these  despatches  were  to  be  sent  off  bj  post  that 
evening. 

Roused  by  this  ertremitj,  I  carried  my  (roubles 
and  my  wridng-desk  to  my  good  friend  the  black- 
smith— a  civil,  intelligent  man,  who  sympathized 
with  my  distress,  sighed,  shook  bis  head,  and  uttered 
the  word  Bramah  1  — and  I  thought  my  perplexity  was 
nearly  at  its  height,  when,  as  I  was  wending  slow- 
ly homeward,  my  sorrows  were  brought  to  a  climax 
by  my  being  overtaken  by  one  of  the  friends  whooi 
I  admire  and  honor  most  in  Xke  world — a  person 
whom  ail  the  world  admires — who  told  me,  in  her 
prettiest  way,  that  she  was  glad  to  see  me  so  near 
mj  own  gate,  for  that  ahe  was  coming  to  drink  tea 
with  me. 

Here  was  a  calamity!  The  Lady  Mary  H.,  a 
professed  tea-drinker— a  green-tea-driiiker,  one  (it 
was  a  point  of  sympathy  between  ue)  who  took 
nothing  but  tea  and  water,  and,  therefore,  required 
that  gentle  aud  !ady-like  stimuknt  in  full  perfec- 
tion. Lady  Mary  come  to  drink  tea  with  me ;  and 
I  with  nothing  better  to  offer  her  than  tea  from 
the  shop — the  village-shop — bohea,  or  souchong, 
or  whatever  they  might  call  the  vile  misture.     Tea 


from  the  shop  for  Lady  Mary !     Ill  luck  could  go 
no  further  ;  it  was  the  very  eitreniity  of  small  dis- 

Her  ladyship  is,  however,  as  kind  as  she  ia  charm- 
ing, and  bore  our  mutual  misfortune  with  great 
fortitude ;  admired  my  garden,  praised  niv  gera- 
niums, and  tried  to  make  me  forget  my  calamity. 
Her  kindness  was  thrown  away.  I  could  not  even 
laugh  at  myself,  or  find  beauty  in  my  flowers,  or 
be  pleased  with  her  for  flattering  them.  I  tried, 
however,  to  do  the  honors  by  my  plants;  and,  in 
placing  a  large  night-scented  stock,  which  was  just 
beginning  to  emit  its  odor,  upon  the  table,  I  struck 
against  the  edge,  and  found  something  hard  under 
my  belt. 

"My  keys!  my  keys!"  cried  I,  untying  the  rib- 
bon,  as  I  heard  a  moat  pleasant  jingle  on  the  floor ; 
and  the  lost  keys,  sure  enough,  they  were  ;  deposit- 
ed there,  of  course,  by  my  own  hand;  unfelt,  un- 
seen; and  unauflpected,  during  our  long  and  weary 
search.  Since  the  adventure  of  my  dear  friend, 
Mrs.  S.,  who  hunted  a  whole  morning  for  her  spec- 
tacles whilst  they  were  comfortably  perched  upon 
her  nose,  I  have  met  with  nothing  so  ally  and  so 
perplesing. 

But  my  troubles  were  over— my  affliction  was  at 

The  fltrawberriea  were  Sent  to  the  dear  little  girls ; 
and  the  Schiedam  to  the  good  farmer ;  and  the 
warrants  tO  the  clerk.  The  tax-gatherer  called  for 
hia  money ;  letters  and  proofs  went  to  the  post, 
and  never  in  my  life  did  I  enjoy  a  cup  of  Twining'a 
green  tea  bo  much  as  the  one  which  Lady  Mary  and 
I  took  together  after  my  day  of  distress. 
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We  had  been  ko  much  taken  up  by  our  various 
visitjnga,  that  we  scarcely  had  had  time  to  reflect 
that  we  were  Mussulmans,  and  that  we  were  living 
among  infidels.  Such  had  been  the  dissipation  in 
which  we  passed  our  days,  that  the  dutiea  of  pray- 
ing and  washing  at  Our  appointed  times  were  daily 
becoming  lax,  to  the  horror  of  Mohamed  Beg,  who 
being  a  strict  observer  of  our  faith,  did  not  cease 
upbraiding  ua  for  oar  neglect,  and  strongly  npheld 
the  necessity  of  keeping  ourselves  pure  from  the 
contagious  example  of  those  around  us,  who,  in 
fact,  appeared  to  live  in  the  world  without  any  re- 
ligion at  all.  He  had  been  anxious  to  settle  the 
true  direction  of  tbe  ktbleh,'  which  he  had  never 
yet  done  in  Engknd  to  hia  satisfaction.  His  kebleh 
nemah,  or  compass,  had  unfortunately  been  broken ; 
and  he  was  doubtful  whether  any  compass  we  might 
procure  &om  the  deridera  of  our  &ith  would  set  us 
in  the  right  way  ;  aud  even  whether  it  might  not 
purpoaely  mislead  ns,  by  pointing  to  some  impure 
spot  instead  of  tbe  sacred  shrine  of  our  holy  Pro- 
phet, Then,  to  his  utter  dismay,  he  had  not  seen 
the  sun  once  since  our  arrival ;  and  he  was  seriously 
apprehen^ve  that  the  accounts  which,  in  Per»a, 
were  currently  believed  concerning  Franglstan  were 
about  being  realized,  and  (hat  England,  in  fact, 
bad  no  sun.     He  therefore  began  to  give  up  all 

■  Tt?  point  to  wilob  MaiomcdanB  turn  tn  prayai^Mijcca     i 


hope  of  settling  his  kebleh,  until  one  momibg,  with 
joy  painted  in  his  countenance,  he  rushed  into  the 
presence  of  the  ambassador,  followed  by  many  of 
the  servants,  eicluming,  "Mujdehl  good  news! 
the  sun  is  come!  the  sun  is  here!"  and,  in  fact, 
upon  looking  up,  amidst  a  yellow  atmosphere,  com- 
posed of  smoke  and  vapor,  there  we  saw  it  sure 
enough.  But  many  of  us  were  inclined  to  doubt 
whether  this  could  be  the  glorious  luminary  that 
we  had  ui  Persia,  for  there  nobody  had  an  eye 
strong  enough  to  brave  its  brilliancy ;  whereas, 
here  we  gaied  upon  it  at  our  ease,  quite  as  well  as 
if  it  were  a  moon.  However,  having  satisfied  our- 
selves that  it  was,  In  &ct,  the  sim,  we  were  all  very 
happy ;  and  seeing  that  this  auspicious  sight  took 
place  upon  a  white  day,*  the  fifteenth  of  the  month, 
we  excWmed,  "Mobarekl  good  fortune!"  to  the 
ambassador ;  while  Mohamed  Beg  beeame  convinc 
ed  that  he  bad  acquired  the  true  direction  of  the 
land  of  our  faith. 

But  this  joy  of  ours  at  seeing  the  sun  was  the 
cause  of  confirming  many  of  the  Engiiah  in  their 
ignorance  concerning  our  relipon.  We  were  taken 
for  worshippera  of  fire,  and  they  concluded  that  wc 

•  SnperaliUous  people  in  Persia  make  s  diallnation  be- 
tween luckj  and  unlucky  dajB.  whkb  they  call  black  and 
te  days;  the  cl;liteeDth,cleventh,  and  fifteenth  of  every 
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adored  the  sun.  One  of  their  khans,  a  lord  of  great 
cousequence,  who  sat  in  the  king's  sssembly,  mid 
gave  his  opinion  upon  things  fitting  and  things  un- 
fitting, never  approached  the  ambassador  without 
saying,  "Well,  sir!  no  sun  yetl"  One  day,  when 
it  was  freezing,  he  found  the  ambassador  seated 
near  the  fire,  wanning  himself.  "  Oh,  Mr,"  said  he, 
"  I  see  vou  are  worshipping  the  fire !"  Upon  this, 
n  wrath,  exclaimed  to  me,  who  was 
Wha 


Mirza  Firouz,  i 
slanditig  before 
does  not  know     h      if 


orshippera  of  fire, 
mok}'  fires  of  hi9 
who    are   scarcely 


FOIlld    I 

country."     Ev 
good  enough 

as  to  tbe    puri  u  ■»'■    ^uku    luunt   nc 

be,  who  look  D  m  as  uncleanest  of  in- 
fidels?" Then  g  m  hmandar,  he  said, 
"For  the  loveof  Allahl  telt  the  khan  that  we  ne»er 
vforship  fire  in  our  country  except  when  it  is  cold ;" 
to  which  Mohaoied  Beg,  who  was  also  in  the  room, 
added,  "  And  tell  him  that  our  holy  prophet,  bless- 
ed be  his  name!  bath  ordaiticd.  In  the  forty-first 
sural  of  the  Book,  "woreliip  not  the  sun,  neither 
the  moon ;  bat  worship  God  who  hath  created 
thetrt."  This  did  not  seem  to  satisfy  the  khan,  but 
he  entered  into  a  long  explanation,  through  the 
mehmaodaii  about  an  ancient  infidel  who  seemed 
to  know  a  great  deal  more  abotit  our  country  than 
any  of  our  own  historians  ;  and  who,  in  spite  of  all 
ire  could  say  to  the  contrary,  had  made  him  and  all 
England  beliere  that  we  worshipped  fire;  and, 
moreover,  that  we  cut  our  horses'  throats  in  honor 
of  the  sun. 

"Ha,  ha!"  exclaimed  the  ambassador,  who  was 
always  ready  for  a  joke  ;  "  seeing  that  you  hare  no 
sun  in  your  country,  to  whose  honor,  may  I  ask,  do 
you  cut  your  horses'  tails  ?" 

The  khan  then  went  his  way,  rubbing  his  ham 
saying  that  fire  was  a  very  good  thing. 

Deploring  the  ignorance  of  the  nation  we  wi 
doomed  to  live  with,  we  determined  no  longer 
lose  sight  of  what  was  due  to  our  religion,  but 
adhere  to  the  practice  of  those  ordinances  decreed 
by  our  blessed  Prophet,  and  to  stand  forth  "- 
champions  of  the  true  faith ;  accordingly  we  ■ 
termined  to  kill  our  own  mutton.     The   English 
servants,  when  they  saw  Hassan,  the  cook,  abou'  ' " 
out  the  throat  of  a  sheep  in  one  of  the  apartmi 
of  the  house,  excliumed  against  tho  filth  that  such 
a  custom  would  create ;  bat  when  they  heard  Mo- 
bamed  Beg  roaring  out  the  Bismillah,  and  other- 
wise cxplainii^  our  law,  which  forbids  man  to  eat 
that  out   of  which   the  blood  hath   not  flowed, 
they  opened  the  eyes  of  astonishment,  and  dropped 
the  head  of  acquiescence.     The  ambassador  also 
orduned  that  every  fowl,  for  tbe  future, 
have  its  throat  cut,  and  to  be  thrown  on  the 
to  bleed  to  death,  after  the  Persian  man 
that,  by  the  blessing  of  Allah,  we  might 
food  without  endangering  our  consciencea. 

Having  established  these  customs,  we  began  to 
pray  and  cat  more  at  our  ease  than  we  had  done 
since  we  left  our  country  ;  ^though  we  were  con- 
vinced that,  living  in  an  impure  country,  our  prayers 
cpuld  not  be  of  the  same  avail,  no,  not  by  one-hali^ 

*  Th«  Oui^bres  keep  up  their  cured  fire  with  fuel  thai 
proanocs  neither  smske  d0t  emelL  The;  do  not  allow 
bones,  onlure,  or  filHi  of  Bny  Bort,  to  be  mixed  with  It;  and 
wiU  not  even  permit  it  to  be  lighted  by  blowing  with  tbe 
mouth,  ibr  fear  of  any  impure  odor. 


those  made  upon  our  own  soil,  Mohamed  Beg 
threatened  us  with  a  double  allowance  of  praying, 
which  would  not  fail  to  be  decreed  to  us  by  the 
moll^  the  moment  we  reached  Persia,  saying 
was  no  behetht,  no  paradise,  for  those  whose 
aties  to  the  throne  of  Allah  came  from  a  land 
rran  with  swine,  and  overflown  with  wine," 
for  they  would  be  arrested  before  they  came  to  the 
gates  of  the  highest  heaven.     This  operated  agree- 
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praying ;  "  tljr,"  said  we,  "  if  we  are  to  pray  double 
upon  returning  to  Persia,  what  use  is  there  in  pray- 
'  lU  while  we  are  in  England?"  Right  happy 
1  at  this  scheme,  notwithstanding  the  solemn 
looks  of  Mohamed  Beg,  who  wagged  Bis  head  to 
and  fro,  and  exhorted  us  never  to  lose  sight  of  the 
dignity  of  Mahomedana,  and  of  the  duties  which 
~      Mth  enjoined. 

fe  now  ventured  to  walk  through  the. streets, 
although  our  dress  and  appearance  attracted  much 
observation;  but  as  we  proceeded  through  the  great 
Ubyrinth  of  the  city,  we  began  to  fear  that  we 
should  never  find  our  way  back.  We  had  nothing 
by  which  to  direct  our  steps,  for  every  house  ap- 
peared the  same  in  our  eyes.  All  the  doors  were 
alike,  and  the  windows  of  the  same  shapes.  There 
was  neither  bath,  nor  caravanserai,  nor  barber's 
shop,  nor  even  a  dunghill,  that  we  could  discover, 
from  whence  we  could  take  a  fresh  departure;  but 
when  we  got  into  a  great  street  it  was  interminable, 
and  one  might  walk  more  in  a  striught  line  than  in 
the  Ghahar  Bagh  of  Ispahan.  We  lost  ourselves 
so  frequently,  even  at  short  distances  from  our  own 
home,  that  I  determined  to  adopt  a  plan  which  I 
had  practised  with  success  in  the  forests  of  Mazan- 
deran,  when  I  Tvaa  prisoner  among  the  Turcomans. 
There  I  cut  notches  in  the  trees  as  I  went,  and  by 
this  means  recovered  myself  if  I  lost  my  way. 
Here  I  provided  myself  with  a  piece  of  chalk,  and 
marking  every  corner,  I  at  length  succeeded  to 
walk  great  distances,  and  to  find  my  way  back  with- 
out the  help  of  any  one.  But  these  excarsionswere 
hazardous,  for  we  were  among  a  strange  people, 
and  scarcely  a  day  passed  without  an  adventure. 
Once  I  had  strolled  to  some  distance  with  Mohamed 
Beg;  and  as  good  luck  would  hare  it,  our  walk 
took  u8  into  green  fields.  There  were  many  people 
walking  to  and  fro;  it  was  probably  a  Christian 
festival;  the  day  happened  to  be  fine,  and  the  sun 
slione  almost  as  bright  as  in  our  country.  We  came 
to  a  beautiful  spot,  with  grass  smooth  as  a  carpet, 
andMohamedBegeichumed,  "Allah!  Allah!  what 
a  charming  place  foe  saying  one's  prayers."  At  this 
moment  a  clock  of  one  of  the  mosquee  struck  the 
English  noon,  and  he  could  no  longer  resist. 
"  There  is  the  lohar,  noon,"  said  he,  "  and  although 
we  have  no  muezzin  to  make  the  proiession  of  faith, 
and  to  call  ue  to  prayer,  still  let  us  not  disregard 
the  uotice.  .Here  is  water  at  hand  ;  we  will  wash, 
and  then  make  our  devotions."  To  say  the  truth, 
I  never  had  been  a  great  sayer  of  prayers.  Snce 
the  days  when  I  was  a  prisoner  in  tlie  sanctuary  at 
Kom,  wherel  had  prayed  enough  for  the  remainder 
of  my  life,  and  where  I  had  hadasurfeit  of  genuflex- 
ion, I  had  always  playedat "  hide  and  seek  '"^with  my 
religious  duties,  never  going  upon  my  knees  unless 
there  was  danger  in  not  doing  so.  The  absence  of 
aU  such  necessity  in  this  unholy  country  was  to  me 
one  of  its  greatest  attractions,  and  therefore  I  cared 
not  to  leave  it.  But  at  the  same  time  I  did  not 
wish  to  offend  my  companion ;  and  although  1  re- 
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fiised  hifl  inTitatioD,  yet  1  assured  him  that  I  would 
wait  until  he  had  ficisfaed  his  devotions. 

He  first  washed  his  hands,  arms,  feet,  find  bauk 
of  his  ears,  in  an  adjoining  stream,  and  having  as- 
certained the  direction  of  Mecca,  he  sat  down  and 
combed  his  beard.  He  then  toolc  from  his  person 
his  seals,  rings,  looking-glass,  and  every  thing  of 
value  which  he  had  about  him,  and  taking  the  piece 
of  holy  earth,*  together  with  his  beads,  from  his 
breast,  ,ho  placed  them  before  him,  and  put  himself 
in  the  first  attitude  of  prayer.  By  this  time  the  in- 
fidels began  to  gather  round  us.  What  they  took 
us  for,  it  is  difficult  to  say;  moat  likely  for  jugglers, 
for  they  all  looked  with  intense  interest  at  tiie  dif- 
ferent trinkets  which  Mohamed  Beg  had  displayed 
on  the  grass.  As  he  stood  up  with  bis  feet  joined 
together,  emphatically  pronouncing  the  /atkeh,^ 
upon  raising  his  hands  before  him,  I  verily  beheve 
that  they  eipected  to  see  him  yault  into  the  air,  or 


stomach,  that  his  wrath  was  soon  turned  into 
Tomiting;  his  beard  became  distended,  his  face 
turned  white,  and  his  eyes  streamed.  Never  had 
prayer  been  so  little  propitious.  Instead  of  poar- 
ing  forth  blessings,  his  mouth  consoled  itself  with 
curses ;  and  whenever  he  coold  take  breath,  it  was 
refreshing  to  hear  him  devote  the  whole  EngUah 
nation  to  perdition,  and  announce  to  tbem  that 
their  fethers  were  now  roasting  in  the  fires  of  Je- 
han-um. 

Our  situation  was  not  very  eoTiable,  particularly 
when  we  saw  an  inclination  on  the  part  of  the  sur- 
rounding mob  to  proceed  to  something  more  violent 
than  beating  Mohamed  Beg's  stomach.  There  was 
one  man  more  violent  than  the  rest,  who  performed 
many  feats,  the  object  of  which  we  could  in  no 
wise  understand;  he  clenched  his  fist,  put  it  close 
to  my  nose  and  then  took  o£f  his  coat  This  I  con- 
ceived hnpli  d  ho   di      a  hough  I  kn  w  that  tak- 


mountebanks  do 
ly  went  through  his  prostrations,  touching  the  (Hece 
of  holy  earth,  inscribed  with  the  names  of  our 
blessed  Prophet  and  the  twelve  Imans,  with  his 
forehead,  they  seemed  quite  disappointed  ;  and  one 
of  them  had  the  insolence  to  take  it  up  and  band  it 
about  to  his  fellows  to  look  at.  Upon  this  my  Per- 
nan  pride  was  aroused.  Reprobate  as  I  was,  I 
could  not  flee  ourselves  so  insulted,  and  a  bit  of  our 
holy  Mecca  so  abused.  I  darted  forward  to  snatch 
the  refio  from  the  hand  of  one  of  the  infidels ;  my 
effort  was  received  with  loud  hootinga^  Mohamed 
Beg,  now  in  wrath,  got  upon  his  legs,  and,  heedless 
of  any  thing  but  the  insults  offered  his  reli^on, 
drew  his  knife,  and  would  have  buried  it  in  the 
bowels  of  one  of  the  mfidels,  when  he  received  a 
blow  which  must  have  been  inflicted  by  some  un- 
seen agent,  some  dive,  or  some  English  girt,  which 
was  thrown  so  eiactly  into  the  ve^  centre  of  his 
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ing  off  a  hat  implied  the  contrary.  To  my  aston- 
ishment, I  saw  another  man  in  the  crowd  step  for- 
ward, and  also  divest  himself  of  his  coat;  strange 
compliments,  thought  I,  but  I  was  soon  undeceived. 
In  one  of  the  parties  I  recognized  one  of  the  Eng- 
lish servania  employed  by  the  ambassador;  and  had 
scarcely  had  time  to  make  myself  known  to  him, 
when,  to  our  extreme  horror  aod  amazement,  Mo- 
hamed Beg  and  I  saw  a  fight  between  these  two 
men,  the  equal  of  which  wa  had  never  before  seen, 
not  even  by  the  shah's  beat  pelUivans.  They  fought 
with  great  vigor  and  resolution ;  but  onr  servant  in 
a  very  short  time  waa  the  victor.  His  blows  fell 
thicker  upon  hia  antagonist's  face  than  upon  the 
feet  of  a  sufferer  under  the  bastinado  in  Persia, 
until  every  feature  was  lost,  and  he  begged  for 
mercy.  After  he  was  well  beaten,  they  hoth  ahobk 
hands,  and  walked  off  apparently  good  friends. 
We,  however,  could  not  recover  our  astonishment, 
nor  could  wo  at  all  comprehend  the  object  of  our 
servant's  interference,  although  he  assured  ns  that 
he  only  fought  out  of  compliment  to  us.  Wo  had 
frequently  before  heard  of  the  hospitality  of  the 
Araljs  to  a  stranger ;  of  his  killing  hia  last  sheep 
for  hifl  entertdnment ;  of  his  depriving  himself  of 
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BTery  thing  rather  than  his  guest  should  suffer ;  but 
that  he  should  stand  up  and  fight,  and  rnn  the 
chance  of  losing  hla  eyes,  or  getting  his  nose 
knocked  off,  or  hia  head  broken  foe  the  stranger, 
that  we  had  never  yet  heard.  And  yet  we  had 
Been  this  very  act  performed  by  an  infidel,  whom  in 
B  condemned  to  etenial  punishments. 


Mohamad  I 
how  to  End  & 

beating  whii,l 
bitn,  had,  by 
other.     We 

ofall' 


puzzled  bis  head  for  a  long 
me  satisfiietory  reaeon  for  this  phe- 
all  b  c  uld  dscover  was,  that  the 
had  mo  t  Ilk  y  been  intended  for 
e  siti  n  of  fate,  fallen  on  an- 
n  d  h  m  making  many  eiclama- 
is         h    an  ba  sador  by  a  recital 


Ldw 


It  appears  a  he  k  ng  g  s  willingly  every  year 
in  fllate,  surro  nd  d  y  a  h  majesty  and  magni- 
ficence of  a  crowned  head,  to  open  the  deliberationf 
of  the  council,  and  even  to  invite  them  to  settle 
how  much  he  ought  to  spend ;  how  many  mmisteca, 
what  number  of  generals,  how  many  troops,  what 
quantities  of  ships,  what  ambaasadora  to  maintain, 
in  short,  how  many  expenses  of  every  deacripti 
be  ought  to  incur.  They  even  have  the  audacity, 
we  were  assured,  to  settle  in  what  manner  bo  ought 
to  support  hia  own  wife.  If  one  half  of  this  were 
true,  we  concluded  that  we  might  as  well  believe 
the  other  half;  and,  in  order  to  he  convinced  with 
his  own  eyes,  the  ambassador  willingly  accepted 
invitation  to  be  present  at  the  ceremony  of  opening 
the  council,  whidi,  from  what  we  could  lear- 
aembled  in  some  measure  the  great  aetam-i-aiir, 
great  prostration  of  the  people  before  the  sh 
Persia,  on  Ihe  festival  of  the  JVo  Jiaai. 

The  mehmandar  informed  the  Mirza  Firouz  that 
the  number  of  persons  admitted  to  the  sliah's  pres- 
ence on  this  occaaion  was  restricted  to  a  certain 
few;  and  therefore  it  was  proposed  that  neither  I 
nor  any  of  his  Persian  suite  should  be  of  the  party. 
Accordingly  we  saw  him  depart,  accompanied  only 
by  the  mehmandar;  but  ne  determined  to  make 
._  .v,_ e — .inv,   in  order  to  observe 


passage  of  the  royal  procession.     The  whole 

was  iu  motion.    Never  before  had  wc  seen  such 

_..  assemblage  of  infidels.     We,  a  handful  of  true 

behevers,  looked  indeed  rather  insignificant  in  the 

juld  not  have  given  one  hair  of  our  beards  for  the 
iUions  of  black  bats  that  waved  to  and  fro  before 
.  We  posted  ourselves  under  a  tree  in  a  garden 
leading  to  tlie  house  of  assembly.  Several  avenues 
bordered  the  road  throngh  which  the  king  was  to 
pass;  and,  in  order  to  keep  it  clear,  on  each  ade 
were  posted  cavalry,  mounted  upon  superb  horsea. 
For  the  time  being,  we  attracted  more  attention 
than  any  thing  else,  and  were  beginning  to  feci  the 
insolence  of  Uie  crowd,  when  luckily  their  atten- 
tion was  soon  after  diverted  from  us  by  the  ap- 
proach of  the  king,  and  we  opened  all  our  eyes  to 
Bee  his  mnjesty  pass.  Before  the  procession  had 
reached  us  about  a  inoMon,  we  heard  strange  and 
unaccountable  sounds,  which  we  took  for  the  Eng- 
lish mode  of  paying  homage  to  their  monarch ; 
sounds  which  in  some  measure  assimilated  to  ihe 
greetings  made  by  the  Arabian  women  upon  the 
approach  of  a  great  personage.  They  were  a  mii- 
ture  of  cries,  groans,  and  hisses.  As  the  great 
coach  in  which  the  king  sat  drew  near,  the  ruah  of  the 
crowd  was  immense,  and  immediately  there  issued 
from  the  thousands  that  stood  near  us  such  a  shower 
of  hisses,  that  we  felt  sure  that  no  king  could  be 
more  beloved  by  his  people  than  this.  So  much 
loyalty  was  instantaneous  in  its  effect ;  it  waa  as 
catching  as  fear ;  and,  almost  involuntarily,  we 
added  our  most  unaffected  hisses  to  those  of  the 
surrounding  crowd,  the  hue  of  our  faces  almost  be- 
coming black  with  the  exertion,  AH  the  collected 
serpents  of  the  plains  of  ^t^aw  in  a  rage  could  not 
eiceed  the  noise  we  made.  We  became  the  point 
of  observation  to  all  beholdors.  But  what  was  our 
astonishment,  I  may  add  consternation,  when,  in- 
stead of  meeting  with  the  encouragement  and  com- 
mendation wc  expeolcd,  we  found  ourselves  sur-- 
rounded  by  a  host  of  men,  with  short  painted  sticks 
in  their  bands,  backed  by  St 


individuals  of  the 
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"  exclaimed  Uo- 


cavalry,  who  most 

dUlodge  from  our  tree,  and  to  walk  away  with  them 

"What  do  these  men  ^ 
hamed  Beg ;  "  what  dirt  do 

"  Shall  I  give  them  a  taste  of  the  knife  ?"  asked 
Aga  Beg,  the  master  of  the  horse. 

"Use  nOTiolence,  by  your  child's  soul  I"  esclaim- 
ed  I,  "  or  they  wiU  strike  our  stomachs,  as  Ihey  did 
Mohamed  Beg's." 

The  scene  becommg  much  confused,  we  were 
about  being  very  awkwardly  Eituatcd,  when  a  well- 
dressed  Frank  stepped  up,  and,  seeing  who  we  were 
immediately  interfered,  and  explained  to  the  men 
with  painted  stickg,  that  whatever  we  might  have 
done  it  must  have  been  tiirough  ignorance.  He 
released  ua  from  their  Buperinlendenoe ;  and  having 
kindly  ttccompanied  us  to  our  home,  we  there  ex- 
plained all  that  had  happened ;  and  then  t«  our 
confusion  we  foand,  that,  instead  of  paying  honor 
and  respect  to  the  shah  of  England,  we  had  in  fact 
been  treating  him  worse  thaji  a  dog.  "  Zo  illaka, 
illaUak!  There  is  hut  one  God!"  eiolaimed  Mo- 
hamed Beg.  "What  a  country  is  this!  Who  ever 
thought  of  abusing  one's  king  to  his  face  too !  Let 
na  leave  this  people;  they  are  too  bad.  One  never 
sees  them  pray;  their  wives  are  without  shame; 
and  they  heap  abomination  upon  their  own  king's 

"By  my  sonl,"  eiclMmed  Aga  Beg,  "I  thought 
that  hissing  was  the  Frank  mode  of  doing  honor. 
Wehaveallmadeafeast  ofabominationi" 

"But  pray,  sir,"  siud  I  to  the  gentiemtm  who  had 
escorted  us  home,  "tell  me  by  what  chance  is  it 
that  the  English  people  recdve  their  king  after  this 

"The  popularity  of  our  king,"  said  he,  "depends 
upon  circumstances,  which  no  human  power  can 
control.  The  people  are  Ignorant,  and  are  led  by 
designing  demagogues.  Bread  is  dear,  they  Msa 
ttie  king ;  trade  ia  dull,  they  hiss  the  king ;  they 
hate  peace,  they  hiss  the  king;  the  queen  behaves 
ill,  they  hiss  the  king.  The  foilowmg  year,  perhaps, 
breadis  cheap  and  trade  brisk,  they  cheer  the  king ; 
his  ships  or  bis  armies  gain  a  victory,  they  smother 
hun  with  kindness;  his  ministera  make  good 
speeches,  and  talk  of  reducing  tases,  they  will  lay 
down  their  lives  for  him.  Who  caa  account,"  said 
he,  "for  popular  favor,  or  popular  disfavor?  It  is 
as  uncertain  as  the  wind  that  blows." 

"  I  tell  you  what  sir,"  said  1,  taking  hold  of  the 
tip  of  my  beard,  and  holding  it  out  to  him,  "do 
yon  see  this?" 

"Yes,"  answered  he,  "I  see  It." 
"  WeU  then,  by  this  I  swear,  and  I  can  Swear  by 
nothing  more  sacred,  that  if  the  people  of  Teheran, 
npon  the  presence  of  their  shah,  were  even  to  spit 
in  his  presence,  or  to  do  any  thing  by  look  or 
speech  that  indicated  disrespect,  he  would  order  a 
inti-i-oam,  a  general  massacre,  to  take  [dace,  and 
would  not  leave  one  rogue  of  them  to  look  at  the 
fiun  the  neit  morning.  By  all  the  Imams,  it  is  as 
true  as  I  stand  here." 

The  gentleman  at  this  speech  opened  his  eyes 
with  astonishment,  and  seeing  perhaps  how  cheap 
we  held  other  people's  heads,  he  made  us  a  low 
bow,  and  took  his  leave. 

By  this  time  the  ambassador  had  returned,  and 
when  we  had  related  to  him  and  to  the  mehmandar 
the  advenlures  of  the  morning,  they  consoled  us  by 
laughing  at  our  beards,  and  said,  that  if  we  eipected 


to  find  in  the  English  mob  Ihe  same  servility  which 
eiisted  in  the  Persian,  we  were  much  mistaken. 

Ihey  are  as  different,"  said  they,  "as  the  dftty 
puddle  in  which  a  camel  drinks  is  to  the  sea  which 
at  one  hour  is  agitated  by  a  hurricane,  at  another 
lulled  into  a  dead  calm." 

Mohamed  Beg  answered,  for  hU  part,  that  he 
would  rather  belong  to  the  puddle,  if  what  he  had 
■day  and  the  day  before,  when  he  had  been 
acts  illustrative  of  the  people  of 


Jd,  silve 


so  mauled,  v 
England. 

The  ambassador  then  described  his  adventures. 
Sever  had  man  seen  bo  much  in  so  short  a  apace  of 

"""'  »■  throne ;  dresses  of  al!  desorip- 

velvet ;  sticks,  swords,  and  gold 

im  most  extraordinary  wigs  sprinkled 

lultitude  ofonsi-aAj,  with  scarlet  and 

..^^^  cloaks;  a  rush  of  men,  with  a  kedkhoda, 

ivered  with  false  hair,  at  their  head ;  and  to  crown 

I,  women  I      "  Oh  such  women !"  said  he,  "  I  was 

iove  with  them  all;  they  were  all  unveiled;  I 

saw  much  flesh  whiter  than  snow ;  eyes  that  killed ; 

and  teeth  which  smiled  delight  I" 

We  had  never  before  seen  our  ambassador  in  such 
a  state.  But  there  was  one  lair  creature  above  the 
rest,  of  whose  charms  he  raved ;  he  had  never  con- 
ceived that  any  thing  human  could  be  Bo  beaudfiU; 
his  heart  was  on  fire.  It  was  plain  that  this  cir- 
cumstance alone  had  reconciled  him  to  a  reddence 
among  the  infidels  ;  and  now  we  learned  to  appre- 
ciate the  truth  of  that  saying  of  our  immortal 
Bheikah,  "Be  you  sealed  in  the  most  lonely  shade 
of  the  valley  of  the  angel  of  death,  and  let  love  be 
your  companion,  the  desert  will  appear  a  paradise, 
and  your  wretchedness  will  seem  beatitude."  He 
called  her  hm  jalibelUltxA  ;'  swore  that  the  leaf  of 
her  eye  f  was  more  tender  than  that  of  the  rose : 
that  she  was  more  brilliant  than  a  moon  fourteen 
days  old  ;  %  and  that  she  was  in  the  very  eyebaUS 
of  her  age ;  ia  short,  he  made  one  beheve  that  she 
as  a  very  phienii,  "The  one  of  ones." 

There  seemed  now  to  pervade  one  new  and  unj. 
■real  impulse  throughout  the  city  to  congregate 
a  liousand  different  manners,  for  objects  which 
us  were  totally  novel.    The  men  sought  the  wo- 
men, and  the  women  received  the  men.    In  the 
ing  they  met  at  occasional  visits  to  talk  upon 
rs  of  little  importance ;   then  they   congre- 
gated  in  troops  on  horseback,  or  in  carriages ;  they 
then  dispersed,  and  separated  into  difl'erent  com- 
panies to  eat ;  and  although  by  the  time  they  had 
donethis,  itwasourtimeforgoingtobed,  vet  again 
they  met  Jn  larger  and  more  numerous  o^emblies, 
to  dance,  or  to  sit,  or  to  be  pressed  together  in 
masses  in  a  manner  difficult  to  explain.     In  this  we 
were  told  they  followed  their  own  pleasure;  nor 
were  these  great  meetings  at  all  for  the  honor  of 
their  king,  as  our  princip^  ones  generally  are,  but 
purely  for  their  own  gratification.    When  we  meet 
in  large  bodies  it  is  usual  to  attend  our  shah ;  and 
although  we  do  congregate  and  eat  together  occa- 
sionally, yet  whoever  thought  of  doing  so  in  the 
unbounded  manner  of  England? 

The  mehmandar  came  into  tne  ambassador's 
room  the  day  after  his  appearance  at  the  house  of 
pariiament,  and  said,  "  Hero  are  five  invitations  to 
dinner   to-day."      "Allah,  Allah!"    eiclaimed   the 
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"fire   inTitatlonal    who  t 


ambaaaadOF, 


fl  eat  them  all,"  answered 
the  mehmandar ;  "it  is  enougli  tliat  j-oa  accept 
one.  You  cat  one  dinner,  but  you  may  go  to  as 
many  evenitig  aSEetnblies  afterward  «s  you  please. 
Here  is  a  whole  handful  of  invitations." 

We  remained  perfectly  astonished.  "Who  can 
go  through  Buch  labor,"  said  we,  "and  then  live? 
We  are  PerEiana ;  we  go  to  sleep  when  the  last 
prayers  have  been  chimted,  and  wa  wake  with  the 
dawn.     How  is  this?" 

"  Yon  will  soon  get  accustomed  to  our  manners," 
said  the  mehmander.     "  We  make  tittle  distinction 


day  and  night  al 


Without  more  difficulty,  the  amhaseador,  accom- 
panied by  the  mchmandar  and  myaelf,  went  to  the 
dinner  in  quesdon,  which  was  given  by  one  of  the 
viziers.  He  dressed  himself  in  his  best,  putting  on 
the  cap  of  ceremony  with  the  shawl  round  it,  and 
girding  himself  with  his  diamond-hiltcd  dagger. 
He  had  found  it  more  convenient  to  adopt  the  shoes 
of  the  Franks  (excepting  on  very  great  occa^Ons, 
when  he  preserved  our  own  high-heeied  slippers), 
because  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  be  always  ac^ 
companied  by  his  shoe-bearer.  He  intimated  that 
I  was  (o  accompany  him,  and  accordingly  I  also 
made  my  person  as  Gt  to  be  seen  as  pos^ble. 

No  one  came  to  inform  us  that  the  entertainment 
was  ready ;  no  one  said  the  Bismillah  I  but  we 
went  straight  to  the  vizier's  house ;  and  we  were 
announced  by  very  loud  knocks  on  a  closed  door, 
inflicted  by  strong  servants.  Other  servants  having 
appeared  from  within,  we  were  invited  to  walk  in. 
lie  amhassaclor's  name  was  then  called  out  at  stated 
intervals,  until  we  were  ushered  into  the  hall  of 
meeting.  Here,  at  the  threshold,  we  were  re- 
ceived bj  the  vider,  irho  himself  was  walking  about 


le  perfect  lil 


tt  of  hit 


goealt 


ir  then 


We  then  went  to 
a  be  quite  as  much 
at  home  as  her  husband,  and  did  her  best  by 
sweet  smiles  to  make  us  welcome.  There  were 
several  other  khanuma,  very  civil  and  handsome. 
If  any  portion  of  a  veil  had  been  thrown  over  them, 
to  hide  certain  parts  of  their  very  white  persons,  I 
should  have  been  in  a  fever  of  love  at  once ;  but 
as  it  was,  I  scarcely  thought  of  them  as  women. 
The  conversation  began  by  every  person  present 
appearing  aniious  to  know  whether  we  had  seen  the 
sun  on  that  day ;  for  it  was  ascertained  that  it  had 
been  seen,  but  whether  for  one  hour,  or  only  half 
an  hour,  there  appeared  to  be  aome  serious  doubts. 
The  ambassador,  evidently  tired  at  this  constant  al- 
lusion to  our  supposed  worship  of  the  sun,  turned 
off  the  observation  by  a  compliment  to  the  vizier's 
wife,  *^  You  do  not  want  a  sun  in  your  country," 
Eiud  be,  "  when  you  have  such  suns  as  the  khanum's 
eyes  to  give  light  and  joy  to  the  world!" 

When  this  was  interpreted,  it  produced  a  univer- 
sal cry  of  approbation,  and  was  immediately  taken 
up,  with  the  greatest  good  humor,  by  the  vizier 
himself,  who  said,  "If  hia  excellency  is  to  be  an 
apostate,  and  if  he  is  to  worship  these  suns  (point- 
ing to  the  lady's  eyes)  instead  of  his  own,  we  must 
look  about  us.  We  must  begin  building  harems, 
and  manufacturing  veils." 

Upon  this,  a  great  deal  of  agreeable  joking  took 
place,  which  animated  the  whole  party,  and  indeed 
cave  us  an  insight  into  the  English  character  we 
had  never  before  acquired.     We,  Persians,  who  are 


so  fond  of  a  good  saying,  were  delighted  to  find  that 
so  much  merriment  could  exist  among  persons  who 
usually  live  in  a  fog ;  and  the  ambassador,  who 
thought  that  there  might  he  some  etiquette  among 
them  as  to  who  should  launch  the  first  joke,  se^ng 
that  they  were  in  general  so  taciturn,  willingly  ven- 
tured to  break  the  spell,  and  never  lost  an  oppor- 
tunity for  the  future  of  putting  in  his  word  when- 
ever he  could  do  so  with  propriety. 

The  entrance  of  a  person  with  white  dust  on  his 
head  to  invite  ns  to  the  feast,  put  an  end  for  a  tjme 
to  the  good  humor  that  had  broken  out;  and  when 
the  company  stood  up,  we  discovered  that  there 
existed  among  the  English  to  the  full  as  much  eti- 
qaette  about  precedence  as  in  our  country.  But 
Allah!  Allah!  who,  let  me  say,  were  the  objects  of 
it  ?  Mohamed  Beg,  when  I  related  the  fact,  would 
not  beheve  it.  Women!— they,  the  women  took 
precedence.  They  walked  out  of  the  room  first, 
while  the  men  seemed  to  struggle  for  the  privilege 
of  leatling  them  forwards.  Every  honor  was  in- 
tended towards  oar  atnbafsador;  he  was  invited  to 
make  hia  way  with  the  vizier's  wife,  his  right  hand 
placed  in  her  left ;  and  considenng  that  this  was 
the  first  time  he  had  performed  such  a,  ceremony, 
he  really  did  it  amazingly  well.  Without  even 
thinking  of  washing  oar  hands  before  we  began  to 
eat,  both  men  and  women  proceeded  to  the  scene 
ofacUan.  What  we  Uussulmans  were  to  do  with 
our  left  hands  was  always  a  subject  of  deep  con- 
sideration; but  in  a  country  of  infidels  we  took 
liberties  that  no  other  emergency  could  ever  sano- 

We  entered  a  large  room,  in  the  centre  of  which 
was  spread  a  table  more  curioudy  ornamented  than 
any  we  had  yet  seen.  Around  this  we  placed  our- 
selves, but  not  without  of  the  difScuity  of  etiquette. 
I  avow,  that  saving  Our  own  beards,  which  looked 
out  of  character  among  the  smooth  china  that 
wagged  round  the  board,  I  was  delighted  at  the 
sight.    'Tia  true  that  much  more  noise  was  heard 

ceasing  activity  of  the  servants  with  creaking  shoes, 
the  clash  of  plates,  the  ringing  of  glasses,  the  slash- 
ing and  cutting  with  sharp  instruments,  and,  above 
all,  the  universal  talking  of  the  assembly,  created  ^ 
din  to  which  we  were  little  accustomed,  and  which 
in  Persia  would  be  esteemed  as  highly  indecorous.' 
But  it  was  an  enUvening  sight ;  and  excepting  the 
absence  of  a  HaSz  to  chant  the  luxuries  of  our  wine, 
of  the  excellence  of  which  even  our  blessed  Pro- 
phet could  have  had  no  ides,  tlie  entertainment 
would  have  been  perfect.  Of  what  the  numerous 
dishes  were  composed,  I  did  not  ^ve  myself  the 
trouble  to  consider  ;  and  without  pausing  t«  inquire 
whether  the  mutton  had  properly  bled,  or  whether 
the  poultry  had  died  the  true  death,  I  eat  whatever 
came  in  my  way,  I  certdnly  made  one  or  two 
scrutinizing  pauses  at  a  new  sort  of  fieeh,  and  which 
I  fancied  might  he  that  of  the  unclean  beast ;  but 
"  in  the  name  of  Allah  !"  stud  I,  "  what  is  the  use 
of  sticking  about  pollution,  when  we  have  now  been 
steeped  in  it  ever  since  we  have  Uved  among  the 
infidels*"  and  so  I  ale  of  every  thing  that  was  of- 
fered to  me.     If  Mohamed  Beg  had  been  with  us, 

*  Persian  servants  in  sttendsneo  at  an  cntorbiinment  are 
scarcely  heard.  They  do  tSeir  work  without  Bhoca;  and 
Bs  there  is  no  iandiogof  plates,  nod  .10  ehanglng  of  knives 
and  fbrks,  the  quiet  Is  great  compared  to  tbo  din  of  our 
tablea 
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he  would  have  been  bloiving  over  his  shoiildera 
during  the  whole  of  the  entertainmeut.  The  am- 
bassador seemed  to  be  as  much  at  hia  ease  an  any 
one  of  the  most  eiperieQced  eaters  of  a  dinner 
among  the  Euglisli  themselves.  He  managed  the 
spoons,  knives,  claws,  and  pincers,  with  surprising 
dexterity.  I  must  own  that  I  was  not  so  fortunate, 
for  1  made  one  or  two  mistakes  merely  from  the 
force  of  previous  habit,  which  evidently  had  an  un- 
favorable effect  upon  those  around  me.  I  shared 
my  neighbor's  bread,  which  is  here  looked  upon  aa 
offensive  aa  it  ia  otherwise  in  Persia.  I  drank  out 
of  ilia  filaaa  ;  and  once  I  presented  A  bit  ivith  my 


dered  by  your  king?"  Still  he  was  at  a  loss  for  an 
answer;  and  I  concluded  that  this  might  be  a  cus- 
tom borrowed  from  Islam.  My  neighbor  hinted 
that  the  absence  of  the  women  lcl\  the  men  at 
greater  liberty  to  talk  and  drink  wine.  "  Ah,  then," 
said  I,  "  you  must  have  adopted  that  maxim  of  the 
East,  which  saith,  "  first  dinner,  then  conversation ;" 
but  if  drinking  be  your  object,  this  is  not  the  way. 
to  set  about  it.  Do  as  nc  do  in  Persia;  get  up  be- 
times in  the  morning ;  go  into  a  garden ;  seat  your- 
self near  a  running  stream ;  put  flowers  on  your 
bead;  have  songsters  and  nightingales;  drink  till 
your  senses  are  gone ;  wait  till  they  return ;  then 


fingers  from  a  dish  before  me,  at  which  he  made  a 
start  as  if  I  had  offered  poison.  Although  we  did 
not  sit  with  our  knees  double,  but  were  quite  at  our 
ease  upon  chairs,  with  legs  pendant,  yet  the  great 
length  of  the  cntertidnment  almost  killed  me.  At 
lei^th  there  was  a  general  move,  but  to  my  astonish- 
ment, the  women  only  took  their  departure.  This 
was  the  nearest  approach  to  our  own  customs  which 
1  had  yet  seen,  and  I  asked  my  neighbor  why  this 
distinction  was  made  ?  why  tbe  women  alone  went  ? 
He  aeemed  puzzled  for  an  explanation.  "Is  it  thus 
ordained  in  youc  scriptures,"  sMd  I,  "or  is  it  or- 


drink  again,  and  take  no  thought  of  time  ;  let  day 
and  night  be  the  same,  until  at  length  you  have  so 
completely  soaked  yourself  with  wine,  that  it  is  time 
to  cry  out, 'Enough  1  enough!'" 

Whether  my  neighbor  understood  my  attempt  to 
explain  myself  in  English,  I  know  not,  but  he  eyed 


.    .  jnishm. 

At  length,  the  dinner 
ed  hands  we  proceeded  to  me  room 
where  we  foand  the  vizier's  wife  and 
ready  again  to  receive  ua. 


,  and  with  unwasb- 


RESPECTABILITY. 


"Pray,  what  do  you  mean  by  'ncspcctability  !' 
Is  it  wisdom  or  worth,  sir?  or  rank  or  gentility  ? 
Is  it  rough  sound  sense  ?  or  a  maimer  relined  ! 
Is  it  kindness  of  heart  ?  or  expansion  of  mind  ? 
Is  it  leanung  or  talent,  or  honor,  or  fame, 
That  you  mean  by  that  phrase  (so  expresaive)  t 


A  'respectable  person'  may  be  a  great  fool, — 
Have  lost  even  the  Uttle  he  picked  up  at  school, — 
Be  a  glutton,  adulterer,  deep  drowned  in  debt, — 
May  forfeit  his  honor,  hia  best  friend  forget, — 
May  be  a  base  sycophant,  tyrant,  or  knave — 
But  a  livery -servant,  at  least,  he  must  have ; 
In  vice  he  may  vie  with  the  vilest  of  sinners — 
But  he  imisl  keep  a  cook,  and  give  capital  dinners. 
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THE    ENTHUSIAST    IN    ANATOMY. 
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The  youth,  whnni  ne  shall  call  "  Tom,"— and 
nothing  but  "  Tom," — waa  one  of  those  indiFiduals 
who  tabor  with  s,  Serce,  burning  nnxietj,  to  burat 
through  the  trammels  imposed  upon  them  by  a 
limited  education, — one  of  those  Tolaries  of  science, 
whose  energy  seems  to  grow  all  tbe  more,  because 
it  has  Dotliing  to  feed  upon.  He  was  very  slightly 
formed,  and  bad  eyea  so  bright  and  shining,  thoit 

look  all  bis  other  thin,  sharply- defined  features. 
Never  was  there  a  more  complete  appearaoce  of 
a.  clear  intclUgence  in  a  corporeal  form. 

The  few  half-pence  which  Tom  waa  enabled  to 
save  from  his  scanty  earnings  at  a  laborious  trade, 
he  regularly  eipended  at  the  book-stall,  and  on  one 
occasion  was  highly  delighted  at  picking  up  a  small 
book  on  Anatomy.  The  work  wua  one  of  those 
that  had  long  been  superseded  by  more  modem  and 
better  treatises,  and  tiie  little  plates  were  as  ill  and 
coarsely  done  as  posdble.  Nevertheless,  with  him 
it  had  not  the  disadvantage  of  comparison.  He 
thought  it  a  mine  of  science  yet  unexplored,  and  ho 
sutfered  his  whole  soul  to  bo  absorbed  by  it. 

In  a  few  weeks,  he  had  trnnsferred  the   entire 

though  he  invariably  carried  the  book  in  his  pock- 
et, it  was  more  out  of  respect  to  it,  as  an  old  friend, 
than  from  any  further  benefit  to  be  derived  from 
it.  The  names  of  every  bone,  cartilage,  ligament, 
and  muscle,  of  which  he  had  ead,  tie  e  d  ply  ro- 
printed  in  Ms  mind ;  and  he  o  Id  have  passed  w  th 
glory  through  the  sha  pest  examinat  on,  p  o  d  d 
it  had  been  based  o      he  c  nt  uta  of  the  httle 

But  Tom,  in  spite  of  h  s  knowledge  wa.  too  n- 
telligent  not  to  perc  e  th  delect  e  state  of  h  s 
acquirements.  He  s  on  f  It  that  b  s  a  ato  y  was, 
after  all,  a  science  of  names  rather  than  of  thmgs ; 
that  though  he  could  have  described  accurately  all 
the  Intricate  bones  of  the  skuQ,  and  all  the  muscles 
of  the  extremities,  his  desuriptions  would  have  been 
little  more  than  a  repetition  of  words  committed  to 
memory.  He  had  not  seen  a  single  real  object 
connected  with  his  science.  If  he  could  but  have 
set  eyes  upon  a  skeleton,  what  an  advantage  it 
would  have  been. 

We  once  read  of  a  celebrated  anatomisli  who,  far 
from  admiring  human  beauty,  regarded  the  skin  as 
an  impertinent  obstacle  to  Ihe  acquisition  of  science, 
concealing,  as  it  does,  the  play  of  the  muscles. 
Whether  such  a  eloar  notiott  as  this  ever  entered 
the  mind  of  our  hero,  we  cannot  say ;  but  certainly 
if  some  tall  lean  beggar  passed  him  on  the  road,  he 
would  clutch  convulsively  at  his  knife,  and  follow 
the  man  with  a  sad  wistful  look. 

One  autumnal  evening,  he  sat  in  the  ale-house 
parior,  watching  the  smoke  of  hia  pipe,  and  indulg- 
ing in  his  own  refleeliouB ;  for  though  the  conver- 
sation in  the  room  waa  noisy  and  animated,  it  had 
no  interest  for  him.  Devoted  to  his  own  pursuits, 
births,  deaths,  and  marriages  were  to  him  things 
of  nought,  and  he  paid  no  heed  to  the  constant 
discussions  which  were  held  in  the  village  on  the 
e;ttraordinarycaseofold  Ebenezer  Cfrindstone,  who 
had  been  thought  extremely  rich,  bat  in  whose 


house  not  a  farthing  had  been  found  after  his  de- 
cease, to  the  great  disappointment  of  his  creditors. 

Soon,  however,  there  was  such  a  violent  dash  of 
rain  against  the  windOw,  that  even  Tom  was  com- 
pelled to  start,  when  he  saw  the  door  open,  and  a 
stranger  enter,  completely  muffled  in  a  cloak.  The 
new-comer  stood  before  the  fire,  as  if  to  dry  himself, 
and  seemed  to  be  of  the  same  taciturn  disposition 
as  Tom,  for  he  made  no  answer  to  the  different 
questions  that  were  addressed  to  him,  nor  did  he 
even  condescend  to  look  at  the  speakers.  The 
shower  having  ceased,  and  the  moon  shining  bright- 
ly through  the  window,  the  stranger  walked  out 
again,  without  the  sign  of  leave-taking. 

"That  be  a  queer  chap,"  said  the  Ostler,  "111 
run  and  see  where  he's  going," — and  he  followed 
the  stranger,  who  had  awakened  a  curiosity  in 
every  one  eicepl  Tom.  Scarcely  five  minutes  had 
elapsed,  when  the  ostler  rushed  into  the  room,  pale 
as  death. 

"  Udds  huddikins !  "  said  he ;  and  it  was  not  be- 
fore a  glass  of  spirits  hud  been  poured  down  his 
throat,  that  he  could  state  the  cause  of  his  alarm. 
"Old  chap  just  gone  out— got  no  proper  face  like — 
only  a  death's  head— he  just  looked  round  on  me 
in  the  moon-light." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  eidalmed  Tom,  "  that  he 
is  nothing  but  a  skeleton?" 

"Aye — sure  I  do,"  said  the  ostler. 

"  And  which  way  did  he  go  V" 

"Why,  towards  the  church-yard,  sure,"  said  the 
osUer.  Tom  waited  for  no  more,  but  dashing  down 
his  pipe,  he  rushed  out  of  the  room,  and  tore  along 
the  road  to  the  church-yard.  When  he  had  got 
there,  he  saw  the  stranger  standing  by  the  tomb  of 
old  Ebenezer  Grindstone.  The  moon  was  shining 
Ml  upon  him,  and  as  Tom  approached,  the  cloak 
fell  down,  leaving  nothing  but  a  bare  skeleton  he~ 
fore  him. 

"Thank  my  stars!"  exclaimed  Tom,  "I  have 
seen  a  skeleton  at  last '. " 

"Toung  man,"  sud  the  skeleton,  in  a  hollow 
voice,  while  it  hideously  moved  its  jaws,  "attend!" 

"  How  beautifully,"  cried  Tom,  enraptured,  "  can 
I  see  the  play  of  the  lower  maxillary  1 

"Attend!"  repeated  the  skeleton;  "but,  rash 
man,  what  are  you  about  ?"  it  added,  turuing  sud- 
denly round.  The  fact  is,  Tom  was  running  his  fin- 
ger down  the  vertebriB,  and  counting  to  see  if  their 
number  corresponded  with  that  given  in  his  book. 
"Seven  cervical,  twelve  dorsal,"  he  cried  with  im- 

The  skeleton  lost  all  patience,  and,  raising  its 
arm,  shook  its  fist  angrily  at  Tom,  who,  with  bis 
eyes  fiied  on  the  elbow,  merely  shouted  his  joy,  at 
perceiving  the  "  ginglymoid  "  movement. 

The  skeleton,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  terri- 
fy other  people,  was  completely  amazed  at  tbe  sci- 
entific position  taken  hy  the  young  anatomist.  In 
fact,  the  most  extraordinary  scene  that  can  be  con- 
ceived presently  occurred  ;  for  the  apparition,  feel- 
ing panic-struck  at  Tom's  coolness  and  scienti&o 
spirit,  darted  away  from  him,  and  endeavored  to 
escape  by  dod^ng  among  the  toml>stoneB.  Tom 
was  too  anxious  to  pursue  his  stndies  to  allow  bun- 


,,  Google 


THE   SHORT   COURTSHIP. 


Belf  to  be  baffled  in  this  way  ;  and  putting  forth  all 
hia  strength,  soon  overtook  the  skeleton,  and  held 
him  tight.  A  conversation  ensued,  in  the  course 
of  wbieh  the  skeleton  esplained  that  ha  was  Old 
Grindstone  himself,  who  bad  buried  a  quantity  of 
money  under  ground,  and  could  not  rest  in  peace 
till  it  was  dug  up  and  distributed  among  the  credits 
ore.     This  office  he  reqaegted  Tom  to  perform. 

"It  will  be  some  trouble,"  said  Tom,  "and  the 
affair  Is  none  of  mine — but  look  ye— I'm  willing  to 
comply  with  your  request,  if,  as  a  reward,  you  will 
aJIowme  to  come  and  study  you  every  night  for  the 
next  month.  You  may  thcu  retire  to  rest  for  as 
long  a  time  as  you  please." 

"Agreed,"  said  the  skeleton;  and,  quite  recov- 
ered from  hia  alarm,  he  shook  bands  with  Tom  in 
ratification  of  the  bai^un. 

Tom  found  tbe  money,  distributed  it  among  the 
creditors,  and  passed  every   night  tor  the  next 


month  in  the  old  church-yard,  observing  hia  beloved 
skeleton,  which,  as  it  moved  into  any  position  he 
desired,  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  studying  the 
motion  of  the  bones,  in.  a  way  that  had  not  been 
ejyoyed  by  any  other  anatomist. 

The  young  enthusiast,  sitting  at  midnight  with 
the  strange  assistant  to  his  pursuits,  would  have 
been  a  delightful  sight,  had  any  one  possessed  the 
courage  to  slop  and  look  at  the  party.  When  the 
month  had  espired,  Tom  and  hia  good  friend  shook 
hands  and  parted  with  great  regret ;  but  Tom  had 
completely  retained  in  his  mind  all  he  bad  seen,  and 
laid  the  foundation  of  that  profound  anatomical 
science  by  which  he  was  afterwards  so  muob  distin- 
guished. 

It  is  needless  to  state  that  the  above  is  the  early 

history  of  the  celebrated  Dr. ,  and  that  all  0th- 

1  baseless  fabrications. 


THE    SHORT    COURTSHI 


^  As  a  gentleman  was  passing  along  one  of  the 
more  retired  streets  of  London,  he  stumbled  over 
the  body  of  an  old  man,  whom,  on  eiamination,  he 
fonnd  in  a  stale  of  excessive  inebriation,  and  who 
had,  in  consequence,  tumbled  down  and  rolled  into 
the  kennel.  He  had  not  gone  many  yards  further 
when  he  found  an  old  woman  very  nearly  in  tbe 
same  drcumstances.  It  immediately  struck  Mr.  L. 
that  this  was  some  poor  old  couple,  who,  overcome 
with  the  fetigucs  of  the  day,  had  indulged  loo  freely 
in  some  restorative  beverage,  whether  Hodgea'  or 
Deady's  tbe  historian  does  not  say.  Full  of  this 
idea,  and  animated  by  his  own  charitable  diapoeition, 
Ur.  L.  soon  made  arrangements  for  tbe  reception 
of  the  poor  couple  into  a  neighborii^  public  house. 


where  the  landlord  promieed  that  the  fenscless  pair 
should  be  undressed  and  placed  in  a  warm  and  com- 
fortable bed.  To  bed  they  were  put.  Mr.  L.  left 
them  lying  side  by  side,  snoring  in  concert,  and 
iikeiy  to  paaa  together  a  more  harmonious  night 
than  perhaps  would  have  been  tlie  case,  had  they 
possessed  the  full  enjoyment  of  their  senaes.  L. 
joarneyed  homewards,  filled  with  the  satMaction 
arising  from  the  performance  of  a  kind  deed,  and 
never  reflected  that  there  was  a  posaibility  of  hia 
having  joined  a  pair  whom  the  lawa  of  God  had  not 
made  one.  The  fact  was,  that  the  old  man  and  tne 
old  woman  were  perfect  strangers  to  each  other, 
and  their  being  found  in  a  rimilar  situation  was 
purely  accidentaL     In  London,  however  extraoc- 
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dinarj  it  maj  appear,  many  poor  folks  get  drunk 
at  night,  eepeciail)'  Saturday  night,  and  what  ih  not 
lesa  wonderful,  they  are  in  this  state  often  unable 
to  preserve  their  balance — the  laws  of  gravit;  exert 
their  inflnence,  and  the  patient  rolls  into  the  kenneL 
Soundly — soundly  did  this  late  united  pair  sleep 
and  snore  till  morning — when  the  light  broke  in 
upon  them,  and  disclosed  the  secret.  Imagine  the 
consternatipD  of  the  old  lady  when  the  fumes  of 
intoxLoatioa  vrere  dissipated,  and  she  opened  her 
eyes  upon  her  snoring  partner : — where  she  was,  or 
how  she  had  been  put  there,  she  knew  not.  It  was 
clear  she  


nith  a 


It  which  hiid  never  happened  to  har  before, — 
eo  she  set  up«  scream,  and  rou^d  the  old  gentle- 
man, whose  astonishment  vas  not  a  jot  less  than 
the  lady's.  She  sat  np  on  end 
in  bed,  staring  at  liini ;  he 
moved  himself  into  a  similar 
situation,  aild  riveted  his  eyes 
upon  her,  and  so  they  remain- 
ed for  a  few  instants,  both 
full  of  perfect  wonderment. 
At  last  it  struck  the  poor  lady 
that  this  was  some  monster  of 
a  man,  who  had  succeeded  iu 
some  horrible  design  upon  her 
honor ;  the  idea  in  a  moment 
gave  her  the  look  and  manner 
of  a  fury ;  she  flung  out  of 
bed,  and  roared  aloud  to  the 
admiration  of  all  the  inmates 
of  the  house,  who,  attracted 
by  her  first  screams,  were  al- 
ready peeping  in  at  the  door 
of  the  room,  "Make  me  an 
honest  woman,  thou  wretch," 
she  cried,— "Villain  that  thou 
are, — make  an  honest  woman 
of  me,  or  111  be  the  death  of 
thee;" — down  she  sat  upon, 
the  bed  stoclts,  and  as  she 
attempted  to  dress  herself, 
she  inte  rlarded  her  occupation 
with  calling  for  vengeance 
upon  her  horrible  seducer, 
who  sat  trembling  at  the  other 
aide  of  the  bed,  vainly  at- 
tempting in  his  fright  to  in- 


sinuate his  legs  into  his  old  tattered  breeches.  The 
landlord  at  last  interfered  with  the  authority  of  hia 
station;  and,  on  inquiry,  found  that  no  breach  had 
been  made  which  could  not  be  easily  repaired. 
The  old  gentleman  was  asked  if  he  had  any  objec- 
tion to  take  his  fair  bedfellow  for  a  helpmate  during 
the  remainder  of  his  life ;  he  stammered  out  his 
acquiescence  as  well  as  he  could,  and  the  enraged 
virpn  consented  to  smooth  down  her  anger  on 
satisfaction  being  made  to  her  injnred  honor.  The 
bargun  was  soon  struck ;  the  happy  pair  were 
bundled  off  to  church,  amidst  the  laughing  shouts 
of  tho  mob,  where  a  parson  waited  to  make  good 
the  match  too  precipitately  formed  by  our  chari- 
table fViend. 


FRIGHTS. 


Wb  propose  to  ^ve  illustrations  of  frights  faml-  | 
liar  to  every  family,  and  susceptible  of  description 
Let  us  take  a  night  scene,  conjured  up  by  a  sudden 
alarm  of 

TUIEVES ' 

'Tis  moonlight,  and  "the  very  houses  seem 
asleep,"  out-houses  and  all  The  "quiet  family" 
has  attained  its  utmost  pitth  of  quietness  All 
sleep  soundly,  where  no  sound  la  heard.  A  breath 
less  hush  pervades  the  domicile  <~in  a  suddt-n, 
there  is  a  smart  crash,  a  rattling  sound,  below. 
This  sleeper  starts  up  in  bed;  that,  darts  further 
mider  the  clothes.  "  What's  that  ?"  is  the  inward 
question  of  everybody.  The  thought  of  thieves 
occurs  to  each  in  turn ;  one  is  certidn  that  the 
area-door  baa  been  forced  open;  another  is  sure 


that  the  back-parlor  sash  has  been  raised.  They 
lie  stili,  with  panting  hearts,  and  listen.  Again 
there  is  a  noise  ;  it  is  lilte  creaking  footsteps  on  the 
stairs,  or  the  opening  of  drawers ;  then  alL  is  silent 
again,  and  the  noiae  is  renewed. 

At  last,  one  little  quaking  Miss  ventures,  half' 
stifled,  to  whiaper,  "  Sarah,  are  you  awake?"  And 
barah  faintly  answers,  "YeS,  did  you  hear  thatf" 
and  both  busy  themselves  in  the  bed,  and  dare  not 
breathe.  And  then  th'ey  hear  a  door  open  softly, 
and  they  utter  a  loud  cry  of  terror;  and  then  in 
another  minute  the  door  of  their  own  room  opens, 
and  with  a  loud  scream  they  Start  up — Only  to  see 
their  dear  good  mama  with  a  candle  in  her  hand ; 
but  she  is  pale  and  frightened,  and  desires  to  know 
if  thi/  had  made  the  noise— but  they  had  not ; 
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on!j'  thsy  distinctly  heard  somebody  getting  in  at 
the  back-door,  or  the  pari  or- window.  Then  papa 
commands  the  whole  assembled  family  "not  to  be 
frightened,"  and  shakes  dreadfully — with  cold — as 
be  looks  at  his  blunderbuss,  and  avows  his  deter- 
minatioD  to  proceed  down-stairs.  And  thoa  there 
is  a  "  hush  I"  and  a  general  listening.  Yes,  there 
is  a  noise  sliil,  and  to  the  stairs  he  advances ;  while 
his  better-half  lights  his  way,  and  holds  his  gar- 
ments light  to  check  his  desperate  enthusiasm  ;  and 
the  eldest  daughter  hardly  ventures  beyond  the 
chamber-door,  but  with  aBtonishiug  boldness  and 
exemplary  darii  g  spr'nga  a  rattle  and  the  Others 
hold  OD  each  by  eaol  ttik  ng  frexh  fr  ght  from  one 
another s  f  ars  What  an  amount  of  sufTenng 
dread  te  ro  —  s  n  the  bosom  of  the  1  tile  qu  t 
family  as  down  to  the  scene  of  da  g  r  they  c  eep 
with  torto  se  pace      And  what  is  all  this  imi  ety 


noises  be  heard,  the  whole  frightened  family  would 
Start,  turn  pale,  quake,  wonder,-  pant,  scream,  and 
spring  rattles,  exactly  ns  before.  When  Fear  has 
once  taken  possession,  Eiperienee  does  not  always 
make  folks  wise.  Let  us  take  for  another  example 
of  the  duly  domestic  romance — 

THE  STE-iNGE  C4T. 
How  vividly,  among  the  events  of  our  boyish 
days,  do  we  remember  the  "strange  cat"  that  got 
into  the  lumber-room  at  the  top  of  the  house !  Our 
elder  brother  and  "the  boy"  had  endeavored  to 
d'slodge  the  an'm  1  which  figured  in  their  descrip- 
t  on  as  a  th  ng  of  n  ense  blackness  and  monstrous 
dimens  ons  w  th  great  frightful  staring  green  eyes, 
'■—   -'  lon(,    laws,  and  such  a  tail!     Not  "ftight- 


ened  of  c 


leof 


but  (/    —  t  trebled  in  magnitude  aod 


this  trepidaton    the   scknesi  of  the  heart  for? 
Wliathasoi  aBOnedso   er   fie  aeon     ot  on      Per- 
haps the  toi^gs  ha 
has  filled  th    r  et 

noises !  Pe  haps  the  cat  s  a  v  g  at  a  st  ng  tied 
to  the  la  ch  of  the  pa  tr  door  or  perhaps,  the 
stupid  httle  k  ten  ha  ng  got  her  tail  uto  the 
catch  of  the  last  new  patent  mouse  trap,  has  dragged 
that  excellent  invention  off  the  dresser,  and  is 
whisking  round  at  intervals  in  a  wearying  and  vain 
enieavOT  to  estricate  her  unprehenaile  appendage  1 
"  Dear  me  1  well,  I  declare,  how  I  have  been  fri^t- 
eaing  myself !"  cries  every  member  of  the  shivering 
fenJIy;  and  the  very  next  night,  should  the  same 


horror  the  wildest  and  most  savage  inhabitants  of 
the  then  Eieter  'Change.  Their  own  fears  had 
magnified  the  "strange  cat"  into  a  monster;  and 
then  they  wilfully  enlarged  the  picture  to  terrify  ui 
— a  feat,  in  which  they  succeeded,  as  we  dared  not 
go  to  the  upper  rooms  alone.  For  two  or  three 
days  ^his  "reigu  of  terror"  lasted,  when,  a  favor- 
able opportunity  being  watched  for,  the  "  young 
master"  and  the  "  young  man"  marched  up,  broom 
and  brush  in  hand,  to  hunt  out  this  strange  secreted 
intruder — this  black  tiger  of  the  upper  wilderness. 
As  tot  onr  liny  self,  we  had  ventured  part  of  the 
way  up-sfairs  to  witness  the  result,  imagining  that 
the  enemy  would  malie  its  exit  by  an  attic  window. 
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Oh,  horrorl  A  ioud  nuutumf 
tremendous  ahuuting  Dest  aros 
by  an  appalling  cry  of  "He 
was,  shall  we  say  enough?  ii 
turned  and  few  down  Eta' 


,  succeeded  instantly 
"■    This 


"flight"  of 
.  ^,  with  the  sSA  of  the  handrail,  but  one 
leap.  The  street  door !  No,  we  could  not  open  it. 
Againat  it,  then,  wc  set  our  back,  in  an  agony  of 
fear,  and  uttered  a  cry  that  would  hare  terrified  a 


"uuic  legion  of  cats.  The  hunters  were  in  full  cry, 
Down  came  the  wild  animal,  followed  by  brooms 
and  brushes,  bounding  and  rattling  over  the  atdrs 
—a  clatter  that  rent  the  roof.  What  saw  we  then  ? 
Not  a  poor,  hsM-ala.tveii,  frightened  animal  leaping 
over  the  banisters  to  get  Out  of  our  way,  and  to 
escape  through  the  garden  door ;  no.  of  this  piteous, 
thia  actual  spectacle,  we  saw  nothing ;  but,  in  its 
place — TkU 
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PAKTY.      A   TOAD  IN    A   HOLE. 


A    FULL-DRESS    PARTY. 


TILL    TOU    BE    OUR    Tli 


A  TOAD  IN  A  HOLE. 


By  - 


Clahke. 


The  Friars  of  Fairoak  wpre  assembled  in  a  cham- 
ber aiijoining  ihe  great  hall  of  their  house :  the 
Abbot  was  seated  in  hie  chair  of  etninence,  and  al! 
eyes  were  turned  on  Father  Sicodemus.  Not  a 
word  was  uttered,  until  he  who  seemed  to  be  the 
object  of  so  much  interest,  at  length  ventured  to 
speak.  "It  behooveth  not  one  of  mj  years,  per- 
chance," said  he,  "to  disturb  the  silence  of  my 
elders  and  superiors ;  but,  truij,  I  know  not  what 
meaneth  this  meeting  ;  and  sureij  my  dears  to  be 
edified  is  lawful.  Hath  it  been  decided  that  we 
should  follow  the  example  of  our  nest-door  neigh- 
bors, the  Arroasian  Friars,  and,  henceforth,  bo 
tongue-tied  ?  If  not,  do  we  come  here  to  eat,  or 
pray,  or  hold  council?  Ye  seem  somewhat  too 
grave  for  those  bidden  to  a  feaat,  and  there  Jurk 
too  many  smiles  about  the  faces  of  many  of  ye,  for 
this  your  silence  to  be  a  prelude  to  prayers.  I  can- 
not think  we  are  about  to  consult  on  aught ;  be- 
cause, with  reverence  be  it  spoken,  those  who  pass 
for  the  wisest  among  u3,  look  more  silly  than  is 
their  Kont.  But  if  we  be  here  to  eat,  !et  us  eat ;  if 
to  pray,  let  us  pray ;  and  if  to  hold  council,  what  is 
to  be  the  knotty  subject  of  our  debate  ?" 

"Thyself,"  replied  the  Ahbol, 

"  On  what  score  ?"  inquired  Nicodemus. 

"  On  divers  scores,"  quoth  the  Abbot;  "thy  mis- 
deeds have  grown  rank ;  we  must  even  root  them 
out  of  thee,  of  root  thee  out  of  our  iratemity,  on 
which  thou  art  bringing  contumely.     I  tell  thee, 


Brother  Nieoilcmus,  thy  offences  are  numberless  as 
the  weeds  which  grow  by  the  way-side.  Here  be 
many  who  have  much  to  say  of  thee  ;  speak,  Broth- 
er Ulick!" 

"Brother  Nicodemus,"  said  Father  Ulicli,  "hath, 
truly,  ever  been  a  gross  feeder." 

"  And  a  lover  of  deep  and  most  frequent  pota- 
tjona,"  quoth  Father  Edmund. 

"  And  a  roamer  beyond  due  bounds,"  added  Fa- 
ther Hugo. 

"Yea,  and  given  to  the  utterance  of  many  fic- 
tions," muttered  his  brother. 

"Very  voluble  also,  and  not  altogether  of  so 
staid  an  aspect  as  becometh  one  of  his  order  and 
mellow  years,"  drawled  Father  James. 

"To  speak  plainly — a  glutton,"  said  the  first 

"Ay,  and  a  drunkard,"  sdd  the  second. 

"  Moreover,  a  night-walker,"  said  the  third. 

"Also  a  liar,"  said  the  fourth. 

"Hnally,  ababbler  and  a  buffoon,"  said  the  fifth. 

"Ye  rate  me  roundly,  brethren,"  cried  Nicode- 
mus; "and,  truly,  were  ye  my  judges,  I  shouhl 
speedily  be  convicted  of  these  offences  whereof  I 
am  accused  ;  but  not  a  man  among  you  is  fitted  to 
sit  in  judgment  on  the  special  misfeasance  with 
which  he  chargeth  me.  And  I  will  reason  with  you, 
and  tell  you  wliy.  Now,  first,  to  deal  with  Brother 
Ulick — who  upbraideth  me  with  grosa  feeding : — 
until  he  cui  prove  that  hie  stomach  and  mine  are 
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of  the  same  quality,  clamor,  and  power  digestr 
'*itl  not,  without  protest,  permit  hitn  to  aecusi 
of  deTOuring  sninishly.  He  is  of  so  poor  aad  weak 
a  frame,  that  he  cannot  eat  aught  but  soppeu,  with- 
out suffering  the  pangs  of  indigestion,  aad  the  noc- 
turnal visits  of  iocubi,  and  more  sprites  than  tempted 
Saint  Anthony.  It  is  no  virtue  in  him  to  be  abste- 
mious ;  he  is  enforced  to  avoid  eating  the  tithe  of 
what  wonld  be  needful  to  a  man  of  moderate  s' 
ach ;  and,  behold,  hov  lean  be  looks  !  > 
Brother  Edmund  hath  twitted  me  with  being  a  deep 
drinker.  Now,  it  is  well  known  that  Brother  Ed- 
mund niuet  not  take  a  second  cup  after  his  rep.'kst ; 
being  so  puny  of  brun,  that  if  he  do,  bis  head  is 
racked  with  myriads  of  pains  and  aches  on  the  mor- 
row, and  it  lieth  like  a  log  on  his  ahoulder, — if  per- 
chance he  be  enabled  to  rise  from  his  pallet.  Shall 
he,  then,  pronounce  dogmatically  on  the  quantity 
of  potation  lawful  to  a  man  in  good  health  ?  I  say, 
nay.  Brother  Hugo,  who  chargeth  mo  nith  n  "~" 
ing,  is  lame ;  and  his  brother,  who  Saith  that  1 
an  uttercr  of  ficfions,  hath  a  brain  which  is  truly 
incompetent  to  cooceive  an  idea,  Or  to  comprehend 
a  fact.  Brother  James,  who  arraigneth  me  of  volu- 
biUty,  passeth  for  a  sage  pillar  of  the  church  ;  be- 
cause, having  naught  to  say,  he  looks  grave  and 
holds  his  peace.  1  will  be  tried,  if  you  will,  by 
Brother  James,  for  gross  feeding ;  he  having  a  good 
digestion  and  an  appetite  equal  to  mine  own :  or  by 
Brother  Hugo,  for  drinking  abundantly;  inasmuch 
as  he  is  wont  to  solace  himself,  under  his  infirmity, 
r  by  Brother  Ulick,  for  the  ut- 
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tory  of  some  of  The  Fathers,  and  admireth  the  blos- 
soms of  the  brain:  or  by  Brother  Edmund,  for  not 
being  sufficiently  sedate ;  as  he  is,  truly,  a  comfort- 
able talker  himself,  and,  although  forced  to  eschew 
vrine,  of  a  most  cheerful  countenance.  By  Hugo's 
brother  I  will  be  tried  on  no  charge,  seeing  that  he 
is,  was,  and  ever  will  be — in  charity  I  speak  it — an 
egregious  fool.  Have  ye  aught  else  to  set  up  against 
me,  brethren*" 

"Much  more.  Brother  Njeodemus,"  said  the  Ab- 
bot, "much  more,  to  our  sorrow.  The  cry  of  our 
vassals  hath  come  up  against  thee ;  and  it  is  now 
grown  so  loud  and  frequent,  that  we  are  unwillingly 
enforced  to  assume  our  authority,  as  their  lord  and 
thy  superior,  to  redress  their  grievances  and  correct 
thy  errors." 

"  Correct  me  /"  exelMmed  Father  Kicodemus ; 
**  why,  what  say  the  rogues  f  Dare  they  throw 
blur,  blain,  or  blemish  On  my  good  name?  Would 
that  I  might  hear  one  of  them  I" 

"  Thou  ebalt  be  gratified ;  call  in  John  of  the 
Hough." 

In  a  few  moments,  John  of  the  Hough  appeared, 
with  bis  head  bound  up,  and  looking  alarmed  as  a 
recently-punished  hound  when  brought  again  uito 
the  presence  of  him  by  whom  be  has  been  chas- 

"Feac  not,"  aaJd  the  Abbot ;  "  fear  not,  John  o' 
the  Hough,  but  speak  boldly ;  and  our  benison  or 
malison  be  on  thee,  as  thou  speakest  true  or  false." 

"  Father  Nicodemus,"  said  John  o'  the  Hough,  in 
a  voice  roodeced  almost  inaudible  by  fear,  "broke 
my  head  with  a  cudgel  he  weareth  under  his  cloak." 

"Wben  did  he  do  this?"  inquired  the  Abbot. 

"  On  tbe  feast  of  St.  James  oud  Jude ;  oft  be- 
fore, and  ^nce,  too,  without  provocation ;  and,  last- 
ly, on  Monday  se'nnigbt." 

"Why,  thou  strangely  perrerae  varlet,  doat  thou 
S2 


say  it  was  I  who  beat  thee  ?"  demanded  the  accused 

"  Ay,  truly,  most  respected  Father  Nicodemus." 

"  Dost  thou  dare  to  repeat  it  t  I  am  amazed  at 
thy  boldness — or,  rather,  thy  stupidity — or,  perhaps, 
at  thy  loss  of  memory.  Know,  thou  naughty  hind, 
it  was  thyself  who  cudgelled  thee  I  Didst  thou  not 
know  that  if  thou  wert  to  vex  a  dog  ho  would  soap 
at  thee? — or  bew  and  hack  a  tree,  and  not  fly,  it 
would  fall  on  thee  ? — or  grieve  and  wound  the  feel- 
ings of  thy  ghostly  friend  Father  Nicodemus,  he 
would  cadgel  thee  ?  Did  I  rouse  myself  into  a 
rage  ?  Did  I  call  myself  a  thief?  Answer  me,  my 
son;  did  I?" 

"No,  truly.  Father  Nicodemus." 

"  Did  I  threaten,  if  I  were  not  a  Son  of  Holy 
Mother  Church,  to  kick  myself  out  of  thy  house? 
Answer  me,  my  son ;  did  I  ?" 

"  No,  truly,  Father  Nicodcmns. 
Am  I  less  than  a  dog,  or  a  tree  ?    Answer  me, 


nl?" 


No,  truly.  Father  Nicodemus;  but,  truly,  also — " 

"  None  of  thy  buts,  my  son  ;  respond  to  me  with 
plain  aye  or  no.  Didst  thou  not  do  all  these  things 
antecedent  to  my  breaking  thy  sconce  ?" 

"  Aye,  truly,  Father  Nicodemus." 

"Theuhowcanst  thou  say /beat  thee f  Should 
I  have  carried  my  staff  to  thy  house,  did  I  not 
know  thee  to  be  a  churl,  and  an  euemy  to  the  good 
brotherhood  of  this  house?  Was  I  to  go  into  the 
lion's  den  witbout  my  defence?  Should  I  have  de- 
meaned myself  to  phlebotomize  thee  with  my  cudgel 
(and  doubtless  the  operation  was  salubrious)  hadst 
than  not  aspersed  me  ?  Was  it  for  me  to  stand  by, 
tamely,  with  three  feet  of  blackthorn  at  my  belt, 
and  bear  a  brother  of  this  reUgious  order,  betwitted 
as  I  was  by  thee,  with  petty  larceny  ?  Was  it  not 
thine  own  breath,  then,  that  brought  the  cudgel 
upon  thy  caputf     Answer  me,  my  son." 

"Lead  forth  John  of  the  Hough,  and  call  in  the 
miller  of  Hornford,"  said  the  Abbot,  before  John  of 
the  Hough  could  reply.  "Now,  miller,"  continued 
he,  as  soon  as  the  miller  entered,  "  what  hast  thou 
to  allege  against  this  our  good  brother,  Nicode- 

"I  allege,"  replied  the  miller,  "that  he  is 
naught." 

"Oh!  thou  especial  rogue!"  eiciaimed  Father 
Nicodemus  ;  "  dost  l/uni  come  here  to  bear  witness 
against  me  ?  1  will  impeach  thy  testimony  by  one 
assertion,  which  thou  canst  not  gainsay ;  for  the 
evidence  of  it  is  written  on  thy  brow,  thou  brawny 
viUdnl  Tbou  bearest  malice  against  me,  because 
I,  some  sii  years  ago,  inflicted  a  cracked  crown  on 
thee,  for  robbing  this  holy  boose  of  its  lawful  meah 
I  deemed  the  punishment  adequate  to  the  offence, 
and  spoke  not  of  it  to  the  Abbot,  in  consideration 
of  thy  promising  to  mend  thy  ways.  Hadst  thou 
not  well  merited  that  mark  of  my  attention  to  the 
interests  of  my  brethren,  the  whole  lordship  would 
have  beard  of  it.  And  didst  thou  ever  say  I  made 
the  wound?  Never;  thy  tale  was  that  some  of  thy 
mill.gear  bad  done  it.  But  I  will  be  judged  by  any 
here,  if  the  scar  be  not  of  my  blackthorn's  mak- 
ing. I  will  summon  three  score,  at  least,  who  shall 
prove  it  to  be  my  mark.  Let  it  be  viewed  with 
that  on  the  head  of  thy  foster-brother,  John  of  the 
Hough — I  will  abide  by  the  comparison.  Thou  bast 
hoarded  malice  in  thy  heart  from  that  day;  and 
now  thou  comest  here  to  vomit  it  forth,  as  thou 
deemest,  to  my  undoing.    But,  be  sure,  caitiff,  that 
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.and  fool 

enough  to  rob  with  &o  little  discretion  ae  to  be  easily 
detected;  anderen  if  my  present  staff  be  worn  ont, 
Uiere  be  otfiera  in  the  woods  : — ereo — " 

"Peace,  Brother  NIcodemua  I  ciclfumcd  the 
Abbot ;  "  approach  not  a  single  pace  nearer  to  the 
•niller ;  neither  do  thou  threaten  nor  browbeut  him, 
I  enjoin  thee." 

"  Were  it  not  for  the  reverence  I  owe  to  those 
who  are  round  me,  and  m;  unwillingticss  to  commit 
even  so  trifling  a  ein,"  said  NicodemuB,  "  I  would 
take  this  slanderous  and  ungrateful  knave  betwiit 
tiij  Gager  and  thumb,  and  drop  him  among  the 
hungry  eels  of  his  own  mill-iBtream.  I  chafe  apaee : 
lay  hands  on  me,  brethren ! — for  1  wai  wroth,  and 
am  sure,  in  these  moods, — so  weak  is  man— to  do 
mischief  ere  my  humor  subside." 

"  Speak  on,  miller,"  Bud  the  Al>bot ;  "  and  thou, 
Brother  Nicodemus,  give  way  to  thine  inward  ene- 
my, at  thy  peril." 

"  I  will  tell  him — an'  you  will  hold  him  back,  and 
telxe  hia  Btaff,"  said  the  miller, — "how  he  and  the 
roystoring  boatman  of  Frampton  Ferry — " 

"My  time  is  coming  1"  eiclaimed  Nicodemus,  in- 
terrupting the  miller;  "bid  him  withdraw,  or  he 
will  have  a  sore  head  at  his  supper." 

"They  caroused  and  carolled,"  said  the  miller, 
"with  two  travellers,  like  skeldring  Jacks  o"  the 
flagon,  until — " 

"Lay  hands  On  Nicodemus,  all!"  cried  the  Ab- 
bot, as  the  enraged  friar  strode  towards  the  miller; 
"  lay  hands  on  the  madman  at  once  !" 

"  It  is  too  late,"  said  Nicodemus,  drawing  forth  a 
cndgel  from  beneath  his  cloak  ;  "  do  not  hinder  me 
now,  for  my  blackthorn  reverences  not  the  beads 
of  the  holy  fraternity  of  Fairoak.  Hold  oS',  I  say  I" 
eidaimed  he,  as  several  of  his  brethren  roughly  at- 
tempted to  seize  him  ;  "  bold  off,  and  mar  me  not 
In  this  mood ;  or  to-day  will,  hereafter,  be  called 
the  Feast  of  Blows.  Nay,  then,  if  you  will  not,  I 
strike — may  you  be  marked,  but  not  maimed  t" 
The  friar  began  to  level  a  few  of  the  most  resolute 
of  those  about  him  as  he  spoke.  "I  will  deal 
lightly  as  my  cudgel  will  let  me,"  pursued  he.     "  I 


strike  indiscrimlnatelj,  and  without  malice,  I  pro- 
test. May  blessings  follow  these  blows!  Brother 
Ulick,  I  grieve  that  you  have  thrust  yourself  within 
my  reach.  Look  to  the  Abbot,  some  of  ye,  for, — 
miserable  me  I — I  have  laid  him  low.  Man  is  weak, 
and  this  must  be  atoned  for  by  &sting.  Where  is 
the  author  of  this  mischiefs   Miller,  where  art  thou  f " 

Father  Nicodemus  continued  to  lay  about  hun 
very  lustily  for  several  minutes ;  but,  before  he 
could  deal  with  the  miller  as  he  wished,  Friar  Hugo's 
brother,  who  was  on  the  floor,  ci^ught  him  by  the 
legs,  and  suddenly  threw  him  prastrate.  He  was 
immediately  overwhelmed  by  numbers,  bound  hand 
and  foot,  and  carried  to  bis  own  cell ;  where  he 
was  closely  confined,  and  most  vi^lantly  watched, 
mitil  the  superiors  of  his  order  could  be  assembled. 
He  was  tried  in  the  chamber  which,  had  been  the 
scene  of  his  exploit?  :  the  charge  of  having  rudely 
raised  his  hand  against  the  Abbot,  and  belabored 
the  holy  brotherhood,  was  fully  proved;  and,  ere 
twenty-four  hours  bad  elapsed,  Father  Nioodemua 
found  himself  enclosed,  with  a  pitcher  of  water  and 
a  loaf,  in  a  niche  of  a  stone  wall,  in  the  lowest  vault 
of  Fairoak  Abbey. 

He  soon  began  to  feel  round  him,  in  order  to 
ascertain  if  there  were  any  chance  of  escaping  from 
the  tomb  to  which  he  had  been  consigned ;  the 
walls  were  old,  but  tolerably  sound  ;  he  considered, 
however,  that  it  was  his  duty  to  break  out  if  he 
could;  and  he  immediately  determined  on  making 
an  attempt.  Putting  his  back  to  the  wall,  which 
had  been  built  up  to  enclose  him  for  ever  from  the 
world,  and  his  feet  against  the  oppowte  side  of  the 
niche,  he  strained  every  nerve  to  push  one  of  them 
down.  The  old  wall  at  length  began  to  move  ;  he 
reversed  his  position,  and  with  his  feet  firmly 
planted  against  the  new  work,  he  made  such  a  tre- 
mendous effort,  that  the  ancient  stones  and  mortar 
gave  way  behind  him.  The  next  moment  he  found 
himself  lying  on  his  back,  with  a  quantity  of  rub- 
bish about  him,  on  the  cold  pavement  of  a  vault, 
into  which  sufficient  light  glimmered,  through  a 
grating,  to  enable  him  to  ascertain  that  he  was  no 
longer  in  any  part  of  Fairoak  Abbey. 

The  tongue-tied  neighbors  to  whom  Nicodemus 
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had  ailaded,  when  he  broke  silenee  at  that  meeting 
of  hiB  brethren  which  tcpniinated  bo  unfortunaWlj, 
were  monks  of  the  same  order  aa  thoee  of  Fairoiik 
Abbey ;  among  whom,  ahont  a  century  and  a  half 
before  the  time  of  Nicodemus,  such  disacDsiona  tooli 
place,  that  the  beads  of  the  order  were  compelled 
to  interfere ;  and  under  their  Banetion  and  advice, 
two-imd-twetit  J  monks,  who  were  desirous  of  follow- 
ing the  fine  example  of  the  Arroasiaoa  of  Sc  Augua- 
tin,-^who  neither  wore  linen  nor  ate  flesh,  and  ob- 
served a  perpetual  silence, — seceded  from  the  com- 
munity, and  elected  an  Abbot  of  their  own.  The 
left  wing  of  Fajroak  Abbey  was  assigned  to  them 
for  a  residence,  and  the  rents  of  a  certain  portion 
of  its  lands  were  set  apart  for  their  support.  Their 
first  care  waa  to  eeparate  themselves,  by  stout  walls, 
from  all  communication  with  (heir  late  brethren; 
and  up  to  the  days  of  Hicodemus,  no  friendly  com- 
munion had  taken  place  between  the  Arroasian  and 
its  mother  Abbey. 

Nicodemus  had  no  doubt  but  that  be  was  in  one 
of  the  valilts  of  the  silent  monks ;  in  order  that  he 
might  not  be  recognised  as  a  brother  of  F^rouk,  he 
took  off  bis  black  cloak  and  hood,  and  even  bis 
cassock  and  rochet,  and  concealed  them  beneath  a 
few  atones,  in  a  corner  of  the  recess  from  which  he 
bad  just  liberated  himself.  With  some  difficulty,  he 
reached  the  inhabited  part  of  the  building;  after 
terrifying  several  of  the  ArroasiauB,  by  abruptly 
breaking  upon  their  meditations,  he  at  length  found 
an  old  ivMte  cloak  and  hood,  arrayed  in  which  he 
took  a  seat  at  the  table  of  the  refectory,  and,  to  the 
amazement  of  the  monks,  tacitly  helped  himself  to 
a  por^on  of  their  frugal  repast.  The  Superior  of 
the  community,  by  signs,  requested  him  to  state 
who  and  what  be  was  ;  bat  Nicodemus,  pointing  to 
tbe  old  Arroasian  habit  which  he  now  wore,  wisely' 
held  his  peace.  The  good  friars  knew  nut  how  to 
act: — Nicodemus  was  suffered  to  enter  into  quiet 
possession  of  a  vacant  cell ;  hejoi  d'  th  '  'It 
devotions,  and  acted  in  every  resp  t  th  gb  h 
had  been  an  Atroasian  all  his  life. 

By  degrees  the  good  monks  bee  m  I  d  t 

his  presence,  and  looked  upon  h  m  b     tl 

He  behaved  most  discreetly  for  ral  m     th 

but  at  length  having  grown  weary    f  b      d,  w  t 
and  silence,  he,  one  evening,  stole  th    g    d 

wall,  resolving  tO  have  an  eel-pie  d  m  m  Im 
Bcy,  spiced  with  a  Uttle  jovial  chat,  in  the  company 
of  his  trusty  friend,  the  boatman  of  Frampton  Ferry. 
His  first  care,  on  finding  himself  at  large,  was  to  go 
to  the  coppice  of  Fairoak,  and  cut  a  yard  of  good 
blackthorn,  which  he  slung  by  a  hazel  gad  to  his 
gjrdle,  bat  beneath  hia  cassock.  Resuming  his  path 
towards  tbe  Ferry,  he  strode  on  at  a  brisk  rate  for 
a  few  minutes;  when,  to  his  great  diamay,  be  heard 
the  sound  of  tiie  bell  which  summoned  the  Arroa- 
mns  to  meet  in  the  chapel  of  their  Abbey. 

"A  murrain  on  thy  noisy  tonguel"  exclaimed 
Hicodemus,  "on  what  emergency  ia  thy  tail  tugged, 
to  make  thee  yell  at  this  unwonted  hour  ?  There 
is  a  grievous  penalty  attached  to  the  ofTence  of 
quitting  the  walls,  either  by  day  or  by  night ;  and 
as  I  am  no*  deemed  a  true  Arroasian,  by  Botolph, 
I  stand  here  io  jeopardy  ;  for  they  will  assuredly 
discover  my  absence.  I  wil!  return  at  once,  slink 
into  my  cell,  and  he  found  there  afflicted  with  a 
lethargy,  when  they  come  to  search  for  me  ;  or,  if 
occasion  serve,  jom  my  brethren  boldly  in  the 
chapel." 

Ilie  bell  had  scarcely  ceased  to  toU,  whoa  ITico- 


demus  reached  the  garden-wall  again;  he  clam- 
bered over  it,  alighted  safely  on  a  heap  of  manure, 
and  was  immediately  seized  by  half  a.  score  of  the 
stoutest  among  tbe  Arroaslana.  Unluckily  for  Nico- 
demus, the  Superior  himself  had  seen  a  figure,  in 
the  eoBtame  of  the  Abbey,  scaling  the  garden-wall, 
and  had  immediately  ordered  the  bell  to  be  rmig, 
and  a  watch  to  be  set,  in  order  to  take  the  ofiender 
in  the  iact,  on  his  return.  The  mode  of  administer- 
ing justice  among  the  Arroaaians,  was  much  more 
summary  than  in  the  Abbey  of  Fairoak.  Hicode- 
mus was  brought  into  the  Superior's  cell,  and  di- 
vested of  his  cloak ;  his  cassock  was  then  turned 
dowa  from  his  belt,  and  a  buUVhide  thong  severe- 
ly applied  to  hia  back,  before  he  could  recover  him- 
self from  the  surprise  into  which  his  sudden  capture 
had  thrown  him.  Hia  wrath  rose,  not  gradually  as 
it  did  of  old,-— but  in  a  moment,  under  the  pain  and 
indignity  of  the  thong,  it  mounted  to  its  highest 
pitch.  Brcakmg  from  those  who  were  holding  him, 
he  plucked  the  blackthorn  he  had  cut,  from  beneath 
his  cassock,  and  without  either  benediction  or  ex- 
cuse, silently  but  severely  belabored  all  present,  the 
Superior  himself  not  eicepled.  When  his  rage  and 
strength  were  somewhat  exhausted,  the  prostrate 
brethren  rallied  a  little,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  re- 
mainder of  the  community,  who  came  to  their  as- 
sistance, they  contrived  to  despoil  Nicodemus  of  his 
staff,  and  to  Becure  him  from  doing  iurther  mis- 
morning,  Nicodemus  was  stripped  of  bis 
labit ;  and,  attired  in  nothing  but  the 
linen  in  which  he  had  first  appeared  amor^  tbe 
brethren,  he  was  conducted,  with  very  litUe  cercr 
mony,  to  the  vaults  beneath  the  Abbey.  Every 
member  of  the  community  advanced  to  give  him  a 
parting  embrace,  and  the  Superior  pointed  with  bia 
linger  to  a  recess  in  the  wall.  Nicodemus  was  im- 
mediately ushered  into  it,  the  wall  was  built  up  be- 
hind him,  and  once  more  hefound  himself  entombed 
alive. 

"  But  that  I  am  not  so  strong  as  I  was  of  yore, 
after  the  lenten  fare  of  my  late  brethren,"  said 
Nicodemus,  "1  should  not  be  content  to  die  thus, 
n  a  coffin  of  stones  and  mortar.  What  luck  hast 
thou  here,  Nicodemus  ?"  continued  the  friar,  as, 
poking  about  the  floor  of  his  narrow  cell,  he  felt 
something  like  a  garment,  with  his  foot.  "  By  rood 
and  by  rochet,  mine  own  attire  t — the  cloak  and 
caasodi,  or  I  am  much  mistaken,  which  I  left  be- 
hind me  when  I  was  last  here;  for  surely  these  are 
my  old  quarters !  I  did  not  think  to  be  twice  ten- 
ant of  this  hole ;  but  man  is  weak,  and  I  was  bora 
to  be  the  bane  of  blackthorn.  The  lazy  rogues 
found  this  niche  ready-made  to  their  hands,  and, 
truth  to  say,  they  have  walled  me  up  like  workmen. 
Ah,  me !  there  is  no  soft  place  for  me  to  bulge  my 
back  through  now.  Hope  have  I  none  :  but  I  will 
betake  me  to  my  anthems ;  and  perchance,  in  due 
season,  I  may  light  upon  some  means  of  making 

Nicodemus  had,  by  this  time,  contrived  to  put  on 
hia  cassock  and  cloak,  which  somewhat  comforted 
his  shivering  body,  and  he  forthwith  began  to 
chant  hie  favorite  anthem  in  such  a  lusty  tone,  that 
it  was  fidntly  heard  by  the  Fairoak  Abbey  cellar- 
man,  and  one  of  the  friars  wbo  was  in  the  vaults 
with  him,  selecting  the  ripest  winea.  On  the  alarm 
being  given,  a  score  of  the  brethren  betook  them- 
selves to  the  vaults ;  and,  with  torches  in  their 
hands,  searched  every  comer  for  the  antbem-singer. 
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but  without  flucceia.  At  length  the  cellarman  ven- 
tured to  observe,  that,  in  bis  opinion,  th«  eouncis 
came  from  the  wall ;  and  the  color  left  the  cheeks 
of  all  as  the  recollection  of  Nieodemus  flashed  upon 
them.  Thej  gathered  round  the  place  where  they 
had  enclosed  him,  and  soon  felt  satisfied  that  the 
knful  anthem  was  there  more  diatinctty  heard  than 
in  any  other  part  of  the  vault.  The  whole  frater- 
nity soon  assembled,  and  endeavored  to  come  to 
some  resolution  as  to  how  they  ought  lo  act.  With 
fear  and  trembling,  Father  Hugo's  brother  moved 
that  they  ahouid  at  once  open  the  wall  r  this  pro- 
posal was  at  first  rejected  with  contempt,  oo  ac- 
count of  the  iiQOwn  stupidity  of  the  person  with 
whom  it  originated ;  but  as  no  one  ventured  to  sug- 
gest any  thing,  either  better  or  worse,  it  was  at  last 
nnajiimously  agreed  to.  With  much  solemnity, 
they  proceeded  to  make  a  large  opening  in  the  wall. 
In  a  few  minutes.  Father  Nieodemus  appeared  be- 
fore them,  arrayed  in  bis  cloak  and  caasock,  and 
not  much  leaner  or  less  rosy  than  when  they  bade 
him,  as  they  thought,  an  eternal  adieu,  nearly  a 
year  before.  The  friara  shouted,  "A  miracle!  a 
miracle  I"  and  Nieodemus  did  not  deem  it  by  any 
means  necessary  to  contradict  them.  "Ho,  hot" 
brethren,"  exclaimed  he,  "you  are  coming  to  do 
me  justice  at  last,  are  you  f  By  faith  and  troth,  but 
yon  are  tardy  I  Tour  consciences,  methinks,  might 
have  urged  you  to  enact  this  piece  of  good-fellow- 
ship some  week  or  two  ago.  To  dwell  ten  months 
and  more  in  so  dark  and  solitary  a  den,  Uke  a  toad 
in  a  hole,  is  no  child's-play.  Let  the  man  who 
doubts,  asBum«  my  place,  and  Judge  for  himself.    I 
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have  wronged  me,  brethren,  much  ;  but  1  forgive 
you  freely." 

"A  miracle  I  a  miracle  I"  again  shouted  the 
amazed  monks.  Thev  most  respectfully  declined 
the  proiTeied  &miliaTities  of  Nieodemus,  and  still 
gazed  on  him  with  profound  awe,  even  after  the 
most  incredulous  among  them  were  convinced,  by 
the  celerity  with  which  a  venison  pasty,  flanked  by 
a  platter  of  brawn,  Bud  a  capacious  jack  of  Cyprus 
wine  vanished  before  him,  in  the  refectory,  that  he 
was  truly  their  Brother  Nieodemus,  and  still  in  the 
flesh.  Ere  long,  the  jolty  friar  became  Abbot  of 
Fairoak  :  be  was  dubbed  a  saint  after  his  decease  ; 
but  as  no  miracles  were  ever  wrought  at  his  shrine, 
been  struck  out  of  the  calendar. 


THE    DEAF    POSTILION. 


In  the  month  of  January,  18IU,  Joey  Daddle,  a 
well-known  postilion  on  the  North  Koad,  caught  a 
cold,  through  sleeping  without  his  night-cap ;  deaf- 
ness was,  eveatually,  the  consequence;  and,  as  it 
will  presently  appear,  a  young  fortune-hunter  lost 
twenty-thousand  pounds,  and  a  handsome  wife, 
through  Joey  Cuddle's  indiscretion,  in  omitting,  on 
one  fatal  occa^on,  to  wear  his  ^ipenny  woollen 
nighl^-eap. 

Joey  did  not  discontinue  driving,  aller  his  misfor- 
tune ;  liis  eyes  and  his  spurs  were,  generally  speak- 
ing, of  more  utility  in  his  monotonous  avocation, 
than  his  ears.  His  stage  was,  invariably,  nine  miles 
up  the  road,  or,  "a  short  fifteen"  down  towards 
Gretna ;  and  he  had  repeatedhis  two  rides  so  often, 
that  he  coald  have  gone  oTer  the  ground  blindfold. 
People  in  chaises  are  rarely  given  to  talking  with 
their  postJIiOQiS;  Joey  knew,  by  eiperience,  what 
were  the  two  or  three  important  questions  in  post- 
ing, and  the  ninia!  times  and  places  when  and  where 
they  were  asked ;  and  he  was  always  prepared  with 
the  proper  answers.  At  those  parts  of  the  road, 
where  objects  of  interest  to  strangers  occurred, 
Joey  faced  about  on  his  saddle,  and  if  he  perceived 
the  eyes  of  his  passengers  fixed  upon  him,  their 
lips  in  motion,  and  their  fingers  poindng  towards  a 
gentleman's  Seat,  a  fertile  valley,  a  beaatiful  stream, 
or  a  fine  wood,  he  naturally  enough  presumed  that 
they  were  in  the  act  of  inquiring  what  the  seat,  the 
valley,  the  stream,  or  the  wood  Was  called  ;  and  be 
replied  according  to  the  fact.     The  noise  of  the 


wheels  was  a  very  good  esouse  for  such  trifling 
blunders  as  Joey  occasionally  made  ;  and  whenever 
he  found  himself  progressing  towards  a  dilemma, 
he  very  dexterously  contrived,  by  means  of  a  sly 
poke  with  bis  spur,  to  make  his  hand-horse  evident- 
ly require  the  whole  of  bis  attention.  At  the 
journey's  end,  when  the  gentleman  he  bad  driven 
produced  a  purse,  Joey,  without  looking  at  his  lips, 
knew  that  he  was  asking  a  question,  to  which  it 
was  his  duty  to  reply  "  Thirteen  and  sixpence,"  or 
"  Two-and-twenty  shillings,"  according  as  the  job 
had  been,  "  the  short  up,"  or  "  the  long  down." 
If  any  more  questions  were  asked,  Joey  Euddeniy 
recollected  something  that  demanded  his  immediate 
attention  ;  be^ed  pardon,  promised  to  be  back  in 
a  moment,  and  disappeared,  never  to  return.  The 
natural  expression  of  his  features  indicated  a  re- 
markably taciturn  disposition;  almost  every  one 
with  whom  he  came  in  contact,  was  deterred,  by 
his  physiognomy,  from  asking  him  any  but  neces- 
sary questions  ;  and  as  he  was  experienced  enough 
to  answer,  or  cunning  enough  to  evade  these,  when 
he  thought  fit,  but  few  travellers  ever  discovered 
that  Joey  Duddic  was  deaf.  So  blind  is  man  in 
some  cases,  even  to  his  bodily  defects,  that  Joey, 
judging  from  his  general  success  in  gi^ng  correct 
replies  to  the  queries  propounded  to  him,  almost 
doubted  his  own  infirmity  ;  and  never  would  admit 
that  he  was  above  one  point  beyond  a  little  hard 
of  hearing," 
On  the  first  of  June,  in  the  year  IBOB,  about  nme 
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o'clock  in  the  mortiing,  e.  cbaiae  and  four  was  per- 
ceived approaching  towfirda  tho  inn  kept  by  Joey's 
master,  ut  H  firet-r&te  Gretna-Green  gallop.  As  it 
dashed  up  to  the  door,  the  post'hoys  TOciferal«d 
the  usual  call  for  two  pair  of  horses  in  a,  huiry; 
but,  unfortunately,  the  innkeeper  had  only  Joey 
and  his  tits  at  home  ;  aod  as  the  four  borses  which 
brought  the  chaise  from  the  lust  posting-house,  had 
already  done  a  double  job  that  day,  the  lads  would 
not  ride  them  on,  through  so  heavy  a  stage  aa  "  the 
long  down." 

"How  escessJTely  provoking!"  exclaimed  one  of 
the  passengers;  "I  am  certain  that  our  pursuers 
are  not  far  behind  us.  The  idea  of  basing  the  cup 
of  bliss  dashed  from  my  very  lips, — of  such  beauty 
and  affluence  being  snatched  from  me,  for  want  of 
a  second  pair  of  paltry  poatfirs,  drives  me  frantic !" 

"A  Gretna-Green  iJEiir,  I  presume,  sir,"  observed 
the  inquisitive  landlord. 

The  gentleman  made  no  scruple  of  admitting  that 
he  bad  run  away  with  a  lair  young  creature  who 
accompanied  him,  and  that  she  was  entitled  to  a 
fortune  of  twenty  thousand  pounds; — "one  half  of 
which,"  continued  the  gentleman,  "  I  would  freely 
give,— if  I  had  it, — to  be,  at  this  instant,  behind  four 
horses,  scampering  away,  due  north,  at  full  speed." 

"  I  can  B£eure  you,  ^r,"  sdd  the  landlord,  "that 
a  fresh  pair  of  such  animaU  as  1  offer  you,  will  carry 
you  over  the  ground  as  quick  as  if  you  had  ten 
dozen  of  the  regular  road-hacks.  No  mea  keeps 
better  cattle  than  I  do,  and  this  pair  beats  all  the 
others  in  my  stables  by  two  miles  an  hour.  But  in 
ten  minutes,  perhaps,  and  certainly  within  half  an 
hour— " 

"Half  an  hour!  half  a  minute's  delay  might  ruin 
me,"  replied  the  gentleman ;  I  hope  I  shall  find  the 
character  you  have  given  your  cattle  a  correct  one ; 
dash  on,  postilion." 


Before  this  short  conversation  between  the  gentle- 
man and  the  innkeeper  was  concluded,  Joey  Duddle 

kept  harnessed, — and  taken  his  seat,  prepared  to 
start  at  a  moment's  notice.  He  kept  bis  eye  upon 
the  innkeeper,  who  gave  the  usual  agnal  of  a  rapid 
wave  of  the  hand,  as  soon  as  the  gentleman  ceased 
speaking ;  and  Joey  Duddlc's  cattle,  in  obedience 
to  the  whip  and  spur,  hobbled  off  at  that  awkward 
and  evidently  painful  pace,  which  is,  perforce, 
adopted  by  the  most  praiseworthy  post-horses  for 
the  first  ten  minutes  or  so  of  their  journey.  But 
the  pair,  over  which  Joey,  presided,  were,  as  the 
innkeeper  had  asserted,  very  speedy ;  and  the  gen- 
tleman soon  felt  satisfied,  that  it  would  take  an  ex- 
traordinary quadruple  team  to  overtake  them.  His 
hopes  rose  at  the  sight  of  each  succeeding  mile- 
stone ;  he  ceased  to  put  his  head  out  of  the  window 
every  five  minutes,  and  gazed  aniiously  up  the 
road;  he  already  anticipated  a  triumph, — when  a 
crack,  a  crush,  a  shriek  from  the  lady,  a  jolt,  an 
instant  change  of  poation,  and  a  positive  pause  oc- 
curred, in  the  order  in  which  they  are  statad,  with 
such  suddenness  and  relative  rapidity,  that  the  gen- 
tleman was,  for  a  moment  or  two,  utterly  deprived 
of  bis  presence  of  mind  by  alarm  and  astonishment. 
The  bolt  which  connects  the  fore-wheels,  splinter- 
bar,  springs,  fore-bed,  aile-tree,  et  cetera,  with  the 
perch,  that  passes  under  the  body  of  the  chtdse,  to 
the  bind  wheel-aprings  and  carriage,  had  snapped 
asunder;  the  whole  of  the  fore  parts  were  instantly 
dragged  Onwards  by  the  horses;  the  braces,  by 
which  the  body  was  attached  to  the  fore-springs, 
gave  way  ;  the  chaise  fell  forward,  and  of  course, 
remained  stationary  with  its  contents,  in  the  middle 
of  the  road ;  while  the  Deaf  Posdlion  rode  on, 
with  his  eyes  intcntlj  fixed  on  vacuity  before  him, 
as  though  nothing  whatever  had  h^pened. 

Alarmed,  and  indignant  in  the  highest 
degree,  at  the  postilion's  conduct,  the  gen- 
tleman shouted  with  all  his  might  such  ex- 
clamations as  any  man  would  naturally  use 
on  such  an  occasion ;  but  Joey,  although 
still  but  at  a  little  distance,  took  no  notice 
of  what  had  occurred  behind  his  back,  and 
very  complacently  trotted  his  horses  on  at 
the  rate  of  eleven  or  twelve  miles  an  hour. 
He  thought  the  cattle  went  better  than  ever ; 
his  mind  was  occupied  with  the  prospect  of 
a  speedy  termination  to  hisjoarney ;  he  felt 
elated  at  the  idea  of  outstripping  the  pur- 
suers,— for  Joey  had  discrimination  enough 
to  perceive,  at  a  glance,  that  his  passengers 
were  runaway  lovers, — and  he  went  on  very 
much  to  his  own  satis^ction.    Aa  he  ap- 

Iiroached  the  inn,  which  terminated  "tlie 
ong  down,"  Joey,  as  usual,  put  his  horses 
apon  their  mettle,  and  they,  having  npthing 
but  a  fore-carriage  and  a  young  lady's  trunk 
behind  them,  rattled  up  to  tho  door  at  a  rate 
unexampled  in  the  aunals  of  posting,  with 
all  the  little  boys  and  girls  of  the  neighbor- 
hood hallooing  in  their  rear. 

It  ivas  not  until  he  drew  up  to  the  inn 
door,  and  alighted  from  his  saddle,  that 
Joey  discovered  his  disaster;  and  nothing 
could  equal  the  utter  astonishment  which 
his  features  then  displayed.  He  gazed  at 
the  place  where  the  body  of  his  chaise, 
bis  passengers,  and  hind-wheels  ought  to 
have  been,  for  above  a  minute ;  aai  then 
suddenly  started    dowji  the  road   on   foot. 
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nsder  an  idea  that  he  must  very  recently  have 
dropped  them.  On  reaching  it  little  elevation, 
which  commanded  above  two  miles  of  the  grouiid 
over  which  he  had  come,  he  found,  to  hia  utter 
dismay,  that  no  traces  of  the  main  body  of  hU 
chaise  were  perceptible ;  nor  cdnld  he  discover  Ma 
passengers,  who  had,  aa  It  appei-rcd  In  the  seqnel. 


been  overtaken  by  the  young  lady's  friends.  Poor 
Joey  immediately  ran  into  a  neighboring  hay-loft, 
where  he  hid  himself,  in  despair,  for  three  days ; 
and  when  discovered,  he  was,  with  gi-eat  difficulty, 
persuaded  by  his  master,  who  highly  esteemed  liim, 
to  resume  bis  whip  and  return  to  hia  saddle. 


THE    FORCE    OF    CIRCnMST ANCES 


Mt  name  is  John  Jones.  I  daresay  jouhaveseen 
it  itt  the  newspapers  under  the  head  of  "  Police," 
"  A  ffenllemaa  in  trouble,"  "  More  kimcker  slealing," 
"  fashifmable  amiuemeTtt"  etc.  Somebody  has  Said 
that  all  men  are  mad  upon  some  subject  or  the 
other.  Quite  right,  depend  upon  it.  My  mono- 
mania is  door-knockers,  with  an  oocawonal  furor 
for  bell-handles.  I've  a  museum,  which  I  shall  be 
glad  to  show  any  gentleman  who  will  leave  his  card 
with  the  publisher.  There  he  will  see  specimens 
arranged  acoordlog  to  dates  and  locahties. '  I  shall 
bequeath  my  collection  to  the  Ironmongers'  Com- 
pany, with  permission  to  melt  down  any  quantity  it 
may  be  thought  desirable  to  devote  to  a  bust  of  the 
founder  of  this  uniqw  exhibition.     You  now  know 

Last  winter  I  had  a  few  fellows  at  my  rooms. 
The  sleet  beating  at  the  window  had  induced  every 
one  to  make  hia  grog  aa  hot  and  strong  as  possible. 
The  odorous  tobacco-smoke  wreathed  Itself  about 
the  room,  and  made  the  argand  lamp  on  the  table 
look  like  the  sun  in  a  London  fog.  Frank  Fitch 
was  on  the  sofa,  singing  "The  Ught  of  other 
Days,"  whilst  Harry  iletnier  was  roaring  out  "  11 
Tomba"  accompanying  himself  on  the  shovel  and 
tongs.  In  fact,  the  evening  was  growing  delightful, 
when  Bob  (my  man)  brought  in  a  ticket  from  an 
elderly  gentleman  from  the  country.  I  looked  at 
it,  and  aaw  "Mr.  Thomas  Thompson,  Birkenhead!" 
Hy  uncle!  He  to  whom  I  was  indebted  for  my 
quarterly  allowance,  and  from  whom  I  expected 
3,0001.  a  year.  I  don't  care  what  your  opinions 
may  be  upon  things  in  general,  but  you  mvat  ac- 
knowiedge  that  this  was  awkward. 

I  scorn  a  deceit :  so,  emptying  my  glass,  I  went 
as  straight  as  I  could  to  my  uncle.  There  be  stood, 
on  the  tittle  mat  ^  the  pasaage,  dressed  in  the  same 
prim  blue  coat,  and  pepper-and-salt  tcoueera,  that  I 
remembered  to  have  seen  him  in  when  a  lump  of 


sugar  vras  the  Havana  of  eiistenoe.  We  shook 
handa  heartily  with  each  other,  and  I  was  not  a 
little  surprised  at  his  request  to  join  the  party  above, 
I  was  in  no  humor  to  deny  him  any  thing,  and  ac- 
cordingly Mr,  Thomas  Thompson  was  formally  in- 
troduced to  Mr.  Frank  Fitch  and  party. 

My  uncle  seemed  bent  upon  making  himself  agree- 
able, and  in  order  to  do  so,  he  begged  to  ofter'a 
few  observations  on  organic  remains,  diluvial  gravel, 
and  some  few  other  geological  phenomena.  In 
spite  of  the  horror  depicted  in  every  countenance 
at  this  ajinouncement,  he  proceeded  to  recapitulate 
the  absurdities  of  many  of  the  exploded  cosmogo- 
nies of  Calcot  and  others,  discussed  Hutton's  theory, 
the  elements  of  matter  A  parte  ante,  the  destruction 
of  mountains  by  atmospheric  corrosion,  and,  I  have 
no  doubt,  would  have  favored  us  with  a  few  chap- 
ters of  Buckland  had  not  his  auditors,  one  by  one, 
shirked  away,  shrouded  in  their  own  smoke. 

When  we  were  left  together,  my  uncle  paused, 
and  producing  a  large  pocket-book,  took  therefrom 
sundry  slips  cnt  from  newspapers  daily  and  weekly. 
Having  spread  Ihem  on  the  table  before  him,  he 
politely  requested  my  attention  to  the  information 
which  they  contained.  I  obeyed  him,  and  found 
thftt  allhad  relation  to  myself;  they  were  allheaded 
"police,"  and  ended  with — "Mr.  John  Jones  was 
fined  five  shilhngs  and  discharged." 

"  John,"  said  my  uncle,  "  I  am  very  angry  with 
you — so  angry,  that  if  you  continue  in  your  present 
course,  I  must  make  some  alteration  in  the  dispo- 
riOon  of  my  property.     These  occurrenecs  are  dis- 

"Oh!  my  dear  wr,"  I  eiclumed,  "it  is  not  my 
Ikult ;  it  is  the  confounded  police.  They  will  be  so 
otGclous." 

"  It  is  their  duty  to  be  so,"  answered  my  uncle. 
"Our  police  force  is  an  eiampkr  to  every  other 
nation.    Active  and  inlelKgent,  they  have  produced, 
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I  may  say^  a  moral  revolution,  and  I  honor  everv 
member  of  it.  Kow,  John,  I  will  give  you  an  hour's 
advice.     When  a  young  man — " 

But  perhaps  you  will  allow  me  to  omit  Mr.  Thomas 
Thompson's  maxima  and  opiiilonB  for  young  men 
atailying  for  the  bar— escellent  as  they  are, — and 
be  content  with  an  observation  which  he  made  aa 
he  paused  on  the  step  of  my  door — his  arm  within 
my  arm — preparatory  to  our  departure  for  his  inn, 
irhere  be  had  asserted  I  should  pass  the  night. 

"  Jack,  mj  dear  hoy,  avoid  brawls  ;  they  degrade 
a  gentleniac  to  the  levei  of  a  blackguard.  During 
a  somewhat  riotous  youth" — (dear  old  soul!  he  was 
never  out  of  a  bed  after  ten,  in  his  life)—"  1  never 
was  in  the  custody  of  the  watch,  nor  did  I  ever 
contribute  a  single  crown  lo  the  reigning  Bovereign 
of  my  country  ac  "  «-"  "'-  -''"'■■"  -•"■■'-^^^f      T 


A^mjown  opinions 
to  my  uncle's,  I  thong 
bow  and  remuD  silent 

We  had  walked  about  five  minutes,  when  our  at' 
tention  was  directed  to  a  man  and  woman  disputing 
in  language  highly  objectionable  to  the  eicellent 
old  gentleman  who  was  my  companion. 

"Dear  me.  Jack,  that's  very  wrong,"  said  my 
uncle.     "What  does  it  mean?" 

"  It  means  that  if  the  lady  don't  go  to  her  resi- 
dence in  five  minuter,  the  gentleman  proposes  to 
(rj  the  effect  of  physical  force,"  repljod  I. 

"Good  gracious!  and  he's  doing  it,"  eiclMmed 
my  uncle.  The  woman  roared  out  most  lustily ;  and 
the  brutal  fellow  waa  about  to  repeat  hia  violence, 
when  my  uncle  laid  his  hand  gently  on  the  ruffian's 
shoulder,  and  remarked  very  mildly- 


my  uncle,  as  the  policeman  jerked  iilm  along.  "This 

land  of  freedom — secured  to  the  meanest  aub- 

— in  the  realm — by  Magna  Charta — wrung  from 

the  ty — rant — John — at  Run — ny — mede — June  the 

twelfth — twelve  hundred — and — fifteen — when  the 


"  My  gi 


r,  you  a 


0  that!" 


"Why  mustn't  he?  he'a  my  lawful  husband,  you 
old  wagabone,"  cried  the  woman,  "  and  he's  a  right 
to  hit  me  if  I  desarve  it,  and  I  do  desarve  it.  Give 
him  in  charge.  Bill — Herel  Pohce!  Police!  Mur- 
der!" screamed  the  virago. 

Espcrience  au^ested  to  me  the  policy  of  ab- 
equatilating.     "Kun,  sir,"  s^d  I  to  Mr.  Thompson. 

"Run,  sir!"  replied  my  uncle,  with  a  look  of  dis- 
dain that  would  have  insured  an  antique  Roman  a 

It  was  too  late  to  argue,  for  two  area  gates  opened 
at  the  moment,  and  a  poUcemaa  rushed  upon 
from  each  side  of  the  street. 

"Now  then?"  said  Bull's-eye  22. 

"  What  is  itf  aaked  Bull's-eye  28. 

"  That  old  an's  been  'salting  my  raiasia,  and  1 
gives  him  in  charge,"  said  the  tender  husband. 

"  And  the  t'other  helped  him,  1  suppose,"  inquired 

"  Tes,"  answered  the  affectionate  wife. 

I  «as  silent.     Expirientia  docet. 

"  Allow  me  to  ciplain,"    said   Mr.  Thompson, 

pkcing  hisfore-fingeron  the  cufi' of  the  policeman'* 

"  You  see  this,  JTffis  ?"  said  23,  "  striking  me  in 
the  eiecution  of  my  duty ;"  and  producing  his  ataff, 
he  shook  it  awfully  in  the  face  of  my  uncle- 
Mr.  Thompson  possessed  a  full  bushel  of  virtues 
— standard  measure  ;  nevertheless  he  had  one  fil- 
ing; he  was  very  peppery,  and  tlie  indignity  now 
ottered  him  ahook  the  eajeune  from  him  very  con-- 
Biderably. 

"What  do  you  mean,  you  scouDdiel!"  shouted 


My  uncle  had  nearly  completed  his  abridgment 
of  the  history  of  England  when  we  reached  the  sta- 
"on-house.  The  inspector  was  an  old  acquaintance 
f  mine."  "Ah,  Mr.  John  Jones,"  he  exclaimed, 
havn't  seen  you  for  a  month — what's  the  charge 
-the  usual,  I  suppose  ?  Drunk  and  disorderly  1": — 
nd  then  the  two  buU's-eyes  proceeded  to  give  a 
roost  lively  and  romute  account  of  a  series  of  vio- 
lent osaanlla  upon  themselves  and  the  kdy  before 
aUnded  to. 

"Perjurers!  rascalal"  roared  Mr.  Thompson,  "I 
am  a  peaceable  man — " 

"Very,"  said  the  inspector,  continuing  to  write 
in  the  charge-boob:  "assaulting  Mary  Somers  and 
the  police." 

"  A  he,  Mr — a  base  lie,  sir!" 

"  Thomas  Thompson,  drunk  and  disorderly," 
muttered  the  inspector. 

"Drunk,  sir?     I  never  was  drunk  in  my  life!" 

"  Ah,  we  know  all  about  that ;  nobody  never  is 
dnink^-eh,  Mr.  Jones?"  aaid  the  inspector,  winking 
at  me. 

Mr.  Thompson  had  now  become  furious,  and  was 
occupying  the  entire  attention  of  four  of  the  police. 

"Search  him,"  said  the  inspector. 

"  I'll  not  be  searched  ;  no  man  shall  search  me!" 
screamed  Mr.  Thompson,  whilst  his  arms  were 
stretched  out  like  the  letter  T ;  and  two  more  of 
the  police  emptied  hia  pockets  in  a  twinkling.  I 
had  hitherto  been  amused  at  my  uncle's  position — 
I  now  felt  seriously  aaiioua  for  him.  His  face  was 
the  color  of  a  peony,  and  his  legs  were  in  Ml  play, 
aa  though  he  were  indulging  in  a  fit  of  convulsions. 
I  remonstrated  with  the  inspector,  but  my  character 
waa  too  well  known  to  obtain  any  indulgence  (be- 
yond procuring  a  messenger  for  bail),  and  we  were 
consequently  marched  off  to  the  coll,  and  turned  in 
among  some  sii  or  eight  "  disorderlies,"  to  whom 
Mr.  Thompson  rendered  himself  particularly  dis- 
agreeable by  the  detail  of  his  wrongs  and  his  vocif- 
erations through  the  grating  in  the  door  of  the  cell. 
The  bail  at  length  arrived;  and  having  been  fre- 
quently employed  in  the  same  capacity,  was  ac- 
cepted'without  delay.  The  cell-door  was  opened, 
and  our  janitor  called  Out,  "  John  Jones's  bail" 

I  instantly  stepped  out,  eipecting  my  uncle's 
name  would  be  the  neit ;  but  the  officer  pauang,  I 
said,  "Well,  there's  Mr. Thompson!" 

"Incapable  of  taking  care  of  himself— can't  let 
him  out  till  the  morning,"  answered  the  man,  turn- 
ing the  bey  in  the  lock. 

My  ancle's  fury  is  indeacrihable.  He  Iticked  the 
door— abused  the  police — vowed  aU  manner  of  ac- 
tions—recited  the  whole  of  Magna  Charta,  until  he 
fell  back  exhausted  upon  a  huge  coal-heaver,  who 
had  hud  hiro'self  down  to  aleep  on  the  floor  of  the 
cell.  I  remained  during  the  night  in  the  atatlon- 
house.  In  the  morning,  Mr.  Thompson  and  myself 
were  placed  at  the  bar.  I  saw  that  the  magistrate 
reeogniied  me,  and  judged  that  the  fact  was  not 
very  likely  to  prejudice  him  in  our  favor.  The 
charge  was  read  Over,  and  the  evidence  given ;  my 
uncle  continually  denying  the  assertions  made,  and 
being  as  continually  compelled  to  be  wlent  by  the 
surly  usher  of  the  court. 
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"I  shall  fine  them,"  said  the  magistral*,  in  the 
mildest  tone  imaginable,  "  twenty  ehillingB  each  for 
the  aaaauit  on  the  woman,  three  pounds  each  for 
the  assault  on  the  police,  and  five  shiilinge  for  being 
intoiicated.  And,"  continued  his  worehip,  "  it 
pains  me  exceedingly  to  see  a  gentleman  of  your 
age  and  apparent  respectability  placed  in  auch  a 
disgraceful  position." 

Mr.  Thompson  waa  in  a  frenzy — talked  about  dy- 
ing in  jail — appealing  to  the  House  of  Lords,  and  all 
those  other  eipedienta  which  are  the  boast  of  a 
wronged.  Briton.  The  result  of  his  remarks  was, 
that  the  magistrate  remanded  Mr.  Thompson  for  a 
few  hours,  nntil  he  was  sufficiently  recovered  from 
his  debauch  to  be  discharged.  Mr.  Thompson  was 
then  dragged  from  the  bar,  for  walk  he  would  not. 


My  uncle  was  released  in  the  course  of  tlie  dny, 
and  Btarfed  in  the  evening  for  Birkenhead.  Within 
a  year,  the  excellent  old  gentleman  was  no  more ! 
Before  he  died,  he  had  altered  his  will,  but  it  was  to 
make  me  his  sole  heir,  as  he  stated  "  that  I  loot 
upon  my  esoellent  nephew,  John  Jones,  as  a  martyr, 
and  the  victim  of  that  oi^anized  tyranny — the  ton- 
don  Police  1" 

Poor  dear  uncle  1  whilst  I  write  this,  a  tear  falls 
upon  the  paper,  and 

I  beg  your  pardon,  but  Fitch  has  just  run  in  to 
say  that  the  surgeon  at  the  corner  of  ihe  street  has 
mounted  a  brass  knocker  of  extraordinary  dimen- 
sions.— Brass-knockers  are  very  scarce,  and  some 
lucky  dog  may  get  the  start  of  me.    Bob,  my  hat ! 


Felix  Williers  was  my  first  and  dearest  friend. 
He  was  little  as  a  boy,  and  little  as  a  man;  the 
only  great  thing  about  lilm  was  his  heart,  and  that 
was  large  enough  for  an  elephant.  He  had  but  one 
lault,  and  that  was  a  desperate  one — he  was  always 
in  love.  Jilting  did  him  no  good  ;  if  one  woman 
played  him  false,  he  instantly  made  a  declaration  to 
another.  Fair  or  dark,  short  Or  tall,  fat  or  slim, 
were  alt  the  same  to  WilUers ;  his  heart  was  like  a 
carpet-bag — you  could  cram  any  amount  of  love 
into  it.  I  used  to  tell  him  it  would  be  his  rvun — so 
it  was— that  is,  it  will  be.  When  he  married,  I  cut 
him.  Self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature, 
and  I  didn't  know  but  matrimony  was  catching.  I 
called  him  a  fool,  and  he  said  I  was  a  brute,  I 
never  saw  Felix  for  twenty  years  afterwards. 

Last  Sunday,  I  had  the  blues ;  1  do  have  them 
sometimes,  partioulariy  when  my  shirts  have  no 
buttons;  and  I  found  two  in  that  state  on  the  day 
to  which  I  allude. 

Whenever  I'm  in  the  blues,  1  always  call  upon  a 
fi^end ;  if  I  don't  g«t  rid  of  the  megrims  myself  I 
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give  them  to  somebody  else ;  and  really  there  is 
some  pleasure  in  being  sympathized  with.  Welt! 
I  thought  I'd  hunt  up  WiUiers.  I  thought  that 
twenty  years  were  quite  enough  to  Owe  a  man  a 
grudge,  even  for  marrying. 

Williers  lives  at  Highgate,  so  I  made  the  best  of 
my  way  there.     1  used  to  Hke  Highgate  Once.     I 

was  then   nineteen,  and  Mary  Spillcr  was no 

matter,  I  don't  regret  it  now.  Well,  I  found  out 
Wiliiera's  house,  and  just  as  I  was  about  to  ring 
the  bell,  I  saw  Felix  aud  his  fixmily  turn  the  corner. 
I'd  been  told  that  he  had  "  his  quiver  full "  of  chil- 
dren— that  one  of  his  sons  was  "  as  big  as  a  giant," 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  but  I  never  thought  that 
poor  Williers  was  so  be-offspringed  as  I  found  him. 

I  shall  not  describe  oar  meeting;  he  seemed  to 
forget  that  any  thing  had  ever  occurred,  and  I'm 
sure  I  never  made  a  heartier  dinner  than  I  did  at 
his  table. 

There's  Felix  and  his  ikmily— and  yet  he  deolareB 
thai  he's  happy. 
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After  a  glH9S  or  two  of  port,  tie  walked  into  the 
ga.Ddeii,  and  then  back  into  the  hou^e-  Ae  I  passed 
the  door  of  a  small  room,  I  paused,  puraljeed— 
poMtively  paralysed — by  the  objects  which  met  my 
eye.  WiUiere  perceived  my  embarrasament,  and 
then,  with  the  air  of  a  uan  who  feels  that  he  bath 
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"done  the  state  Bome  eerrice,"  boldly  threw  open 
the  door,  and  requested  me  to  foQow  bim.  Delibe- 
rately— emilingly — did  poor  Williera  place  in  a  row 
the  objects  which  had  eicited  my  horror.  As  he 
did  so,  he  said  emphatically — 
"Those  shoes  are-~ 


HORRIBLE  DELUSIONS. 


EfE^RT  one  who  has  visited  Brighton  must  know 
Trumper  Terrace.  It  is  one  of  the  most  quiet  local- 
ities of  the  town,  and  is  easily  recognized  by  the 
green  verandahs  over  the  dining-room  windows, 
and  by  tbe  brilliant  braes  knobs  which  ornament 
l^e  centre  of  tbe  modest  green  doors.  The  small 
gardens  in  front  are  astronomically  laid  out  ia  full- 
moons,  half-moons,  and  Stars,  with  neat  gravelly 
ways  between  them.  During  the  season  the  houses 
are  let  out  to  emigruits  from  the  metropolis,  at 
proporUonablj  moderate  rents,  considering  that 
each  proprietor  keeps  a  fall-buttoned  page  for  the 
use  of  the  lodgers,  who  are  always  persons  of  the 
highest  respectability,  and  without  "incumbrances" 
AS  children  are  appropriately  designated. 

If  you  have  half  an  hour  to  spare,  let  me  intro- 
duce joH  to  Mrs.  Abbott,  of  48,  Trumper  Terrace. 
This  is  Urs.  Abbott,  and  a  lady  of  tiie  Gamp  school 
of  oratory,  full-blown  as  a  peony,  and  nearly  as  red. 
Fifty-two,  are  you  not,  Mrs,  Abbott  ?  No — ouly 
forty-seven,  bnt  parish  registers  are  invariabiy 
wrong.  I  believe  you  are  a  widow,  and  have  kept 
a  lodging-house  two-and-twenty  years?  You  have 
done  pretty  well  at  the  business?  Pretty  well  I 
thought  so.  You  would  rather  not  say  how  you 
realized  your  profits  ?  Very  well,  we  have  no  par- 
ticular object  in  inquiring.  You  have  a  daughter  ? 
Married?  Becentiy,  I  believe?  Would  you  oblige 
us  with  a  history  of  her  courtship,  or  at  least  so 
much  as  relates  to  Mr.  Bosberry,  your  son-in-law's 
horrible  delusions?  I  knew  you  woald.  We  do 
wish  it,  upoQ  my  honor.     I  don't  mind  sitting  in  a 


draught,   and  would  rather  not  take  a  glass  of 
ginger-wine   before    dinner.     Heml     Mrs.    Abbott 

"  It's  two  years  ago  come  Tuesday,  that  I  was 
sitting  where  you  may  be  now,  turning  a  brown 
hoUand  sofa  cover,  for  which  they  charge  siiteeu 
pence  to  wash,  whereas  only  one  side  was  dirty,  and 
I  thought  I  would  have  the  benefit  of  the  one  which 
was  not,  when  Bloomfield,  our  page  as  was  then, 
but  who  is  now  grown  into  Lord  Lobsky's  family, 
and  wears  a  sky-blue  livery,  and  his  h^r  in  powder, 
perhaps  you  know  'em  ?  Hem !  I  thought  you 
might.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  Bloomfield  announ- 
ces a  gentleman  to  look  at  the  apartments.  I  rolled 
up  the  sofa  cover,  and  telling  him  to  show  the  gen- 
tleman into  the  next  room,  put  it  into  Uie  chiffo- 
niire,  the  very  one  at  your  back,  sir,  and  went  to 
the  person  so  announced,  and  found  a  very  mild, 
gentlemanly  young  man,  attired  in  deep  mourning, 
about  thrce-and-twcnty,  with  a  smaE  riding-whip  m 
his  hand,  and  light  auburn  hair  rather  inclined  to 
be  carroty." 

"  '  Mrs.  Abbott,'  says  he. 


"You'vf 


■,'  says  1. 


oletf 


apartinents  (( 

■,'  says  I.  '  Two  pan'  ten  a-week,  wash- 
ing extra,  including  boot-cleaning  and  attendance, 
without  firing,  and  the  use  of  tlie  piano.' 

"  'My  name  is  Mr.  Bosberry,'  says  he,  'and  I  en- 
gage your  apartments  on  Ihose  terms,  having  just 
lost  a  distant  relation,  and  shail  take  possession  to- 
morrow, having  received  a  legacy  of  considerable 
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amount ;  iind  when  my  man  brings  my  luggage,  be 

kind  enough  to  let  a  fire  be  lighted  in  both  rooms.' 

"  'Sr,  it  shall  be  done,'  Bays  I,  'but  without  a 

reference  or  a  deposit,  I  shouldn't  iil<e,  as  it  is 

"'I  beg  pardon,*  said  he,  'for  fo:^etting  it. 
There's  a  fire-pound  note,  with  my  name  and  ad- 
dress on  that  card,  which  though  it's  a  country 
note,  is  as  good  as  the  Bank  of  England,  and  any 
body  knows  me  in  Coleman-street,  London.'" 

And  Mr,  Bosberry  took  your  apartments,  I  be- 
lieve, Mrs,  Abbott,  and  continued  to  occupy  tbem 
for  many  months,  during  which  time  he  formed  an 
attachment  for  your  daughter  Julia,  proposed  for 
her,  was  accepted,  and  had  arranged  etery  thing 
for  the  joyful  occasion,  when  the  circumstances  oc- 
curred which  you  will  now  relate  to  us.  You  were 
about  to  say  that  Mr.  Bosberry  was  of  rather  a  jeal- 
ous temperament,  and  that  on  the  twelfth  day  pre- 
ceding the  wedding,  he  called  you  into  the  room  and 
said — Pray  go  on,  Mrs,  Abbott, 

" '  Mrs,  Abbott,'  says  he,  '  I  shall  be  married  in 
London,' 

" '  In  London !'  I  shrieks ;  and  down  I  set  on  that 
ottoman  where  Mary  has  left  the  dustpan  and  a 
bundle  of  fire-wood,  which  you  will  excuse, 

'"Tes,  ma'am,'  says  Mr,  Bosberry,  'for  Miss  Ab- 
bott seems  lately,  ma'am,  to  be  holding  a  daily  leree 
and  drawing-room  of  all  the  male  population  of 
Brighton.' 
I  "  'Sir,'  sayfl  I,  of  course  feeling  naturally  all  my 
matem^  dignity  riang  in  my  throat,  and  choking 
my  utterance,  bo  that  I  could  not  speak  without 
coughing,  'Jutia  is  above  suspicion,  and  has  rc- 
C«Ted  from  her  cradle,  as  well  as  five  years'  board 
and  tuition  under  Mrs.  Roscommon's  finishing  acade- 
my, an  education  above  the  ordinary,  and  which 
would  render  her  incapable  of  such  conduct  as  you 
attribute  to  that  unoffending  girl,'  who  that  instant 
entered  the  room,  and  toot  a  seat  accordingly. 
But  I  fear  I'm  boring  you  and  your  fnend,  and  as 
the  washerwoman  has  just  drove  up  to  the  door  in 
her  cart,  and  I've  not  made  out  the  book,  perhaps 
you1l  tell  him  the  rest  and  allow  me  to  wish  you 
good  morning," 

Good  morning,  Mrs.  Abbott. 

So  if  you'U  stroll  with  me  to  the  pier,  I  will  con- 
tinue this  disjointed  narrative. 

Bosberry  was  resolute ;  he  vowed  they  should 
leave  Brighton  on  the  morrow,  or  he  would  do 
something  desperate.  The  ladies  were  fain  to  Suc- 
cumb, and  Mrs.  Abbott,  with  an  eye  to  business, 
stuck  up  in  the  window  a  bill  of  "Apartments  to 
let,"  within  an  hour  of  the  foregoing  conversation. 

"Bloomfield,"  enclwmed  Bosberry,  "say  Miss 
Abbott  is  out;  Bay  1  am  out  to  every  body  that 
calls  to-day." 

Eat-tat-tat,  went  the  knocker  instantly,  as  though 
to  i«Bt  the  page's  fidelity. 

."  Out,  sir,  all  on  'em  out,  sir,"  said  Bloomfield,  in 
B  very  loud  voice. 

"  Indeed  !  Tell  Mr,  Bosberry  that  Mr.  Jackson 
called,"  said  the  visitor,  and  bang  rfent  the  door. 

"Jackson!  I  lent  him  ten  pounds  yesterday, 
and  he's  called  to  pay  me.  Here !  Hi !  Jackson, 
o)d  boy,"  cried  Bosberry,  from  the  Verandah.  "  At 
home  to  you,  of  course.  Here,  come  in  at  the  win- 
dow ;  give  me  your  hand ;  up  you  are !  "  and  Mr, 
Jackson  was  handed  in  accordingly. 

He  had  called  to  discbarge  his  obligation  ;  there 
was  the  note.    Bosberry  went  into  an  inner  room 


to  place  the  money  in  his  deslt,  and  judge  of  bis 
horror  when,  refiected  in  the  mirror,  he  saw  Jack- 
son whispering  to  Julia,  Julia  smiling  on  Jackson, 
and  both  atTectionately  pressuig  the  hands  of  each 
other.  In  a  state  of  mind  "more  easily  ima^ned 
than  described,"  he  returned  into  the  front  room, 
snd,  with  a  smile  as  ghastly  as  a  guidon's,  requested 
Jackson  to  take  some  wine. 

"Ho  wine,  thank  you,"  said  Jackson,  "but  if  my 
dear  young  friend  would  iavor  me  with  a  cup  of 
coffee,  I  should  be  greatly  obliged," 

" Viper t"  thought  Bosberry;  "but  I  won't  be 
done  J  he  shall  not  stop  here- — Jackson,"  said  he, 
aolio  voce,  "  I  have  a  most  particular  appointment 
with  Captain  Hamstringer,  and  Julia  detests  him  so 
much,  that  I  know  not  how  lo  get  away.  It  is 
already  five  minutes  past  the  hour.     Can  you  take 

"  I'll  do  it,"  s^d  Jackson,  wmking  violently  at 
Bosberry,  and  then  continuing,  in  a  loud  voice,  "  By 
the  bye,  I  have  just  parted  from  old  Bonus,  our 
director ;  he  told  me  be  wished  lo  see  you  immedi- 
ately; I  quite  forgot  to  name  it  before.  You'll 
find  him  at  The  Ship.  Now,  make  no  stranger  of 
me,"  continued  Jackson,  in  answer  to  Bosberry's 
negative  gesticulations;  "go.  I  insist  upon  it,"  and 
half  by  force,  half  by  persuasion,  the  unhappy  man 
was  compelled  to  leave  the  house  in  possesion  of 

Jackson  remained  in  earnest  conversation  with 
Jutia  for  somctbing  more  than  an  hour,  when,  again 
pressing  her  hand  to  hia  hps,  he  took  his  departure. 
How  happy  that  conversation  had  made  Juba! 

Jackson  had  just  left  the  house,  when  a  tort  of  a 
gentleman  apphed  to  see  the  apartments.  The  ap- 
plicant was  very  showily  dressed,  and  might  have 
served  oa  the  embodiment  of  one  of  those  poetical 
advertisements  (the  tMlor  very  properly  invoking 
the  nine)  of  Schneider  art  which  daily  tempt  the 
unwary.  A  naval  cap,  anchored  and  laced,  was 
placed  jauntily  on  one  side  of  his  bead,  and  con- 
trasted somewhat  oddly  with  the  brass  spurs  which 
adorned  the  heels  of  his  boots.  Bloomfield,  who 
always  acted  as  groom  of  the  chamber  (until  the 
appearance  of  a  nibble,  when  bis  mistress  was  or- 
dered to  be  summoned),  was  delighted  with  him. 
He  thought  him  a  "perfect  gent,"  and  as  such 
looked  forward  to  much  fun  and  many  stray  six- 
pences. The  stranger  seemed  particularly  pleased 
with  all  the  arrangements,  especially  admiring  the 
weight  of  the  forks  and  spoons,  which  Bloomfield 
assured  him  "was  real  silver,  and  none  of  your 
'lectrifying,  which  took  all  the  steam  out  of  a  boy 
to  make  em  look  decent."  Mr.  Bosberry's  gold 
watch  on  the  mantel-piece  was  also  honored  with 
the  stranger's  warmest  commendations ;  and  Bloom- 
field had  the  interest  of  the  establishment  too  much 
at  heart  to  inform  the  gentleman  that  the  watch  did 
not  go  with  the  lod^ngs. 

"  Let  me  see  your  missis,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  if 
we  can  hagree  about  terms,  T  think  the  hapartments 
will  do." 

Bloomfield  rushed  from  the  room,  delighted. 

The  stranger  was  evidently  a  genius,  for  the  mo- 
mant  the  hoy  bad  gone,  he  performed  three  rapid 
acts  of  eccentricity.  He  twisted  the  bolt  from  the 
French  window;  he  drained  Mr.  Bosberry's  decan- 
ter, which  stood  upon  the  table,  and  appropriated 
that  gentleman's  best  hat,  which  by  chance  was  on 
the  sideboard!  He  also  looked  wistfully  at  the 
watch,  the  spoons,  end  the  forks,  and  shrugging  bis 
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ered,  "No,  not  now — them  lodging- 
houac  keepers  hate  heyes  like  'awke." 

Mrs.  Abbott  reciuested  Che  stranger's  presence  In 
the  parlor,  where  all  Dintters  of  business  inuat  hare 
been  speedily  arranged,  na  very  shortly  after  the 
eeeentric  gentleman  was  seen  walkmg  on  the  Pier, 
and  obaerred  to  borrow  the  contents  of  an  old  gen- 
tleman's pocket — the  said  old  gentleman  being  at 
the  time  up  to  his  eyes  in  the  parliamentary  debate 
on  the  Corn  Laws. 

But  where  was  Bosberry  ?  Hitting  round  and 
about  Trumpet  Terrace  hke  a  perturbed  spirit.  He 
had  watched  Jackeon  leave  the  house;  he  had 
noted  every  minute  of  hia  stay ;  he  had  seen  the 
eccentric  gentleman  enter  the  once  happy  No.  48  ; 
had  seen  him  in  the  parlor,  and  of  course  had 
placed  him  to  the  account  of  the  fkithless  Julia. 
But  he  bad  not  seen  pretty  httle  Joha  Johnson 
(Miss  Abbott's  cousin  and  namesake)  at  the  door, 
and  heard  her  give  the  faintest  rat-^-tat  imagin- 

"Oh,  Julial"  exclaimed  Julia  Johnson,  as  she 
rushed  into  the  arms  of  Julia  Abbott,  ''Jackson 
has  told  you  all ;  I  have  just  received  his  note — 
here  it  is;  and  be  assures  me  his  father  has  con- 
sented to  one  being  married  in  a  month,  and  that 
John  would  meet  me  here  at  nine  o'clock — and 
there  he  is — Fm  sure  that's  his  knock." 

It  was  Jackson,  sure  enough.  Bosberry  saw 
him  I  One  hour,  ten  mmuCe?,  and  thirty-nine  sec- 
onds did  Bosberry  watch  for  his  departure,  bat  in 
Tain.  At  the  fortieth  second  he— but  we  must  not 
anticipate  events. 

"We  can  never  thank  you  enough,  dear  Julio," 
said  Jackson,  again  pres^g  Miss  Abbott's  hands  to 
his  lips ;  "  but  for  you  how  few  would  have  been 
our  meetings  ;  but  now  all  will  be  well ;  in  a  month 
she  will  be  mine,  never  to  be  separated  from  me 
bat  by  death!     Oh,  Julia! — etc.,  etc.,  etc." 

"  There,  see  him  to  the  door,  do,"  said  Miss  Ab- 
bott; "of  course  you  have  something  to  say  to 
each  other ;  but,  dearest,  wrap  my  shawl  over  your 
head,  there's  a  dreadful  draught  in  our  passage — 
Mr.  Bosberry  nearly  caught  his  death  there  before 
WB  were  quite  engaged."  And  the  considerate  girl 
bounded  up  to  the  second  floor  like  a — like  a — 

Miss  Abbott  was  right ;  Jackson  and  his  Julia 
had  much  to  say  on  their  way  to  the  street-door : 
and  it  was  during  their  "  happy  converse "  that 
Boslterry's  patience  eihaustod  itself. 

"By  jingo!  I  will  know  the  worst!"  he  ex- 
claimed ;  "  she's  a  flirt — a  coquette  ;  I  will  listen 
at  the  keyhole— any  thing  to  bnng  detection  home 
to  her.  Ah  1  the  balcony ! "  And  stealthily  as  a 
cat  he  clambered  into  the  dining-room. 

AU  was  still ;  the  last  streak  of  sunlight  was  fad- 
ing in  the  horizon.  Bosberry  could  not  discern  the 
objects  in  the  room :  he  lighted  a  taper.  The  first 
thing  which  struck  Mm  was  the  eihausted  decanter. 
The  next  object  which  caught  his  attention  was  the 
eccentric  gentleman's  abandoned  cap.  Bosberry 
shook  with  rage  and  agony. 

"Another  admirerl  Oh,  Jul — "and  the  word 
stuck  as  fast  in  his  throat  as  a  fish-bone;  forat^at 
moment  he  heard  voices  at  the  street-door.  What 
was  that? — a  kiss  I  He  crept  to  the  window,  and 
there  he  saw  the  perfidious  Jackson  again  attempt 
to  embrace  a  ligure  enveloped  in  a  shawl!  Ah!  he 
knew  that  shawl  too  well — Che  gashght  showed  him 
ibe  pattern  4   a  pale  blue  pine-apple  on  a  white 


ground!  He  gave  it  to  Julia  on  her  last  birth-day. 
lie  staggered  almost  insensible  from  the  window, 
and  buried  his  face  in  the  sofa  pillow. 

Miss  Abbott  called  "  Bloomfieldl " 

"Hark!  that's  her  voice ! " 

"Take  this  letter  to  the  Bedford  Hotel,  and  if 
the  gentleman  is  within,  wait  for  an  answer." 

"  What  gentleman  ot^Af  she  to  know  at  the  Bed- 
ford ?  "  mentally  qaculated  the  distracted  Bosberry. 
"  What's  this  ?  My  writing  case !  Tes,  and  here, 
on  the  blotting-paper,  is  "  (and  he  held  the  tell-tale 
sheet  before  the  candle)  "T-h-o-a,  B-1-a-e-k,  E-s-q., 
B-e-d-f — ,"  and  he  read  no  more. 

"Some  one  must  be  sacrificed,"  he  exclaimed, 
hastily  producing  a  brace  of  pistols,  and  proceeding 
to  load  them;  "there  must  be  a  wrelch  in  the 
house  now— -if  he's— not  too  big,  I  will  immolate  him 
on  the  altar  of — .  Zounds!  I've  rammed  a  nut  into 
the  pistol  instead  of  a  bullet — no  matter — and  now 
there's  the  taper  gone  out — but  revenge  is  sweet 
Why  did  I  love  her — why  ?  "  and  throwing  himself 
on  the  sob,  he  continued,  for  upwards  of  an  hour, 
to  upbraid  himself  vainly  and  incoherently,  until  he 
was  aroused  by  a  noise  at  the  window. 

"  What's  that  •    A  man  in  the  balcony  •  " 

Tes,  it  was  the  eccentric  gentleman  returned  no 
doubt  (as  he  assured  Bosberry)  with  a  bull's-eye 
lantern  to  look  for  the  cap  he  had  so  strangely  left 
behind  him. 

Bosberry's  calmness  was  getting  awfuL 

"Sir,"  said  he,  "this  subterfuge  shall  not  save 
you — this  sort  of  thing  is  getting  unbearable — I 
must  take  some  decisive  steps — your  card,  sir." 

The  eccentric  gentleman  seemed  puzzled  by  this 
request ;  but,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  produced 
a  card-ease,  and  handed  the  required  pasteboard  to 
Bosberry,  who  read  aloud  firmly  and  distinctly  the 
name  of  "Thohas  Black." 

"Enough,"  said  Bosberry,  "I  understand  the 
purport  of  your  visit — take  your  choice,  sir  (and  he 
pointed  to  the  pistols  on  the  table),  for  J  am  des- 

"  What  do  you  mean?  I  hdnt  going  to  fight," 
esolaimed  the  stranger.  "Call  the  perlice  if  you 
like,  but  no  fire-harms — I  don't  reast." 

"  Coward,"  said  Bosbeiry,  with  more  dignity  than 
he  had  before  exhibited,  "1  demand  aArisFACriON  1 " 

"Satisfaction!  the  man's  a  bass,"  replied  the 
stranger,  seidng  a  pistol.  "  Come,  let  me  go,  mis- 
ter— I  hain't  a  going  to  be  shot  at  neither." 

"Neter!  I  shall — "  cried  Bosberry,  but  recol- 
lecting that  one  of  the  pistols  only  was  loaded  with 
ball,  he  altered  the  proposed  form  of  the  sentence 
-■-■-     "shall  it  be  said  that  I  took  a  mean  advan- 


e  of  ai 


You  may  go,  s 

n  me!  but  fu  t 


you  shall  hear  from  me!  but  Til  trouble  you  for 
that  pistol,  as  I  do  not  wish  to  spoil  the  pair." 

"  Don't  you,"  said  the  eccentric  stranger,  making 
B  retrograde  movement  to  the  windows,  "  but  ye're 
not  a-^oing  to  pop  at  me  when  majhack's  turned, 
so  here's  ofi'."  * 


itantly  rushed  upon  him,  and  a  fear- 
ful struggle  ensued,  during  which  the  pistol,  either 
by  accident  or  design,  was  discharged,  and  tlie  pier- 
glass  (48-in.  by  5ti-in.)  was  shivered  into  a  thousand 
pieces. 

The  noise  brought  all  the  family  into  the  room  I 
There  lay  Bosberry,  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  co- 
vered with  the  fragments  of  the  dessert,  and  ren- 
dered helpless  by  the  weight  of  the  inverted  table, 
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"  And  now,  having  told  you  all  I  think  and  feel," 
said  Bosberry,  after  the  necessary  screaming  and 
fainting  had  subsided,  "  I  beg  to  remark  that  this  is 
the  work  of  your  friend,  ma'am — of  your  friend, 
ma'am,"  and  he  looked  at  Julia. 
.   "  Of  m-yyy  friend,"  sobbed  out  Miss  Abbott. 

"  Ybb — your  friend — Mr.  Thomas  Bl " 

"  Mr.  Thomaa  Black,"  announced  Bloomfield. 

"Why,  he's  never  dared  to  come  back,"  cried 
Boabecry,  as  a  very  respectable  elderly  gentleman 
was  ushered  into  the  room.  It  was  the  same  that 
the  eccentric  gentleman  had  "eased"  of  pocket- 
handkerchief  and  card-case  in  the  mornings 

"Uncle!"  cried  Julia. 

"  Brother !"  cried  Mrs.  Abbott.  "Welcome  home 
from  India  1 " 

Yea  I  quite  true ;  Mr.  Thomaa  Black,  after  a  long 
sojourn  in  the  East,  had  come  down  to  Brighton  to 
seek  out  his  relatives,  tho  Abbotts.  His  name  an- 
nounced in  the  "Arrivals,"  had  informed  Mrs.  Ab- 
bott of  his  whereabouts,  and  Julia  had  written  ac- 
cordingly.   Bosberry  was  bothered. 


"But  Jackson — the  shawl—" 

"  Was  worn  by  me,"  said  Miea  Johnson.  "Mr. 
Jackson  is  my — " 

"AfBanecd  husband,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Abbott; 
"and  if  it  hadn't  been  for  some  people  such  an 
event  had  never  been,  now  foully  suspected  and 
sought  to  he  injured  in  name  and  fame." 

Bosberry  was  more  bothered — more  ao,  when  a 
police  officer  (introduced  by  Bloomfield)  requested 
his  attendance  in  the  morning  to  give  what  evidence 
he  could  against  the  eccentric  gentleman,  who  was 
then  at  the  atation-house,  laboring  under  something 
more  than  a  suspicion  of  theft. 

Bosberry  fell  on  his  knees        «        «        • 

If  you  refer  to  the  Supplement  of  the  Timet,  Sep- 
tember 31,  1847,  and  look  foe  "Marriages,"  you 
will  read  as  follows  : — 

"On  the  39th,  at  St.  BucUeton's,  Brighton,  An- 
gustus  Brown  Bosberry,  Esq.,  to  Julia,  only  daugh- 
ter of  Mrs.  Rackstraw  Abbott,  of  Truuipcr  Ter- 

"  On  the  same  day,  at  the  same  place,  John  Jack- 
son, Esq.,  to  iulia,  ninth  daughter  of  Feler  John- 
son, Esq.,  of  the  Dyke,  Brighton." 


THE    BAKBER    OF    STOCKSB AWLER. 
g.  aCaU  of  t^c  Sngtriiafnra!. 


At  the  little  town  of  Stocksbawler,  on  the  Lower 
Kbine,  in  the  year  of  grace  1S30,  redded  One  Hans 
Scrapachms,  an  industrious  and  olose-ahavtng  bar- 
ber. His  industry  met  with  duo  encouragement 
from  the  bearded  portion  of  the  community ;  and 
the  softer  sex,  whose  greatest  fault  is  fickleness, 
generaJly  selected  Hans  for  the  honor  of  new- 
ftonting  them,  when  they  had  grown  tired  of  the 
ringlets  nature  had  bestowed,  and  which  time  had 
frosted. 

Hans  continued  to  shave  and  thrive,  and  all  the 
careM  old  burghers  foretold  of  his  future  well- 
dtnug ;  when  he  met  with  a  misfortune,  which 
pnanised  for  a  time  to  shut  up  his  shop  and  leave 
him  a  beggar.    He  fell  in  love. 

Neighbors  warned  Hans  of  the  consequences  of 
his  folly ;  but  all  remonstrance  was  vam.  Cus- 
tomers became  scarce,  wearing  out  their  patience 
and  their  viga  together;  the  shop  became  dirty, 
and  winter  saw  the  flies  of  summer  scattered  on  his 
show-board. 

Agnes  Flirtitz  was  the  prettiest  girl  in  Stocks- 
bawler. Her  eyes  were  as  blue  aa  a  summer's  sky, 
her  cheeks  as  rosy  as  an  autumn  sunset,  and  her 
teeth  as  white  as  winter's  snow.  Her  hair  was  a 
beautiful  flaxen — not  a  tfrai — but  that  peculiar 
sevenpenny-iMJst-sugar  tint  which  the  poets  of  old 
were  wont  tfTcail  golden.  Her  voice  was  melo- 
dious; her  notes  in  oil.  were  equal  to  Grid's:  in 
short,  she  would  have  been  a.  very  de«rable,  lova- 
ble young  lady,  if  she  had  not  been  a  coquette. 

Hans  met  her  at  a  festival  given  in  commemoca. 
tion  of  the  demise  of  the  burgomaster's  second  wife 
— f  beg  pardon,  I  mean  in  celebration  of  his  union 
with  his  third  bride.  From  that  day,  Hans  was  a 
lost  barber,  ^eping,  waking,  shaving,  curling, 
weaving,  or  powdering,  he  thought  of  nothing  but 


Agnes.  His  lovo-drcams  placed  Lim  in  aJl  kinds  of 
awkward  predicaments. 

And  Agnes — what  thought  she  of  the  unhappy 
barber?  Nothing,  eicept  that  he  was  a  presump- 
tuous puppy,  and  -wore  very  unfashionable  gar- 
ments. Hans  received  an  intimation  of  this  latter 
opinion ;  and,  after  sundry  quaihngs  and  misgivings, 
he  resolved  to  dispose  of  his  remainii^  stock  in 
trade,  and,  for  once,  dress  like  a  gentleman.  The 
measure  had  been  taken  by  the  tutor,  the  garments 
had  been  basted  and  tried  on,  and  Hans  was  stand- 
ing at  his  door  in  a  state  of  feverish  excitement, 
awaiting  then:  arrival  in  a  completed  condition  (as 
there  was  to  be  a  fite  on  the  morrov,  at  which 
Agnes  was  to  be  present),  when  a  stranger  requested 

to  be  shaved.     Hans  wished  him  at  tbe neit 

barber's ;  but  there  was  something  so  unpleasantly 
positive  in  the  viator's  appearance,  that  he  had  not 
the  pewer  to  object,  so  poUtely  bowed  him  into  the 
shop.  The  stranger  removed  his  cap,  and  discov- 
ered two  very  ugly  protuberances,  one  on  each 
side  of  his  head,  and  of  most  unphrenological  ap- 
pearance. Hans  commenced  operations — the  lather 
dried  as  fast  as  he  laid  it  on,  and  the  razor  emitted 
small  sparks  as  it  encountered  tlie  bristles  on  the 
stranger's  chin.  Bans  felt  particularly  uncomfort- 
able, and  not  a  word  had  hitherto  passed  on  either 
side,  when  the  stranger  broke  the  ice  by  asking  ra- 
ther abruptly,  "Have  you  any  schnapps  in  the 
house  ?"  Hans  jumped  hke  a  parched  pea.  With- 
oufcwfuting  for  a  reply,  the  stranger  rose,  and 
opened  the  cupboard.  "  I  never  take  any  thing 
stronger  than  water,"  said  Uans,  in  reply  to  the 
"PAaw  !"  which  broke  from  the  stranger's  lips  as 
he  smelt  at  the  contents  of  a  little  brown  pitcher. 
"More  fool  you,"  replied  his  customer.  "Here, 
taste  that — some  of  tbe  richest  grape-blood  of 
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Rliein^a ;"  and  he  hnniled  Hans  &.  Email  flask,  which 
the  sober  barber  respeutl'ully  liediiied.     "Ha!  ha! 

the  etranger.  "  No  wonder  that  Agnes  treats  you 
Rs  she  does.    But  diink,  man !  drintti" 

The  stranger  took  a  pipe,  and  coolly  seated  him- 
self again  in  hie  chair,  hung  one  leg  over  the  back 
or  another,  and  8triki[t^  his  iingcr  briskly  down  his 
nose,  elicited  a  flame  that  ignited  his  tobacco,  and 
then  he  puffed,  and  pufied,  till  every  moth  in  the 
shop  coughed  aloud.  The  uneasiness  of  Hans  in- 
creased, and  he  looked  towards  the  door  with  the 
most  cowardly  intention;  and,  lo!  two  laughing, 
dimpled  faces  were  peeling  in  at  them.  "Ha! 
how  are  vou?"  said  the  stranger;  "come  in!  come 
in!"  and  to  Hans'a  horror,  two  very  equitocal 
damsels  entered  the  shop.  Hans  felt  scandalized, 
and  was  about  to  make  a  most  powerful  remon- 
strance, when  he  encountered  the  eye  of  his  imper- 
tinent customer;  and,  from  its  ^nister  expression, 
he  thought  it  wise  to  be  silent.  One  of  the  damsels 
seated  herself  upon  the  stranger's  knee,  whilst  the 
other  looked  most  coasingly  to  the  barber;  who, 
however,  remained  proof  to  aU  her  winks  and 
blinks,  and  "  wreathed  smiles." 

"'Sblitzen!"  exclaimed  the  lady,  "the  man's  an 


was  again  proffered — the  eye-artillery  again  brought 
into  action,  but  Hans  remained  constant  to  pump- 
water  and  Agnes  Ftirtitz. 

The  stranger  mbbed  the  palm  of  his  hand  on  one 
of  his  head  ornaments,  as  though  he  were  some- 
what perplexed  at  the  contumacious  conduct  of  the 
barber ;  then  riang,  he  gracefully  led  the  ladies 
out.  As  he  stood,  with  one  foot  on  the  step  of  the 
door,  he  turned  his  head  scornfully  over  his  shoulder 
and  said,  "Hans,  you  are  nothing  but — a  barber; 
but  before  I  eat,  you  shall  repent  of  your  present 
determination."  ~ 

"  What  security  have  I  that  yon  will  keep  jour 
word?"  replied  Hans,  who  felt  emboldened  by  the 
outside  situation  of  his  customer,  and  the  shop 
poker,  of  which  he  had  obtained  possession, 

"The  beat  in  the  world,"  said  the  stranger. 
"Here,  take  these!"  and  placing  both  rows  of  his 
teeth  in  tho  hands  of  the  astonished  Hans,  he 
quietly  walked  up  the  street  with  the  ladies. 

The  astonishment  of  Hans  had  somewhat  sub- 
sided, when  Stitz,  the  tailor,  entered  with  the  so- 
much  and  the  so-Iong-eipected  garments.  The 
stranger  was  forgotten ;  the  door  was  bolted,  the 
clothes  tried  on,  and  they  Htted  to  a  miracle.  A 
small  three-cornered  piece  of  looking'^lass  was  held 
in  every  iBrection  by  the  delighted  tutor,  who  de- 
clared this  performance  hia  chef-^ceuvre ;  and  Hans 
felt,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  that  he  looked  like 
a  gentleman.  Without  a  moment's  hCMtation,  or 
the  slightest  hint  at  discount  for  ready  monef,  he 
gave  the  tailor  his  last  thaler,  and  his  old  suit  of 
clothes,  as  per  contract ;  shook  SCitz's  hand  at  part- 
ing, till  every  bone  of  the  tailor's  fingers  aehed  for 
an  hour  afterwards,  bolted  the  door,  and  went  to 
bed  the  poorest  but  happiest   barber  in  Sto^s- 

After  a  restless  night,  Hans  rose  the  next  morn- 
ing with  the  oddest  sensation  in  the  world.  Ho 
fancied  that  the  bed  was  shorter,  the  chairs  lower, 
and  the  room  smaller,  than  on  the  preceding  day; 
but  attributing  this  feeling  to  the  feverish  sl^p  he 


had  had,  he  proceeded  to  put  on  his  pantaloo  s 
With  great  care  he  thrust  his  left  leg  into  ts  proper 
division,  when,  to  his  honor  and  amu  he 

found  that  he  had  grown  iim/eet  at  least  durtiuj  the 


night ;  and  that  the  pantaloons  which  had  fitted  so 
admirably  before,  were  now  only  knee-breeches. 
He  rushed  to  the  window  with  the  intention  of 
breaking  his  neck  by  a  leap  into  the  street,  when 
his  e.vefell  upon  tho  strange  customer  of  the  pre- 
ceding day,  who  was  leaning  against  the  gable-end 
of  the  house  opposite,  quietly  smoking  his  meer- 
schaum. Hans  paused;  then  thought,  and  then 
concluded  that  having  found  an  appetite,  he  had 
repented  of  hia  boast  at  parting,  and  had  called  for 
his  teeth.  Being  a  good-natured  lad,  Hans  shuffled 
down  stdrs,  and  opening  the  door,  called  him  to 
come  over.  The  stranger  obeyed  the  Summons, 
but  honorably  refused  to  accept  of  his  teeth,  ex- 
cept on  the  conditions  of  the  wager.  To  Hans' 
great  surprise  he  seemed  perfectly  acquainted  with 
the  phenomenon  of  the  past  night,  and  good-na- 
turedly ofifcred  to  go  to  Stitz,  and  inform  him  of  the 
barber's  dilemma.  The  stranger  departed,  and  in 
a  fewmoments  the  tailor  arrived,  and  having  ascer- 
tained by  his  inch-measure  the  truth  of  Hans'  con- 
jectures, bade  him  be  of  good  cheer,  as  he  had  a 
suit  of  clothes  which  would  exactly  fit  him.  They 
had  been  made  for  a  travelUng  giant,  who  had 
either  forgotten  to  call  for  them,  or  suspected  that 
Siitz  would  require  the  gelt  before  he  gave  up  the 
broadcloth,  j 

Tho  tailor  was  righl^-they  did  fit— -and  in  an 
hour  afterwards  Hans  was  on  his  way  to  the  fete. 
When  be  arrived  there,  many  of  his  old  friends 
stood  agape  for  a  few  momenta;  but,  as  stranger 
things  had  occurred  in  Germany  than  a  man  grow- 
ing two  feet  in  one  night,  they  soon  ceased  to 
notice  the  alteration  in  Hans'  appearance.  Agnes 
was  evidenii;  struck  with  the  improvement  of  the 
barber's  figure,  and  for  two  whole  hours  did  he  en- 
joy the  extreme  felicity  of  making  half-a-dozen 
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other  young  gentlemen  miserable,  by  monopolizing 
the  arm  and  conversation  of  the  beauty  of  Stocks- 
bawler.  But  pleasure,  like  line  weather,  lasts  not 
fopover  ;  and,  as  Hana  and  Agnes  turned  the  cor- 
ner of  a  path,  hifl  eye  again  encountered  the  stran- 
ger. Whether  it  was  fi-om  fear  or  dislike,  he  knew 
not,  but  his  heart  seemed  to  sink,  aud  so  did  his 
body;  for,  to  his  utter  diemay,  he  found  that  he 
had  shrunk  to  hia  ori^ual  proportions,  and  that  the 
garment  of  the  giant  hnng  about  him  in  any  thing 
bat  graceful  festoons.  He  felt  that  he  waj  a  human 
teiescopS,  that  some  infernal  power  could  elongate 
or  shut  up  at  pleasure. 

The  whole  band  of  jealons  rivals  set  up  the 
"  Laughing  Chorus,"  and  Agnes,  in  the  extremity 
of  her  disgust,  turned  op  her  nose  till  she  nearly 
fractured  its  bridge,  whilst  Hans  rushed  from  the 
scene  of  his  disgrace,  and  never  stopped  running 
until  he  opened  the  door  of  hia  little  shop,  threw 
himself  into  a  chair,  and  laid  his  head  down  upon 
an  old  "iiunilj  Bible"  wluch  chanced  to  be  upon 
the  table.  In  this  position  he  continued  for  some 
time,  when,  on  rating  his  head,  he  found  his  tor* 
mentor  and  the  two  hidien,  grouped  like  the  Graces, 
in  the  centre  of  the  apEirtmeat. 

"  Well,    Scrapsohins,"  said    the    gentleman,    "  I 


have  called  for  my  teeth.    Tou  se 


That 


and    the   ladies 


^ggled. 

"Nay,  man,  never  look  so  glum!  Here,  take 
the  flask — forvet  Agnes,  aud  console  yourself  nith 
the  love  of — 

The  conciusion  of  this  harangue  must  for  ever 
remain  a  mystery  ;  for  Hans,  at  this  moment,  took 
up  the  family  volume  which  had  served  him  for  a 
pillow,  and  dashed  it  at  tlie  heads  of  the  trio.  A 
scream,  so  loud  that  it  broke  the  tympanum  of  hia 
left  car,  seemed  to  issue  from  them  simultaneously 
—a  thick  vapor  filled  the  room,  which  gradually 
cleared  off,  and  Icil  no  traces  of  Hans'  visitors  but 
three  small  sticks  of  atone  brimstone.  The  truth 
flashed  upon  the  barber — his  visitor  waa  the  far- 
famed  Uephistopheles.  Bans  packed  up  his  re- 
maining wardrobe,  razor,  strop,  soap-dish,  scissors, 
and  combs,  and  turned  his  back  upon  Stockabawier 
for  ever.  Four  years  passed  away,  and  Hans  waa 
again  a  thriving  man,  and  Agnea  Fiirtitz  the  wife 
of  the  doctor  of  Stooksbawler.  Another  year 
passed  on,  and  Hana  was  both  a  husband  and  a 
&ther ;  bat  the  coquette  who  had  nearly  been  his 
ruin  had  eloped  with  the  ehaeaeur  of  a  travelling 
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seen,  fcU,  heard,  or  underslotid,  we  would  iKugh  at  1 

There's  nothing  here  on  earth  deserves 

Half  of  the  thought  we  waate  about  it ; 
And  thinking  but  destroys  the  nerves, 

WhSn  we  could  do  so  well  without  it : 
If  folks  would  let  the  world  go  round. 

And  pay  their  tithes,  and  eat  (heir  dinn 
Such  doleful  looks  would  not  be  found. 

To  frighten  us  poor  laughing  sinners : 
Never  aigh  when  you  can  sing, 
But  laugh,  like  me,  at  every  thing ! 


My  brother  gave  his  heart  away 
To  Uercandotti,  when  he  met  her  ; 

She  married  Mr.  BaU  one  day- 
He's  gone  to  Sweden  to  forget  her ! 

I  had  a  charmer,  too — and  sighed 
And  raved  all  day  and  night  about  her; 

She  caught  a  cold,  poor  thing!       '  "   ' 


Andl- 


i  sing,  _ 


One  plagues  himself  about  the  sun, 

And  puzzles  on,  through  every  weather. 
What  time  hell  rise, — how  long  he'll  run,— 

And  when  he'll  leave  ua  altogether ; 
Kon  matters  it  a  pebble^stone, 

Whether  he  ahines  at  sii  or  seven? 
If  they  don't  leave  the  sun  alone, 

At  last  thcy'U  plague  him  out  of  heaven 
Never  aigh  when  you  can  sing, 
But  laugh,  like  me,  at  every  thing! 


For  tears  arc  vastly  pretty  things. 

But  make  one  veiT  thin  and  taper ; 
And  sigha  are  muaic  s  sweetest  strings, 

But  sound  most  treautiful — ou  paperl 
"Thought"  is  the  Sage's  brightest  star, 

Her  gema  alone  are  worth  his  finding ; 
But  as  I'm  not  particular, 

Please  God,  111  keep  on  "  never-minding." 
Never  ^gh  when  you  can  sing, 
But  laugh,  like  me,  at  every  thing! 


Another  eplns  from  out  his  brains 

Fine  cobwebs,  to  amuse  his  neighbors, 
And  gets,  for  all  his  toils  and  pains, 

Beviewed  and  laughed  at  for  his  labors :  - 
Fame  is  Ma  star!  and  fame  is  sweet ; 

And  praise  is  pieasanter  than  honey,— 
i  write  at  just  so  much  a  sheet, 

And  Messrs.  Longman  pay  the  money! 
Never  wgh  when  you  can  sing, 
But  laugh,  Hke  me,  at  every  thing  t 


Oh  1  in  this  troubled  world  of  ours, 

A  laughter  mine's  a  glorious  treasure ; 
And  separating  thorns  from  flowers, 

11a  half  a  pain  and  half  a  pleasure: 
nd  why  be  grave  instead  of  gay? 
Why  feel  a-thirst  while  folks  are  quaffing? 
Oh!  trust  me,  whatsoe'er  they  say. 

There's  nothing  half  so  good  as  laughing  1 
Never  sigh  when  you  can  sing, 
But  laugh,  like  me,  at  every  thing  I 
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EI\G  in  mj  own  p 
great  patron  of  all 

learning  and  science  of  any 
kind,  T  some  years  ago 
'isoriber    1o 
Great  Hammaway  Horticul- 
tural   Society, — a      ociety, 
wbich,   as    appears    by  its 
title,  has  for  its  object  the   improvement  of  the 
Tarioua  breeds  of  apples,  quioces,  and  pot-herbs. 

In  thia  situation,  it  has  been  my  good  fortune  to 
encounter,  face  to  face,  many  of  tliose  ingenious 
fellows,  who,  through  the  medium  of  societies  hke 
ours,  render  tfacmselves  notorious,  and  obtain  a 
great  name  in  the  world,  by  growing  prodi^oua 
Titan-like  cabbages  and  gooseberries. 

Now  I  consider  it  a  certMn  rfgn  of  great  personal 
merit  to  be  able  lo  produce  such  large  vegetables 
and  berries,  according  to  the  well-known  saying, 
that  every  man  is  known  by  Ms  fruit.  The  grower 
of  the  Guest  specimens  of  any  kind  is  therefore  the 
most  superlatLve  genius,  and  that  is  the  reason  we 
always  reward  such  by  medals  and  copper  tea-ket- 
tles; it  being  expedient  that  the  genius  of  science 
and  arts  should  patronize  her  votaries  by  rewards. 
At  the  same  time,  entertaining  a  strong  belief  in 
phrenology,  1  have  always  held  a  strong  private 
opinion  that  the  growers  of  particular  vegetables 
and  fruits  were  some  way  or  other  endowed  with  an 
organ  corresponding  wiUi  the  peculiar  kind  of  cul- 
ture in  which  they  excelled.  This  opinion  has  been 
confirmed  by  the  obseri-ation  and  experience  of 
many  years.  Tbus,  I  have  found  that  those  mem- 
bers of  our  society  who,  on  the  average,  (and  it  is 
only  through  general  and  comprehenaive  observa- 
tions such  truths  can  be  arrived  at,)  took  the  great- 
est number  of  prices  for  the  biggest  cabbages,  pos- 
aessed,  one  with  another,  a  large  cabbage-organ  in 
the  skull,  whicli,  by  its  great  preponderance  over 


thi.  ordinarv  thmking  fatultiis 
manner  unfit  for  much  rational 
pith   of  their  I  rams  appeared   to  represent  the 
'  heart  of  a  cabbage    insomuch  that  a  man 
sation  found  no  difiicultv  in  imagining  ho 
being  addressed  bv  an  animated  winter  green, 
iivil  gLUtlemanly  savoy     While  such  as  be- 
famed  lor  the  largest  and  best  potatoes 
— Long  Kidneys  or  Torhshire  Reds — had  invaria- 
bly  (I  speak  advisedly  }  heads  ld.e  a  bag  of  those 

i  lumpy  its 

a  village  pebble  paved  causewav 

Upon  the  whole,  I  have  ever  found  all  classes  of 
the  great  growers,  strange  mortals, — ■"  Rum'una  lo 
look  at," — and  in  company  much  inclined  to  the 
contemplation  of  red  and  bla(k  earths,  bone,  horse, 
and  pig  manares,  grubs,  larvte,  and  slugs  Yet 
have  I  also  generally  found  their  acquaintance  well 
worth  cultivating;  and  having  been  tolerably  sue 
eessful  in  that  pursuit,  can  now  boast  of  as  exten- 
sive a  friendship  with  the  great  growers,  as  any 
horlicultnrist  in  the  three  kingdoms  It  lias  even 
crossed  my  mind  that  some  day  I  would  sit  down 
and  write  their  biographies ; — classing  them  nnder 
the  respective  heads  of  Turnip,  Leek,  Carrot, 
Gooseberry,  and  the  like ;  just  m  the  same  manner 
as  other  great  men  are  classed,  as  Painters,  Poets, 
Astronomers,  etc.  Whether  this  seed  of  the  mind 
will  ever  shoot  beyond  the  present  paper,  time 
alone  can  teU.  But  that  the  reader  may  be  the 
better  enabled  to  judge  of  the  interest  attached  to 
such  a  work,  let  me  particularly  draw  hie  attention 
to  the  following  sketch  of  Titus, — one  of  the  most 
talented  and  enterprising  members  of  the  Hamma- 
way  Horticultural  Society. 

Now,  Hammaway,  the  place  of  my  residence, 
though  according  to  law  a  market-town,  is  yet  in 
magnitude  and  trade  scarcely  superior  to  many  a 
viUage  in  the  same  county.  That  is,  it  may  be  pro- 
perly resembled  to  a  great  booby,  who  is  making 
his  transit  from  lad  to  manship.  About  two  Ibou- 
fland  of  its  souls  weave  stockings  for  the  London 
market; — thus,  just  enabhng  themselves  to  main- 
tain eadi  a  coat  out  at  elbows, — a  fece  like  a  peggy- 
lantern's,  which  serves  no  turn  but  that  of  frighten- 
ing the  respectable  inhabitants, — a  wife  who  is 
always  mopping  her  fioor, — and  ft  matter  of  about, 
on  the  average,  fifteen  children  apiece. 

Hammaway  is,  ua  it  were,  fenced  about  by  small 
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garden-plots,  or  rather  whole  fields  divided  into 
EquHcea  like  a  chese-board,  separated  bj  stunted 
hedges,  and  let  to  the  poor  bouIb  above  named,  to 
whom  they  become  lilio  Uttle  Edens, — anippings  of 
the  garden  of  Faradise  itEelf.  Having  but  one  day 
in  a  week  which  they  can  devote  to  cuitivation,  aad 
that  the  day  which  the  curate  demands,  but  de- 
mandB  in  vain, — you  may  see  from  ten  to  fifteen 
hundred  of  them  on  a  summer's  Sunday  morning, 
all  Bniioug  to  make  the  best  of  time,  with  their 
coals  off, — perhaps  laid  on  the  hedges  or  suspended 
by  the  nape  on  an  upright  stick  like  a  scare-crow, 
— delving,  raking,  hoeing,  planting,  uprooting,  and 
watering,  at  a  rate  which  might  mislead  a  stranger 
to  believe  they  were  working  in  the  lost  stage  of 
deaperalion  for  their  lives.  This,  however,  their 
generous  enthu^ama  leads  them  to  esteem  in  no 
dther  light  than  as  admirable  exercise  and  relaxa- 
tion after  the  week's  toil ;  and  knowing  their  time 
is  short,  and  that  the  day  of  rest  (even  though  it 
happen  to  tie  the  longest  in  the  year)  must  soou  be 
over,  they  in  general  scarcely  allow  themselves  time 
to  return  to  their  homes  for  dinner.  Such,  how- 
ever, as  do  trespass  on  their  amusement  so  far, 
usually  swallow  their  meals  as  nearly  all  of  a  lump 
SB  the  orifice  of  the  throat  will  aUow,--(and  that, 
by  the.  bye,  with  yonr  hardworking  maa  is  not 
Bmall,>— and  without  waiting  to  digest  them,  hurry 
back  to  their  garden  plots  at  a  rate  most  nearly  re- 
eembling  a  foot  race  between  a  couple  of  hundreds 
or  so  of  competitors  at  one  and  the  same  time. 
Whilst  those  who  remain  behind  and  pass  the  whole 
blissful  time  amongst  their  broccolia  and  potatoes, 
may  be  observed,  at  about  one  o'clock,  to  snatch  a 
few  minutes  of  time,  rest  on  their  spades,  pull  a  dry 
crust  out  of  their  pockets,  stuff  it  into  their  mouths 
like  a  bung,  take  a  swig  at  the  watering-pan,  and 
then  at  it  again. 

Such  is  about  the  manner  in  which  the  generality 
of  our  population  dispose  of  their  Sundays.  Though 
we  are  not  without  some  of  those  ale,  pipe,  and 
political  poor  men  who  carry  their  profimation  of 
those  days  so  far  as  to  retire  to  their  places  called 
summer-houses, — that  is  to  say,  small  stud  and  mud 
erections,  about  the  size  of  the  now  departed 
watchman's  boiea,  composed  of  three  sides,  a  door, 
and  a  tile  lid  on  the  top, — and  spend  all  the  hours 
between  morning  and  night  in  drinking,  shouting, 
and  maintaining  a  continual  tainted  smell  in  the 
otherwise  pure  summer  atmosphere,  of  rank  and 
pestiferous  sham-tobacco  smoke. 

But  amongst  this  multitude  of  amal«ur  tillers  of 
the  earth,  whom  to  look  at  wheo  engaged  in  their 
interesting  operadons,  the  spectator  might  imagine 
not  worth,  to  purchase,  five  shillings  per  hundred, 
ate  to  be  found  some  of  the  brightest  ornaments, 
the  most  shining  stars  of  the  Hammaway  Horticul- 
tural Society, — men  who  reflect  lustre  on  their  na- 
tive town,  and  are  looked  upon  by  strangers,  when- 
ever such  happen  to  see  them. 

I  have  said  that  our  riusers  of  Herculean  fruit  are 
for  the  moat  pari  a  knot  of  strange-ioohing  scrubs. 
One  Mr.  Jeffrey  Todds,  for  instance,  nearly  the 
oldest  member  of  the  society,  is  as  remarkable  a 
vessel  to  look  at  as  soul  ever  set  eyes  on.  You 
would  think  him  all  stem  and  ramiflcations,  tike  a 
huge  leaf  animated  ;  and  when  engaged  in  his  gar- 
den, hunting  snails  out  of  bis  banks,  the  cunningest 
eyesight  might  he  defied  to  distinguish  him  from 
the  barks  of  the  old  willows  about  him ;  an  effect 
to  which,  beyond  a  doubt,  bis  pepper-and'salt  long 
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coat  contributes,  although  there  is  still  something 
of  that  impalpable  green  and  yellowness  in  his  phiz 
so  characteristic  of  aged  barijs,  and  which  I  suppose 
he  has  unconsciously  acquired  by  his  continual 
intercommunication  and  cheek-by-jowlship  with 
them.  His  head,  from  being  as  bald  as  the  ivory 
top  of  a  walking-stick,  has  the  appearance  of  an 
immense  yellow  pumpkin ;  or,  lest  this  simile  should 
be  not  sufficiently  comprehended  by  the  reader,  is 
in  other  words  about  the  size  of  a  grocer's  tea  can- 
ister. On  the  other  hand,  the  dark  oily  counte- 
nance of  Mr.  James  Swinhum,  another  of  our  most 
highly  respected  members,  reminds  one  of  nothing 
so  much  as  a  spring  evening's  moist  slug. 

But  not  a  soul  of  them  all,  no,  not  one  of  the 
delving  race  within  our  sodety,  is  for  an  instant  to 
be  compared  to  the  late  great,  and  also  personally 
tall  Titus.  For  the  ardor  of  his  genius  in  the  pur- 
suit, the  splendor  of  his  various  growths,  the 
amount  of  prizes  awarded  to  him,  and  his  disas- 
trous and  most  eitraordinary  death, — he  must  be 
considered  as  much  superior  to  all  others,  as  is  the 
poplar  of  the  meadow  in  height  above  all  other 
trees.  He  was  the  life  and  soul  of  our  society,  or, 
'  "■  :  ey 
a  the 
best  side  of  the  society's  face. 

At  our  general  meetings,  be  was  always  distin- 
guishable above  others,  as  conspicuously  as  was  his 
fruit  above  theirs.  Nature  having  taken  more  than 
usual  mother's  care  to  manure  and  water  him  so 
well  during  his  growth,  that  when  arrived  ot  hia 
standard  height,  he  measured  six  feet  four  from  the 
ground  to  the  topmost  part  of  hia  trunk.  Unfor- 
tunately he  threw  out  no  branches, — in  other  words, 
he  left  no  family  behind  him, — or  we  might  now 
have  had  a  cutting  of  that  excellent  tree  engrafted 
upon  the  society.  I  knew  him  during  a  period  of 
fourteen  or  fifteen  summers,  and  from  lengthened 
observation  can  confidently  assert  that  a  greater 
enthusiast  in  any  pursuit  never  crossed  my  widest 
path.  Weather  had  not  the  least  visible  effect  upon 
him.  He  went  to  his  garden  amid  thunder-storms, 
with  the  same  punctuality  as  in  aunshine, — duiing 
floods  and  frosts  equally  as  in  dry  weather  and  hot. 
I  have  known  him  when  his  garden,  like  the  borders 
of  the  Nile,  has  been  covered  with  water  all  over 
nearly  linee  deep,  take  off  his  shoes  and  stockings, 
hai^  them  round  his  neck,  roll  up  his  trousers  like 
two  thick  rings  or  ferrules  round  his  lower  eitremi- 
ties,  in  the  greatest  unconcern,  and  with  equal 
pleasure  as  at  other  times.  It  was  not  for  the  pur- 
poae  of  doing  any  thing,  but  only  to  sec  the  state 
of  the  case,  and  report  the  depth  of  water  in  the 
gardens  to  the  nightly  visitors  (members  of  course) 
at  the  sign  of  "The  Frog  and  Tadpole,"  near  Scum 
Ditch,  on  an  outskirt  of  Hammaway,  close  upon 
the  gardens.  The  society  on  such  occasions  enter- 
tained great  fears  lest  he  should  jeopardize  his  val- 
uable existence  by  cold,  resulting  in  consumption; 
and  indeed,  on  two  occasions  of  remarkably  heavy 
floods,  accompanied  by  piercing  blasts,  formally 
passed  a  resolution  forbidding  him  to  wade  about 
his  plot  until  land  again  appeared.  He  seemed  to 
bow  to  the  Bocietj'fl  wishes,  but  was  afterwards  de- 
tected privately  splashing  about  as  usual.  A  vote 
of  censure  was  passed  on  the  commission  of  the 
second  offence,  merely  to  maintain  the  outward  dig- 
nity of  the  society ;  though  even  those  uidividuds 
who  voted  in  its  favor,  did  so  under  feelings  of  no 
ordinary  nature.     Once,  he  happily   discovered  a 
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thief  gctliog  up  trees  out  of  the  softened  nn 
ground,  and  under  the  pretence  of  arrest 
gave  him  a  sound  thrashing  first,  anil  thei 
him  off  to  the  conHtabte.  For  this  eiploit  a  apeoia! 
reward  was  agreed  upon  for  Titus,  aod  aftera  com- 
fortable supper,  the  chairman  concluded  a  flowerj 
speech  by  presenting  him  in  the  name  of  theaocietj 
with  a  new  three-legged  iron  pot. 

The  constancy  of  his  attendance  at  his  garden, 
daylight  permitting,  was  astonishing.  Exactly  at 
five  minutes  after  sii  in  tbe  evening,  he  was  regu- 
lariy  to  be  seen  crossing  the  short  moor  between 
Hsmmawa;  and  his  garden ;  and  at  dusit,  be  that 
whatever  hour  it  might,  he  was  as  regularly  to  be 
observed  returning  home  with  a  sprig  of  green  or  a 
flower  stuck  in  the  comer  of  his  mouth,  and  a  sec- 
ond in  some  favored 


it  goii 


I  there,   that 


many  of  those  inhabitants  of  the  lower  end  of  the 
town,  who  dwelt  too  (ar  off  the  churcl 
clock  strike,  were  long  in  the  habit  of  setting  their 
Dutch  clocks  and  watehea  bj  him;  as  well  perceiv- 
ing tbat  while  he  had  a  spring  left  to  keep  him 
going,  he  was  as  truly  to  be  depended  on  as  the  sun 
hmiself. 

Some  few  weeks  previous  to  our  last  summer- 
show  of  fruit,  Titus  went  to  his  garden  as  usual.  A 
drizdy  soaking  evening  it  was ;  and  throughout  the 
whole  range  of  garden  plots,  scarcely  a  soul  was  to 
be  seen,  save  himself.  In  the  dusk  and  niistiness 
of  ^  coming  night,  his  long  seramhling  limbs,  his 
height,  and  awkward  postures,  seemed  to  resemble 
him  to  some  strange  bogle  dabbimg  and  fishing  for 
frogs  amidst  a  swamp  ;  for  such  the  low  dewy  gar- 
dens then  appeared  wheu  viewed  from  the  surround- 
ing eminences.  To  the  astonishment  of  all  Ham- 
maway,  he  did  not  return  to  his  home  until  full  an 
hour  later  than  his  regular  time ;  that  is,  until  it 
bad  become  almost  dark. 

At  that  time,  he  was  met  by  a  belated  market- 
woman,  coming  at  an  unusual  pace  along  the  road 
across  the  common,  which,  to  her  terrified  gaze,  his 
^aunt  legs  seemed  to  swallow  up  as  he  strode.  Be- 
side him  was  a  creature  like  a  man,  but  so  diminu- 
tive, that  the  coat-laps  of  Titus  occasionally  flapped 
in  his  face.  Yet  that  tall  worthy  could  not  outstrip 
him.  Such  a  man  had  never  before  been  seen  in 
our  parts,  except  in  a  penny  show  at  the  annual 
Uir;  and  as  the  woman  passed  them  she  overheard 
— unless  her  senses  deceived  her— -she  overheard 
Titua  eiclaini  energetically  to  the  little  biped  by 
bis  side, — "Done! — I'll  take 

At  that  moment,  the  fee.  .. 
struck  fire  on  the  pebble  stones  over  whiuh  they 
walked,  and  the  market-womon  smelt  brimstone  as 
plainly  as  the  nose  was  on  her  faee.  This  latter  cir- 
cumstance was  however  afterwards  declared  to  be 
no  miracle;  since  it  was  confidently  asserted, 
though  the  housewives  of  Hamraaway  would  never 
hear  of  it,  that  she  carried  from  market  that  night 
no  less  than  three-pennjworthsof  the  old-fiishioned 
matches  in  her  basket. 

This  encounter  soon  became  known  and  enlarged 
in  all  its  suspicious  circumstances  and  horrors. 
Some  wisely  declared  they  had  their  thoughts  as 
well  as  other  folka.  Some  again  spoke  outright, 
and  avowed  their  beiief  that  Titus  had  done  neither 
more  nor  less  than  consort  with  the  devil,  for  the 
sake  of  fordng  his  gooseberries  by  and  through 
the  aid  of  that  old  gentleman's  underground  hotbed, 
—it  being  notorious  that  op  to  the  point  of  tune  of 
63 
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which  I  am  speaking,  Titus  had  been  most  low  in 
spirits,  in  consequence  of  the  unusual  backwardness 
of  his  fruit  i  while  afterwards  he  mounted  up  to  the 
highest  pinnacle  of  hope,  being  frequently  beard  to 
declare  his  solemn  conviclion  that,  late  as  it  was,  he 
should  take  every  individual  prize  for  the  berries, 
rough  and  smooth. 

Many  had  the  curiosity  afterwards  to  lie  in  wait 
when  Titus  went  to  his  garden  of  an  eveiung,  in 
anticipation  of  seeing  him  once  more  enjoying  the 
society  of  his  strange  companion,  and,  if  possible, 
of  tracing  out  where  he  came  from  and  whither  he 
vanished  to  ;  but  in  ftery  instance  were  they  dis- 
appointed,— he  never  came  again. 

Instead,  perhaps,  the  little  man  transacted  his 
it  was  that  o 


follow 


ig  morning  e 


tmatl  and  ci 


IS  box  was  dis- 


the  table  of  the  house,  by  his  w.__, 

rose  before  daylight  to  wash  her  own  and  her  hus- 
band's linen.  It  was  a  box  of  no  fashion  at  all,  as 
far  as  this  earth  is  concerned,  having  four  sides, 
every  one  of  which  was  triangular.  After  much 
fearful  consideration,  she  was  about  to  exhibit  her 
temerity  by  opening  it,  when  her  hand  was  arrested 
by  the  souiLd  of  sometliing  coming  down  her  nar- 
row staircase.  She  looked  in  that  direction,  and 
beheld  the  smallest  blacit  cat — at  least  it  walked  on 
ail  fours — with  the  largest  development  of  eyes  she 
had  ever  seen  during  the  eourse  of  her  mortal  pil- 
grimage. How  was  this?  /ftm/  kept  no  cat,  either 
white  or  black  ;  and,  of  course,  Titus's  lady  had  no 
recollection  whatever  at  such  a  critical  moment, 
that  stray  oats  are  as  desperately  determined  to  put 
their  heads  in  anywhere,  as  was  her  own  ^gantio 
lord  to  stride  away  to  his  garden.  Instead  of 
washing,  she  fiew  off  to  bed  again  in  terror,  without 
waiting  to  split  open  the  boi;  though  not  without 
inly  promising  to  do  so  as  soon  as  broad  dayhght 
"-'"''  She  fell  asleep ;  and  on  awakening  again 
bat  Titus  was  missing.  He  had  risen  by  tbe 
peep  of  mormng,  and  carried  the  box  away 
to  his  garden,  where  none  but  his  gooseberry-bushes 
and  cabbage-stumps  could  be  privy  to  the  contents. 
When  he  returned  home  to  breakfast,  he  threw  the 
box  empt^  on  the  fioor,  telling  his  wife  she  might 
appropriate  it,  if  any  use  for  such  a  queer-shaped 

■tide  could  be  found;  but  she  resohitely  avowed 
should  never  be  adopted  in  her  house,  not  even 

r  a  raateh-boi,  nniess  Titua  would  first  declare 

hat  it  had  contained. 
"Nothing  to  do  you  any  harm,"  was  hia  reply  ; 

id  beyond  which  neither  coaling,  threatening,  nor 
reasoning  couW  extort  a  word.  This  made  the  wife 
still  more  suspicious;  she  resolved,  by  the  lud  of 
Providence,  to  convmce  herself  at  least  of  the  na- 
of  tbe  place  beyond  this  world,  from  whence 
she  believed  the  three-cornered  thing  had  come ; 
and  therefore  seizing  an  opportunity  after  that 
morning  meal,  when  Titus  had  gone  to  work,  she 
called  in  one  or  two  of  her  neighbors  as  witnesses, 
informed  them  of  all  that  had  passed,  upon  which 
she  hung  her  own  interpretations  and  guajBcions, 
and  then,  whilst  fearfuUy  they  all  stood  round,  she 
"eized  the  boi  with  her  tongs,  and  cast  it  into  the 
ire.  The  general  eipectation  was,  that  it  would 
lither  eiplode  and  vanish  in  smote,  or  else  shoot 
luddcnly  off  in  furiously  hissing  blue  flames. 

Neither  of  these  events,  to  the  mortal  disappoint- 
nent  of  the  assembly,  took  place.  Instead,  the 
stubborn  stuff  would  scarcely  bum  at  ^I.     After 

iQsidering  awhile    about  this   yery  unwoodiike 
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phenomenon,  they  diacoicred  Ihis  btmnp;!'  lact  to 
be  the  most  natural  and  probable     for  if  it  really 

did  come  from  (the\  here  looked  infernallj 

horrible  At  one  another  )  nothing  nnder  the  bud 
could  be  clearer  than  that  it  must  necessarily  be 
fire-proof. 

In  a  fright  of  conTJolion,  Mistress  Titus  took  the 
box  off  the  coals,  and  flung  it  far  beyond  a  neigh 
boring  ditch,  leBt,  if  cast  amongst  other  refuse,  it 
should  charm  and  bedevil  the  Christian  heap  of 
that  commodity,  which  lay  before  her  cottage  door. 
From  being  himself  an  object  of  univeraal  suapi- 
doD,  Titua  now  found  that  aThousand  curious  eyes 
were  turned  upon  his  gooseberries.  All  expected 
to  see  wonderi;  whilst  the  extraordinary  reports 
that  were  spread  about  respecting  them,  and  which 
doubtless  originated  with  some  prying  souls  who 
liad  crept  clandestinely  into  his  garden,  and  taken 
a  stolen  view,  tended  nothing  towards  diminishing 
the  general  aniiety.  It  was  confidently  declared 
that  they  were  of  a  fiery  red,  as  though  the  skins 
enclosed  a  hot  coal ;  that  they  were  as  hard  as 
hoofs,  and  the  prickles  on  some  of  them  like  hedge- 
hogs' quills. 

At  length,  as  the  time  of  exhibition  drew  nigh, 
Titus  triumphantly  invited  several  connoisseurs  of 
berries  to  inspect  his  trees.  To  their  amazement 
they  found  the  previously  incredible  cepo.'ts  in  all 
respects  true,  save  with  reference  lo  the  size  of  the 
fruit.  Therein,  indeed,  had  the  current  tales  either 
fallen  short,  or  the  berries  themselves  had  ance  far 
outgrown  their  description.  They  were  really  pon- 
derons ;  and  adjudged  in  some  instances  to  weigh 
as  much  as  thirty-three  or  four  pennyweights.  Our 
inspectors  almost  doubted  their  own  senses,  and  be- 
gan to  lancy  it  pos^ble  that  some  ma^cal  delusion 
was  being  practised  upon  their  otherwise  expe- 
rienced optics.  The  matter  appeared  the  more  as- 
tonishing, when  we  reflect  how  dwindiedand  dimin- 
ntive  appeared  the  same  berries  in  the  early  part  of 
the  season.  What  stimulating,  miraculous  ni 
must  that  box  have  contained  in  its  bowels 
was  it  manure  ?  Was  it  not  rather  an  elliir  drawn 
from  demon-distilled  earths,  of  which  a  few  drops 
invigorated  mora  than  many  barrowstui  of  limes, 
bones,  orsalts!  Butif  these  thoughts  entered  their 
minds  spontaneously  at  the  flrst  glance,  what 
they  not  think  when  Titus  informed  them  that 
had  changed  the  names  of  all  his  bushes?  Wl 
he  led  them  round  his  borders,  and  pointed  ■ 
" The  Dark  Fiery,"  "The  Brimstone  King,"  "1 
Devil's  Black ;"  and  even,  when  be  came  to  christen 
the  biggest  of  all,  "The  Great  Infernal  Rough?" 
then  in  truth  did  they  stand  aghast,  each  with  his 
eyes  on  Titus,  as  though  doubting  whether  he  be- 
held man  or  demon. 

The  day  of  trial  was  nigh.  Titua  had  in  all  opt- 
ions of  course  thrown  the  idea  of  competition  com- 
pletely aside,  for  who  could  hope  to  approach  even 
within  distance  of  hts  Infernal  Rough  ■  Nay,  his 
inferior  Dark  Fiery  and  Brimstone  King  were  plainly 
more  thaa  a  matdl  for  the  best  of  all  their  Imperial 
Greens  and  Keds. 

It  was  evident  that  as  many  copper  kettles  would 
fall  to  his  lot  as  might  set.,him  up  with  stock  for  a 
small  brazier's  shop.  Hence  envy,  tiat  terrible 
sprite,  crept  into  the  soul  of  the  society,  and  at  one 
time  seriously  threatened  its  very  existence.  'A 
secret  conspiracy  against  him  was  laid  and  hatched 
by  two  rival  growers,  which  broke  out  on  the  iden- 
tical nigbt  preceding  the  eventful  mom  of  exhihitioa. 


That  night,  dreamily  unconscious  of  the  goose- 
berry desolation  to  which  he  should  awaken  on  the 
morrow,  poor  Titus  lay  quietly  on  his  woollen  mat- 
trass,  beholding  happy  viaons  of  angelic  horticul- 
turists, berries  as  big  as  beer-barrels,  and  cart-loads 
of  prizes  shooting  down  their  golden  loads  before 
' '  ■  house  door.  He  awoke  by  peep  of  dawn, 
id  ves  full  of  gooseberries,  and  he  could 
shut  his  eyes  no  more  that  momiug.  So,  getting 
up  in  hast«  to  contemplate  those  resplendent  pro- 
ductions, he  strode  down  to  his  garden  some  hours 
"  "  e  breakfast  time.  The  gate  was  open,  the 
broken,  fruit  stripped  off  and  trampled  under 
foot  along  the  pathways  I  Titus  saw,  and  fell  prone 
to  the  earth. 
Later  in  the  day,  his  wife  went  down  to  see  after 
im,  and  discovered  him  as  described  above,  ex- 
iuded  on  his  bed,  with  the  watering-pot,  that  faith- 
il  attendant,  by  his  fflde.  Having  obtained  assist- 
lee,  she  had  him  conveyed  home.  Doctor  Quassia, 
of  Hammaway,  was  called  in,  who  admmistered 
stimulants  of  all  sorts  to  eiiect  his  recovery ;  and 
amongst  the  rest, — as  knowing  the  proper  restora- 
tives for  fainting  country  people — tickled  his  nose 
with  a  coctrel's  feather,  and  his  ears  with  a  bunch 
of  nettles.  By  these  additional  means  he  was 
brought  hack  agaui  to  his  senses. 

Everybody  in  Hammaway,  however  anxious  be- 
fore, were  now  more  anxious  than  ever  to  pump  out 
the  secret  of  raising  such  astounding  berries.  Titus 
was  deeply  questioned,  but  he  remained  as  mute  as 
his  own  bed-post— a  circumstance  which  gave  ad- 
ditional force  to  the  preconceived  general  opinion, 

that  he  had  sold  himself  to 

No  matter  who — for  what  right,  ye  "purity  of 
election"  people,  has  a  man  to  sell  himself  to  any- 

They  also  conadered  in  addition,  that  the  , 

i.  e.,  the  same  gentleman  just  alluded  to,  had 
cheated  him  before  his  time ;  for  who,  asked  they, 
ever  dealt  with — (the  reader  may  here  insert  the 
name  of  any  gentleman  he  jrfeasea,)  without  event- 
ually finding  himself  on  the  wrong  aide  of  the  post  ? 

All  this  was  very  excellent,  but  the  grand  secret 
remained  still  as  nnfathomable  a  secret  as  before. 

Meantime,  lltus  took  hia  gooseberries  so  much  to 
heart  that  he  weighed  hhnself  down  beneath  the 
burden  of  them;  and  that  sensitive  organ,  that 
single  wheel  upon  which  Ufe  roUs  along^I  mean 
his  heart — gave  evident  symptoms  that  its  oil  was 
out,  its  axle  broken,  and  that  it  would  shortiy  cease 
to  move  at  all.  Tokens  like  these  alarmed  every- 
body; and  lest  Titus  should  slip  off  unexpectedly, 
and  carry  his  myptery  along  with  him,  to  bury  it  in 
that  deeper  mystery,  the  grave,  he  was  besought, 
exhorted,  coiynred,  and  prayed,  to  clear  his  dying 
body  of  the  charge  which,  according  to  common 
repute,  lay  at  hia  door ;  the  more  especially  as  at 
the  same  time  he  might  be  making  known  one  of 
the  greatest  discoveries  in  horticulture  ever  yet 
discovered  by  the  greatest  discoverers.  Titus  rolled 
round  his  eyes,  but  said  nothing. 

The  people  of  Hammaway  were  perplexed  be- 
yond measure.  Men,  women,  and  children  alike  in 
their  degree ;  though  the  gardeners  especially  were 

At  length,  when  it  became  evident  bow  surely 
Death  had  informed  Titus  that  very  shortly  he 
should  make  a  call  upon  him,  Mr.  Canticle,  the 
curate,  was  called  in,  as  the  man  most  likely  of  all 
men  within  the  Wapentake,  to  over-match  the 
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"Well,  what  happened?" 

"  You  shall  hear." 

The  curate  lodged  himself  upon  the  edge  of  the 
bedstead  on  nhich  the  fallen  Corinthiiui  capital  of 
our  aociet;  h,y.  and  after  aeveral  minutes  spent  in 
silent  rumination — in  chewing  as  it  were  the  cud 
of  hie  mind — he  thug  apoke : 

"My  friend,"  said  he,  "it  ig  now  high  time  to 
inform  thee  that  thj  feet  are  hastening  to  tread  the 
ground  of  another  world.  It  may  be,  the  ground 
of  a  far  more  blissful  garden  than  this,  upon  which 
thy  fleshly  heart  has  beenfiied;  or,  it  maybe  the 
ground  of  that  dreadful  place  which  is  said  to  be 
bottonilesfl." 

Titus  groaned  from  the  bottom  of  his  spirit. 

"Speak!"  cried  the  curafe,  "for  this  very  mo- 
ment may  be  thy  last.  Hadat  thou  any  pact  with 
the  devil  P" 


He  died  before  the  secret  could  be  delivered. 

All  the  philosophers  of  Ilammaway  laid  their 
heads  together  immediately  ailerwards,  in  order  to 
debate,  consult,  and  divine,  what  words  they  oouid 
be  which  poor  Titus  left  unrevealed.  But  as  no 
tolerable  evidence  could  be  obt^ned  touching  the 
character,  residence,  or  occupation,  of  the  diminu- 
tive biped,  who,  it  was  presumed,  had  furnished  the 
deceased  with  the  queer-shaped  box,  they  finally 
arrived  at  the  sagacious  decision,  tliat  "it  was 
totally  imposaible  to  decide  at  all." 

Such  a  conclusion  was  worth  nothing.  The  reader 
is  at  perfect  liberty  to  speculate  upon  the  subject 
for  turn  self. 


EXTRACTS   FROM   "DOCTOR   SYNTAX   IN   SEARCH   OF   THE    PICTURESQUE." 


The  ichool  was  done,  the  bua'ness  o'er. 
When  tir'd  of  Greek  and  Latin  lore. 
Good  Sybtai  sought  his  easy  chair, 
And  sat  in  calm  composure  there. 
His  wife  was  to  a  neighbor  gone. 
To  hear  tie  chit-chat  of  tbe  town; 
And  left  him  the  unfrequent  power 
Of  brooding  through  a  quiet  hour. 
Thus,  wbile  he  sat,  a  busy  train 
Of  images  besieged  his  hr^n. 
Of  church-preferment  he  had  none ; 
Nay,  all  his  hope  of  that  was  gone : 
He  felt  that  he  content  must  be 
With  drudging  in  a  curacy. 
Indeed,  on  ev'ry  Sabbath-day, 
Through  eight  long  miles  he'took  his  wa 
To  preach,  to  grumble,  and  to  pray ; 
To  cheer  the  good,  to  warn  the  sinner. 
And,  if  he  got  it, — eat  a  dinner: 
To  bury  these,  to  christen  those. 
And  marry  such  fond  folks  aa  chose 
To  change  the  tenor  of  their  life, 
And  risk  the  matrimonial  strife. 
Thus  were  his  weekly  journeys  made, 
'Neath  summer  suns  and  wintry  shade ; 
And  all  his  gains,  it  did  appear. 
Were  only  thirty  pounds  a-year. 
Besides,  th'  augmenting  taxes  press, 
To  aid  expense  and  add  distress ; 
Hatton  and  beef,  and  bread  and  beer, 
And  ev'ry  thing  was  grown  so  dear ; 
The  boys,  too,  always  prone  to  eat, 
Delighted  lees  in  books  than  meat ; 
So  that,  when  holy  Christmas  came. 
His  earnings  ceas'd  to  be  the  same. 
And  now,  alas  I  could  do  no  more. 
Than  keep  the  wolf  without  the  door. 
E'en  birch,  the  pedant  master's  boast, 
Was  so  increaa'd  in  worth  and  coat, 
That  oft,  prudentially  beguil'd. 
To  save  the  rod,  he  spar'd  the  child. 
Thus,  if  the  times  refus'd  to  mend, 
He  to  his  school  must  put  an  end. 
How  hard  bis  lot !  how  blind  his  fat*  1 
What  shall  he  do  to  mend  his  state  ? 
Thus  did  poor  Syntax  ri 


When,  as  the  vivid  mel 

And  instant  light  the  g 

A  sudden  thought  across  mm  came. 

And  told  the  way  to  wealth  and  fiime; 

And,  as  th'  expanding  vision  grew 

Wider  and  wider  to  his  view. 

The  punted  &ncy  did  beguile 

His  woe-worn  phis  into  a  smile: 

But,  while  he  pac'd  tbe  room  aronnd, 

Or  stood  immers'd  in  thought  profound, 

The  Doctor,  'midst  his  rumination. 

Was  waken'd  by  a  visitation 

Which  troubles  many  a  poor  man's  life — 

The  visitation  of  hia  wife. 

Good  Mrs,  Syntai  was  a  htdy, 

Ten  years,  perhaps,  beyond  her  hey-day ; 

But  though  the  blooming  charms  had  flown 

That  grac'd  her  youth,  it  still  was  known 

The  love  of  power  she  never  lost, 

Aa  Syntax  found  it  io  his  cost ; 

For  as  her  words  were  used  to  flow. 

He  but  replied  or  tes  or  bo. 

Whene'er  enrag'd  by  some  disaster. 

She'd  shake  the  boys  and  cuff  the  master; 

Nay,  to  avenge  the  slightest  wrong. 

She  could  employ  both  arms  and  tongue  ; 

And,  if  we  hst  to  country  tales, 

She  sometimes  would  enforce  her  naila. 

Her  face  was  red,  her  form  was  iat, 

A  round-about,  and  rather  squat; 

And  when  in  angry  humor  stalking. 

Was  like  a  dumpling  set  a-walking. 

'Twas  not  the  cuatora  of  this  spouse 

To  suffer  iong  a  quiet  house : 

She  was  among  those  busy  wives. 

Who  hurry-scurry  through  their  lives; 

And  make  amends  for  fading  beauty. 

By  telling  husbands  of  their  duty, 

'Twas  at  this  moment,  when,  inspir'd. 
And  by  his  new  ambition  Hr'd, 
The  pious  man  his  handa  uprear'd, 
That  Mrs,  Syntax  re-appear'd : 
Amaz'd  she  look'd,  and  loud  she  shriek'd. 
Or,  rather  like  a  pig  she  squeak'd, 
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To  see  her  humble  husband  dare 
Tbu£  quit  bis  sober  ev'mng  chuir, 
And  pace,  with  varying  steps,  about. 
Now  in  the  room,  and  now  without. 
At  first,  she  did  not  find  her  tongue, 
(A  thing  which  seldom  happen'd  long,) 
But  soon  that  organ  grew  unquiet. 
To  ask  the  cause  of  all  this  riot. 
The  Doctor  smil'd,  and  thus  address'd 
The  secrets  of  his  hib'ring  breast 


"  Sit  down,  mj  love,  ny  dearest  dear, 
Nay,  prithee  do,  and  patient  hear; 
Let  me,  for  once,  throughout  my  life, 
Beceiie  this  kindness  from  my  wife ; 
It  will  oblige  mo  so : — in  troth, 
It  will,  my  dear,  oblige  us  both; 
For  such  a,  plan  baa  come  athwart  me. 
Which   Bome  kind  sprite  frcan  Heav'n  I 

brought  roe, 
That  if  you  will  your  counsels  join. 
To  aid  this  golden  scheme  of  mine, 
New  days  will  come — new  times  appear, 
And  teeming  plenty  crown  the  year: 
We  then  on  dainty  bita  shall  dine. 
And  change  Our  home-brew'd  ale  for  wine 
On  summer  days  to  take  the  air. 
We'll  putour  Grizzle  to  a  chair; 
While  you,  in  silks  and  muslins  fine. 
The  grocer's  wife  shall  far  outshine, 
And  neighb'ring  folks  be  forc'd  to  own, 
In  this  mr  town  you  give  the  ton." 
"  Oh  I  tell  me,"  cried  the  smiling  dame, 
"  Tell  me  this  golden  road  to  fame  : 
You  charm  my  heart,  you  quite  delight  it. 
"  ril  make  a  TocB— onrf  tfien  I'll  weitk  j 
You  well  know  what  my  pen  can  do. 
And  I'll  employ  my  pencil  too ; — 
I'll  ride  and  viHte,  and  tkeich,  and  print. 
And  thus  create  a  real  mint ; 
111  prose  it  here.  Til  verif.  it  there. 
And  pictTireamK  it  ev'ry  where : 
I'll  do  what  all  have  done  before  ; 
I  think  I  shall — and  somewhat  more; 
At  Doctor  Pompous  ^Te  a  look ; 
He  made  his  fortone  by  a  book, 
And  if  my  volume  does  not  beat  it, 
When  I  return  I'll  fry  and  eat  it. 


My  clothes,  my  cash,  my  all  prepare; 
While  Ralph  looks  to  the  grizzle  mare. 
Tho'  wond  ring  folks  may  laugh  and  scoff, 
By  this  day  fortnight  Til  be  off; 
And  when  old  Time  a  month  has  run. 
Our  bus'ness,  Lovey,  will  be  done, 
I  will  in  search  of  fortune  roam. 
While  you  eiy'oy  yourself  at  home," 

The  story  told,  the  Doctor  eas'd 
Of  his  grand  plan,  and  Madam  pleas'd. 
No  pains  were  spar'd  by  night  or  day 
To  set  him  forward  on  hia  way : 
She  trimm'd  hia  coat — she  mended  all 
His  various  clothing,  great  and  small ; 
And  better  still,  a  purse  waa  found 
With  twenty  notes,  of  each  a  pound. 
Thus  furnish'd,  and  in  full  condition 
To  prosper  in  his  expedition ; 
At  lengtb  the  liiig'ring  moment  came, 
That  pve  the  dawn  of  wealth  and  fame. 
Incurious  Ralph,  eiact  at  four, 
lied  Grizzle,  saddled,  to  the  door ; 
And  soon,  with  more  than  common  state. 
The  Doctor  alood  before  the  gate. 
Behind  him  was  his  faithfiil  wife  ;— 
"One  more  embrace  my  dearest  life  I" 
Then  his  gray  palfrey  he  bestrode, 
And  gave  a  nod,  and  off  he  rode. 
"  Good  luck !  good  luck  1"  she  loudly  cried ; 
"  Vale  I  0  Yale  P  he  replied. 

A  heap  of  stones  the  Doctor  found. 
Which  loosely  lay  upon  the  ground, 
To  form  a  seat,  where  he  might  trace 
The  antique  beauty  of  the  place ; 
But,  while  his  eye  observ'd  the  fine 
That  was  to  limit  the  design. 
The  stones  gave  way,  and — sad  to  tell ! — 
Down  from  the  bank  he  headlong  fell. 
The  slush,  collected  for  an  age, 
Receiv'd  the  venerable  Sage ; 
For,  at  the  time,  the  ebbing  flood 
Was  just  retreating  from  the  mud  ; 
But,  after  floundering  about, 
Svntai  eontriv'd  to  waddle  out, 
Half-atunn'd,  amaz'd,  and  cover'd  o'er 
As  seldom  wight  had  been  before. 
O'erwhehn'd  with  filth,  and  stink,  and  grie^ 
He  saw  no  house  to  give  relief; 
And  thus,  amid  the  village  diu. 
He  ran  the  gauntlet  to  the  inn. 
An  angler  threw  his  hook  so  pat. 
He  caught  at  once  the  Doctor's  hat ; 
A  bathmg  boy  who  naked  stood, 
Dash'd  boldly  in  the  eddying  flood. 
And,  swiiuming  onward  hke  a  grig, 
Soon  overtook  the  Doctor's  wig. 
Grizzle  had  trac'd  the  barren  spot, 
Where  not  a  blade  of  grass  waa  got; 
And,  finding  nought  to  tempt  her  stay. 
She  to  the  Dragon  took  her  way. 
The  ostler  cried,  "Here's  some  disaster, — 
The  mare's  retum'd  without  her  master  1" 
But  soon  he  came,  amid  the  noise 
Of  luen  and  women,  girls  and  boys : 
Glad  in  the  inn  to  find  retreat 
From  the  rude  msults  of  the  street. 
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n  their 


I  again 


To  that  warm  inn  they  quickly  liied, 
Wlierc  Syntax,  by  the  fire-aide, 
Sat  in  the  landlord's  garments  elad, 
But  neither  sorrowful  nor  sad, 
Nor  did  he  waste  his  hours  away, 
But  gave  his  pencil  all  its  play, 
And  trac'd  the  landscapea  of  tlie  day. 


Was  home  bj  Grisde  o'er  the  plain ; 
But  Grizzle,  haTing  liv'd  in  clover, 
Symptoms  of  spirit  did  discover, 
That  more  than  once  had  nearly  thrown 
Her  deep-reflecting  master  down; 
Nor,  till  they'd  travelt'd  half  the  day. 
Did  he  pereeire  he'd  lost  his  way : 
Nor,  to  that  moment,  did  he  find 
That  Grizzle,  by  some  ehanoe  unkind, 
Had  teil  her  ears  and  tail  behind. 
"  Ne'er  niind,  good  beaal,"  he  kindly  said ; 
"  What  though  no  ears  bedeck  your  head : 
What  though  the  honors  of  your  rump 
Are  dwindled  to  a.  naked  stamp. 
Now,  rais'd  in  purse  as  well  as  spirit. 
Your  master  will  reward  your  merit." 
Another  day  they  journey'd  On ; 
The  nest,  and  lo!  the  workvas  done- 
Some  days  before,  {I  had  forgot 
To  say,)  a.  letter  had  been  wrote. 
To  tell  how  soon  he  should  appear, 
And  re-einbrace  his  dearest  dear ; 
But  not  one  solitary  word 
Of  his  good  fortune  he  prefcrr'd. 

"  Yes,  home  is  home,  where'er  it  be. 
Or,  shaded  by  the  village-tree, 
Or  where  the  loity  domes  arise, 
To  ca1«h  tlie  passing  stranger's  eyes." 
'Twas  thus  he  thought,  when,  at  the  gate, 
He  saw  his  Doll  impatient  wait ; 
Nor,  as  he  pass'd  the  Street  along. 
Was  he  unnotic'd  by  the  throng ; 
For  not  a  head  within  a  shop 
But  did  through  door  or  window  pop. 
He  kiss'd  his  dame,  and  gravel;  spoke, 
As  now  he  brooded  o'er  a  joke; 
While  she  to  know,  impatient  burn'd. 
With  how  much  money  he  return'd. 
"Give  me  my  pipe,"  he  eald,  "and  ale, 
And  in  due  time  youll  liear  the  tale." 

He  sat  him  down  his  pipe  to  smoke, 
Look'd  sad,  and  not  a  word  he  spoke ; 
But  madam  soon  her  speech  began, 
And  in  discordant  tones  it  ran : — 

"  I  think,  by  tliat  confounded  look. 
You  have  not  writ  your  boasted  book ; 
Yes,  all  your  money  you  have  spent, 
And  come  back  poorer  than  you  went ; 
Yes,  you  have  wandcr'd  far  from  home, 
And  here  a  beggar  you  are  come ; 
But  bills  from  ^  sides  arc  in  waiting. 
To  g  ve  your  Reference  a  baiting : 
I  do  not  mean  to  scold  and  rail ; 
But  I'll  not  live  with  you  in  jail. 
So  long  a  time  you've  staid  away, 
That  the  Town.<lurate  yon  must  pay ; 
For  while  from  home  you  play'd  the  fool. 
He  kindly  came  to  teach  the  school; 
And  a  few  welcome  pounds  to  earn, 
By  flowing  boys  to  make  them  learn : 
But  I  must  say,  you  dlly  elf! 
You  merit  (o  be  flogg'd  yourself; 
And  I've  a  mind  this  whip  shall  crack 
Upon  your  raw-bon'd  lazy  back. 
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Tea,  puff  away — but  tianojoke 
For  aJl  mj  schemes  to  end  in  smoke. 
What,  tongue-tied  booby !  will  you  say 
To  Mrs.  Dresa'em  ?— Who  will  pay 
Her  biU  for  these  nice  clothea!— Why,  zoi: 
It  borders  upon  twenty  pounds." 

Thus,  as  she  vehemently  prated, 
And  the  deligbteii  Doctor  rated. 
From  a  small  pocket  in  his  coat 
He  unobserv'd  drew  forth  a  note. 
And  throwing  it  upon  the  table, 
He  said,  "My  dear,  you'll  now  be  able 


To  keep  your  mantua-maker  quiet ; 

So  cease,  I  beg,  this  idle  riot ; 

And,  if  you'll  not  make  such  a  pother, 


She  started  up  in  joy's  alarms. 
And  olasp'd  the  Doctor  in  her  arms; 
Then  ran  to  bid  the  boys  huzza, 
And  give  them  all  a  holiday. 

"  Such  ia  the  matrimonial  life," 
Said  Syntax;— "but  I  love  my  wife 
Just  now  with  horsewhip  I  waa  bother'd, 
And  now  with  hugging  I  am  smother'd  ; 

I  still  shall  say — that  feome  is  home  I 

Again  her  dear  the  Dame  caress'd, 
And  clasp'd  him  fondly  to  her  breast: 
At  length,  amidst  her  am'roua  play, 
The  Doctor  found  a  time  to  say — 
"  The  tatted  calf  I  trust  you've  sliun. 
To  welcome  Svntai  home  again." 
"No,"  ahe  repUed,  "no  fatted  enif; 
We  have  a  better  thing  by  half; 
For  with  expectation  big 
Of  yom-  return,  we  kill'd  a  pig ; 
And  a  rich  haslet  at  the  fire. 
Will  ^ve  you  oU  you  can  deare ; 
The  sav'ry  meat  myself  will  baale. 
And  suit  it  io  my  deary's  taste." 
"That  dish,"  he  cried,  "  Td  rather  see. 
Than /Wcani&a«  or  frieiasee. 
Oh,"  he  continued,  "  what  a  blessing : 
To  have  a  wife  so  fond  of  dressing; 
Who  with  such  taste  and  skill  can  work, 
To  dress  herseif,  and  dreaa  the  pork." 
She  now  retum'd  to  household  care, 
The  dainty  supper  to  prepare. 


"  Tea,  puff  awfty— but  'lis  no  joke. 


,,  Google 


VILLA&E  CHORISTERS. 


VILLAGE  CnOElSraRS. 


A  Fic  in  It  string  is  a  troublesome  article  to  man 
age ;  two  pigs  in  a  string  are  more  troublewme  stili 
to  a  degree,  perhaps,  in  proportion  to  the  squares 
of  their  distances— a  ram  in  a  halter  is  also  prover 
bial  for  obstinaej, — mules  are  celebrated  for  their 
pertinacity,  and  donkeys  for  their  stupidity;  but 
ell  the  pigs,  rams,  mules,  and  asses  in  the  world, 
pat  together,  would  be  more  easily  managed  than 
a  company  of  singers  in  a  village  church.  About 
four  miles  from  Loppington  there  is  a  village  oalled 
Snatchain.  The  hving  is  but  small,  and  the  rectOF 
resides  and  performs  his  duty  without  the  aid  of  a 
curate.  You  cannot  imagine  a  milder  and  more 
gentle  creature  than  this  esceilent  clergyman.  He 
is  quite  a  picture,  either  for  pen  or  pencil.  He  h 
not  more  than  five  feet  four  inches  in  height,  some- 
what stout,  but  not  very  robust ;  he  is  nearly  seven- 
ty years  of  age — perhaps  quite,  by  this  time ;  his 
hair,  what  Uttle  is  left  of  it,  is  as  white  as  silver; 
his  face  is  free  from  all  wnnkles  either  of  care  or 
age;  his  voice  is  slender,  but  musical  with  meek- 
ness. The  practical  principle  of  his  demeanor  has 
always  been — any  thing  for  a  quiet  life.  He  would 
not  speak  a  harsh  word.  Or  think  an  unkind  thought 
to  or  of  any  human  being ;  but  he  is  now  and  tben 
tempted  to  think  that  when  the  Apostle  Faul  re- 
commended the  Christians  to  live  peaceably  with 
all  men,  lie  put  in  the  saving  clause  "  if  pos^ble," 
with  particular  reference  to  village  choristers. 
Snatcbam  choir  is  said  to  be  the  best  in  the  county  ; 
such  at  least  is  the  ojunion  of  the  choristers  them- 
selves; and  he  must  be  a  bold  man  who  should  say 
to  the  contrary.  Thay  are  no  doubt  very  sincere 
when  they  say  that  they  never  heard  any  better 
than  themselves;  for,  to  judge  from  their  singing, 
you  would  not  imagine  that  they  had  ever  heard 
any  one  else.  Snalcham  church  does  not  boast  an 
oi^an,  and  it  is  well  it  does  not,  for  if  it  did,  the 
whole  choir  would  insist  upon  playing  on  it  all  at 
once ;  but  instead  of  an  organ,  it  has  a  band  of 
music,  which  has  l>eea  gradually  increasing  for  some 


seded  bv 

waB  "mon  tound,  however,  that  the  dulcet  not( 
a  single  flute  were  quite  lost  amid  the  chaos  of 
sounds  produced  by  the  vocal  efforts  of  the  choir ; 
so  a' second  flute  was  added  by  way  of  reinforce- 
ment ;  but  all  the  flutes  in  the  world  would  be  no 
match  for  the  double  bass  voice  of  Uartin  Orobb,. 
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the  Snatchara  butcher,  onder  whose  burlj  weight 
and  hurly-hurly  notes  the  whole  music-gallery  trem- 
bled and  shook.  To  give  pungency  to  the  instru- 
mental department,  therefore,  ft  hautboy  was  add- 
ed ;  but  the  Tocalists  felt  it  a  point  of  honor  tc 
outscream  the  instrumenta,  and  the  miscellaneous 
voice  of  James  Gripe,  the  miller's  son,  who  Bang 
tenor,  treble,  or  counter-tenor,  jufit  as  it  happened, 
was  put  into  requisition  for  estra  duty  to  match  tbe 
hautboy.  James  Gripe  could  sing  very  loud;  but 
the  louder  he  sang,  the  more  you  heard  that  kind 
of  noiae  that  is  produced  by  singing  through 
comb.  It  used  to  be  said  of  him  that  he  Sang 
if  he  had  studied  music  in  a  mill  during  a  high 
wind.  To  the  two  flutes  and  the  hautboy  wera 
added  two  clarionets,  because  two  of  Gripe's  young- 
er brothers  were  growing  up,  and  had  a  fancy  for 
music.  Young  Grubb,  the  son  of  the  butcher,  be- 
gan soon  to  exhibit  musical  talents,  and  accompa- 
nied hJH  father  at  home  on  the  violoncello,  which 
instrument,  with  the  leave  of  the  rector,  wBS  added 
to  the  church  band  in  a  very  short  time, — a  time 
too  short,  I  believe,  for  the  perfection  of  the  per- 
formance. 

The  rector,  dear  good  man,  never  refused  his 
leave  to  any  thing,  especially  to  what  the  singers 
asked;  they  might  have  had  leave  to  introduce  a 
wagon  and  eight  horses,  if  they  had  asked — but 
still  the  rector  did  not  like  it;  and  every  time  he 
was  called  upon  to  christen  a  child  for  one  of  his 
parishioners,  he  trembled  lest  the  young  one  should 
have  a  turn  for  music,  and  introduce  into  the  galle- 
ry some  new  musical  abomination.  It  was  nest 
discovered  that  only  one  bass  to  so  many  treble  in- 
strumenta was  not  fair  play,  so  to  the  violoncello 
was  added  a  bassoon,  and  to  the  bassoon  a  serpent. 
What  nest  ? — nothing  more  at  present ;  but  if  the 
movement  party  retain  its  ascendency,  triangles 
and  kettle-druma  may  be  eipocted.  The  present 
state  of  Snalcbam  choir  la  as  follows.  In  the  first 
place,  liere  is  Martin  Gmbb,  the  butcher,  a  atout 
robust  man  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  having  a 
round  head  and  a  red  face,  with  strong,  straight, 
thick  brownish-gray  hair,  combed  over  his  forehead, 
and  reaching  to  his  very  eyebrows.  He  is  the  old- 
est, the  wealthiest,  and  the  most  influential  man  in 
the  choir.  He  ^ngs  bass,  and  ia  said  to  be  the  life 
and  soul  of  the  party,  though  there  are  no  great 
symptoms  of  life  and  soul  in  his  face,  which  ia  about 
as  fiill  of  eipression  aa  a  bullocli'a  liver.  Then 
there  ia  young  Martin  Grubb,  who  is  a  bit  of  a  dan- 
dy,  with  black  curfing  hair,  and'  whiskera  of  the 
same  pattern,  pale  face,  thin  lips,  long  chin,  and 
short  noae;  his  instrument  is  tbe  violoncello. 
Jamea  Gripe  is  leader  of  the  treble  voices,  with  oc- 
casional digressions,  as  above  noticed.  And,  En 
addition  to  the  two  younger  Gripes,  Absalom  and 
Peter,  who  play  the  two  clarionets,  there  are  Onesi- 
phorua  Bang,  tbe  shoemaker,  who  plays  the  first 
flute  ;  Issachar  Crack,  a  rival  shoemaker,  who  plays 
the  second  flate;  Cometiua  Pike,  the  tobacco-pipe 
maker,  who  playa  the  bassoon ;  Alexander  Rodol- 
pho  Crabbe,  tbe  baker,  who  plays  the  hautboy ; 
Gregory  Flush,  the  t^lor,  who  plays  the  serpent, 
together  with  divers  others,  men,  boys,  and  girls, 
who  make  up  the  whole  band. 

This  renowned  choir  has  for  a  long  time  consid- 
ered itself  the  n'  plui  iiitra  of  the  musical  profes- 
aon,  and  consequently  equal  to  the  performance  of 
any  music  that  was  ever  composed.  The  old- 
1  psalm  tunes  are  therefore  all  banished- 


[I  Siiatcham  church,  t 


great  grief  of  the 
!  is  almost  put  out 
ui  luiiB  by  hearing  Stemhold  and  Hopkins  sung  to 
the  tunes  of  "Lovely  nymph,  assuage  my  anguish, ' 
and  such  hfce  Vauihall  and  Sadler's  Weils  music. 
The  membera  of  the  choir,  too,  like  other  political 
bodies,  have  not  much  peace  within,  unless  they 
have  war  without.  If  any  attack  be  made  upon 
their  privileges,  they  stick  tigether  like  a  swarm  of 
bees  ;  but  at  other  times,  they  are  ahnost  always  at 
lo^erheads  one  with  another.  Old  Martin  Grubb 
wields  a  precarious  sceptre,  for  Jamea  Gripe  is 
mightily  tenacious  of  his  rights,  and  resists,  tooth 
and  nail,  the  httroduction  or  too  frequent  use  of 
those  tunes  which  superabound  with  bass  solos. 
Grubb  and  Gripe,  by  way  of  an  attempt  at  com- 
promising the  matter,  have  latterly  been  in  the 
habit  of  taking  it  by  tarns  to  choose  the  tunea ; 
and  their  alternate  choice  puts  one  very  much  in 
mind  of  the  fable  of  the  fox  and  the  atork,  who  in- 
vited one  another  to  dinner,  the  tbi  preparing  it 
flat  dish,  of  which  the  stork  could  not  avail  himself 
and  the  stork  in  return  serving  up  dinner  in  a  long- 
necked  bottle,  too  narrow  to  admit  the  fox's  head. 
When  Jamea  Gripe  chooses  the  tune,  he  flourishea 
away  in  tenor  and  treble  solos,  leaving  the  butcher 
aa  mute  as  a  flsh;  but  when  the  choice  devolves 
on  Martin  Grubb,  he  pays  off  old  scores  by  a  selec- 
tion of  those  compositions  which  most  abound  in 
bass  solos.  And  in  such  cases  it  not  unfrequently 
happens  that  Martin,  in  the  delighted  consciouaness 
of  a  triumph  over  his  tenor,  treble,  and  counter- 
tenor rival,  growls  and  roars  with  aoch  thundering 
exultation,  that  the  gallery  quivers  beneath  hira, 
while  his  son  sawa  away  at  his  violoncello  as  though 
he  would  cut  it  in  half,  from  very  ecstasy.  Corne- 
Uu8  Pike  and  Gregory  Plush  also  spend  as  mneh 


breath  as  they  can  spare,  and  perhaps  a  little  m 
than  they  can  spare  cMiveniently,  in  filling  the  vast 
vities  of  their  respective  serpent  and  bassoon. 
All  this  disturbs  and  distresses  Ibe  feelings  of  the 
worthy  pastor,  who  thinks  it  pos^ble,  and  feela  it 
desirable,  that  public  devotion  ahbuld  be  conducted 
with  a  little  less  noise.  It  appears,  indeed,  and  do 
doubt  the  choristers,  one  and  all,  think  so,  that 
Snatcham  church  and  StMuhold  and  Hopkins's 
psabns  were  all  made  to  show  forth  the  marvellous 
talents  of  the  Snatcham  choristers.  They  thmk 
that  all  the  people  who  attend  there  come  merely 
nusic,  and  that  the  prayers  and  the  sermon 
other  uae  or  object  than  just  to  aiford  the 
singers  and  other  musicians  time  to  take  breath, 
ad  to  give  them  an  opportunity  of  looking  over 
id  arranging  their  books  for  the  neit  outbreak  of 
Lusu:at  noise.  So  little  attention  do  tbe  Snatcham 
choristers  pay  to  any  other  part  of  the  service  than 
that  in  which  themselves  are  concerned,  that  during 
the  whole  course  of  the  prayers,  and  in  all  the  aer- 
,  they  are  whispering  to  one  another,  and 
conning  over  their  music  books,  sometimes  almost 
ludibly  buzzing  out  some  mudcal  passage,  which 
leema  to  require  elucidation  peradventure  to  some 
lovice;  and  Master  Grubb  tbe  younger  ia  so  de- 
ighted  with  his  violoncello,  that  he  keeps  hugging 
he  musical  monster  with  as  much  f 


then,  in  pleaang  anticipation  of  some  coming  bean- 
''  "  'n  rapturous  recollection  of  some  by-gone 
,  he  tickles  the  sonorous  stringa  with  his 
clumsy  fingers,  brining  forth  whispers  of  musical 
..J  i_..j  t  ^_  ,jjjjg  j[jg  drowsy,  and  to 
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disturb  the  attentive  part  of  the  congregation.  And 
then  the  good  rector  caels  up  to  the  music-gallery 
a  look,  not  of  reproof,  but  of  expostulation,  and 
thereupon  Muster  Grubb  slips  his  hands  down  by 
his  sides,  and  turns  his  eyes  up  to  the  celling,  as  if 
wondering  where   the  sound  could  possibly  come 

The  supplicatory  looks  of  the  music-baited  cler- 
gvmaa  are  on  these  occadone  quite  touching,  and 
most  mutely  eloquent:  they  seem  to  say,  "Fray 
spare  me  a  little; — suffer  me  to  address  my  flock. 
1  do  not  iuterrapt  jour  music  with  my  preaching, 
why  should  you  interrupt  my  preaching  with  your 
music?  Mj  sermons  are  not  very  long,  why  will 
not  you  hear  them  out?  I  encroach  not  on  your 
province,  why  will  you  encroach  upon  mine?  Let 
me,  I  pray  you,  finish  my  days  on  earth  as  pastor 
of  this  flock,  and  do  not  altogether  fiddle  me  out  of 
the  church."  But  the  hearts  of  tlie  "village  mu- 
sictanerB"  are  as  bard  a^  the  nether  millskine  ;  they 
have  no  more  bowels  than  a  bassoon,  no  more 
brains  than  a  kettle-drum. 

Another  grievance  is,  that  these  Snatcham  cho- 
risters bave  a  most  intense  and  villainous  provin- 
eialism  of  utterance ;  it  is  bad  enough  in  speaking, 
but  in  singing  they  make  it  ten  Uuies  worse ;  for 
they  dilate,  expand,  and  exaggerate  their  cacopho- 
ny, till  it  becomes  almost  ludicrous  to  those  who 
arc  not  accustomed  to  it.  The  more  excited  they 
are,  whether  it  be  by  joy  or  anger,  the  mora  loudly 
they  sing,  the  more  broadly  they  blare  out  their 
provindal  intonations ;  and  it  is  very  seldom  indeed 
that  they  ascend  their  gallery  without  some  stimu- 
lus or  other  of  this  nature.  If  they  all  be  united 
together  in  the  bonds  of  amity  and  good-will ;  if 
Martin  Grubb  have  suspended  his  jealousy  of  Gripe, 
and  if  Gripe  no  longer  look  with  envy  and  hatred 
upon  Grubb;  it  BOrae  new  tune  be  in  preparation, 
wherewith  to  astonish  and  enrapture  the  parishion- 
ers; if  there  be  in  the  arrangement  tenors  and 
trebles  enough  to  satisfy  the  ambition  of  Gripe,  and 
bass  enough  to  develop  the  marvellous  powers  of 
Grubb;— there  is  a  glorious  outpouring  of  sound 
and  Todferation,  which  none  but  the  well-disci- 
plined ears  of  the  Snatcham  parishioners  can  possi- 
bly bear.  The  walls  of  Snatcham  church  must  be 
much  stronger  than  those  of  Jericho,  or  they  would 
liave  been  roared  to  rubbish  long  ere  this.  But  if 
the  agreement  of  the  choii  be  the  parent  of  noise, 
their  disagreement. is- productive  ofmuch  more. 
More  than  once  the  Gripe  and  the  Grubb  factions 
have  carried  their  animosity  so  &r  as  to  start  two 
different  tunes  at  the  same  time.  And  what  can  be 
done  in  such  a  case?  Who  is  in  the  wrong f  If 
the  Grubb  iaction  were  to  yield,  they  would  betray 
a  consciousness  that  they  had  not  acted  rightly  in 
their  selection  of  a  tune ;  and  if  the  Gripe  faction 
were  to  withdraw  from  the  contest,  or  to  chime  in 
with  the  Grubbs,  they  would  seem  to  show  the 
white  feather:  so  they  battle  it  out  with  all  their 
might  and  main,  and  each  party  must  sing  and  play 
as  loud  as  possible,  in  order  to  drown  the  noise  of 
the  other.  After  church  time,  the  Grubbs  throw 
all  the  blame  upon  the  Gripes,  and  the  Gripes  retort 
the  charge  upon  the  Grubbs,  and  a  man  had  need 
have  the  wisdom  of  a  dozen  Solomons  to  judge  be- 
tween them.  So  excited  with  passion,  and  puffing, 
and  singing,  and  playing,  have  the  parties  some- 
times been  after  a  flare-up  of  this  kind,  that  they 
have  looked  as  tired  as  two  teams  of  horses  just  un- 
harnessed Sjom  two  opposition  stage-coaohes ; — 


nay,  the  very  instruments  themselves  have  appeared 
exhausted,  and  an  active  imagination  might  ea^ly 
beheve  that  the  old  big  burly  bassoon,  standing  in 
a  lounging  attitude  in  one  corner  of  the  gallery, 
was  panting  for  want  of  breath.  Such  ei^osiona 
as  these,  however,  do  not  frequently  occur,  and  it 
is  welt  they  do  not ;  when  they  do,  a  reconciliation 
generally  takes  place  soon  after,  and  an  apology  is 
made  to  the  good  pastor,  more,  perhaps,  from  com- 
passion to  his  infirmities,  than  out  of  respect  to  his 
oilice  or  his  years  ;  and  his  mild  reply  is  generally 
to  the  following  effect:— "Ah,  weU,  my  good 
friends,  I  think  another  time  you  will  find  it  more 
easy  to  sing  all  one  tune:  I  marvel  much  that  ye 
don't  put  one  another  out  by  this  diversity  of  sing- 
ing;" 

There  is  also  another  mode  in  which  the  parties 
manifest  their  discrepancy  of  opinion,  or  discordan- 
cy of  feeling,  and  that  is  by  the  silence  of  half  the 
choir.  Now  one  would  thiiik  that  such  an  event 
would  be  a  joy  and  a  relief  to  the  good  man,  who 
loves  quiet ;  and  so  it  is  physically,  hut  not  moral- 
ly :  for  though  his  ears  are  relieved  from  one  half 
of  the  ordinary  musical  inffiction,  yet  he  is  mentally 
conscious  that  evil  thoughts  are  cherished  in  the 
breasts  of  the  silent  ones,  that  they  who  sing  are 
not  praising  God  in  their  songs,  and  that  they  who 
sing  not,  are  not  praising  him  by  their  silence. 

But  the  climax'  of  the  ~abominationa  of  the 
Snatcham  choristers  I  have  yet  to  record,  and  I 
hope  that  by  their  follies  other  choirs,-  if  there  be 
any  so  absurd,  will  take  wanning.  It  has  been  il~ 
ready  said,  that  this  celebrated  Snatcham  choir 
made  it  a  great  point  to  obtain  leave  from  their 
rector  for  all  the  abominations  and  absurdities 
which  they  were  accustomed  to  inflict  upon  the 
parish,  under  the  guise  of  music ;  but  the  arrogant 
importunity  of  their  solidtation  was  such,  that  they 
seemed  to  bid  defiance  to  refusid,  so  that  their  ask- 
ing leave  was  after  the  fashion  of  the  beggar  in 
Gil  Bias,  who  held  his  musket  in  the  direction  oC 
the  donor's  head-  At  a  large  town  in  the  county 
in  which  Snatcham  is  situated,  there  had  been  a 
musical  festival,  the  directors  of  which,  in  order  to 
give  eclal  to  their  advertisements,  had  used  all 
manner  of  means  to  swell  the  numtter  of  perform- 
ers. For  this  purpose  they  had  sought  every  hedge 
and  ditch,  and  highway  and  byway  in  the  county, 
to  pick  up  every  individual  who  had  the  slightest 
pretension  whatever  to  mu^cal  talent.  In  such  a 
search,  of  course  the  Snatcham  choir  could  not  by 
any  possibility  be  overlooked.  They  were  accord- 
ingly retained  for  the  ehoruses,  in  consequence  of 
which  they  underwent  much  mu^cal  drilUng;  nor 
were  they  a  litUe  pleased  at  the  honor  thus  thrust 
upon  them.  They  of  course  distinguished  them- 
selves, though  I  must  say  that  the  wisest  thing 
chorus  singers  can  do  is  not  to  distinguish  them- 
selves ;  but  the  Snatcham  choir,  it  is  sud,  actually 
did  distinguish  themselves,  especially  in  the  Halle- 
lujah Chorus,  and  so  &sdnated  were  they  with  that 
chorus,  and  thar  own  distinguished  manner  of  sing- 
ing it,  that  they  resolved  uiuinimously  to  perform 
it  at  Snatcham  church.  This  was  bad  enough  ;  but 
this  was  not  the  worst,  for  nothing  would  serve 
them  but  they  would  have  it,  of  ail  days  in  the  year, 
on  Good  Friday ! 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  before,  the  whole  body 
of  the  choristers,  vocal  and  instrumental,  went  up 
to  the  rectory,  and  demanded  an  audience  of  their 
worthy  partor.    The  good  man  trembled  at  Iheto- 
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approach,  and  hia  heart  sank  within  him  at  thi 
nouncement  that  they  had  aomething  very  par 
iar  to  flay  to  him.     He  tliought  of  harp,  flute, 
tcry,  dulcimer,  sackbut,  and  all  kinds  of  muBic, 
hjfl  ears  tingled   with  apprehension  of  Bome 
enormity  about  to  be  added  to  the  choir,  in  shape 
of  eome  heathenish  instrument.     It  was  a  ladierous 
Bight,  and  enough  to  make  the  pastor  laugh,  had  he 
been  at  all  diflposed  to  meriimeut,  lo  see  the  whole 
choir  seated  in  his  parlor,  and  occupying,  after  a 
fashion,  every  chair  in  the  room ;  for  if  they  were 
never  harmonious  in  any  thing  else,  they  were  per- 
fectly harmonious  as  to  their  mode  of  sitting :  they 
were  all  precisely  in  the  same  attitude,  and  that  at- 
titude was — Mtting  on  the  very  outward  edge  of  the 
chair,  with  their  &ts  carefully  held  between  their 
knees,  their  mouths  wide  open,  and  their  eyes  filed 
upon  vacancy.     At  the  entrance  of  (lie  clergyman 
they  all  rose,  bowed  with  simultaneous  politeness, 
aud  looked  towards  Martin  Grubb  as  their  moutb- 
pcce.    Martin  Grubb,  with  his  broad  heavy  hand, 
smoothed  his  locks  over  his  forehead,  and  said — 


"  Why  yes,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Grubb,  "  we  are  called 
upon  you  by  way  of  deputation  like,  just  to  say  a 
word  about  singing ;  and  for  the  matter  of  that,  we 
have  been  practising  a  prettyish  bit  of  music  out  of 
Handel,  what  they  sung  at  the  musical  festival, 
called  the  Hallelujah  Chorus;  and  as  our  choir 
sung  it  so  well  at  the  festival  aa  to  draw  all  eyes 
upon  us,  we  have  been  thinking,  sir,  with  your 
leave,  if  you  please,  and  if  you  have  no  objection, 
that  wc  should  just  like  to  sing  it  at  church." 

"  At  church  ?" 

"Yes,  ^r,  if  you  please,  at  church,  to-morrow. 
The  Hallelujah  Chorus  you  know,  sir,  being  part  of 
the  Messiah,  we  thought  it  would  be  particular  ap- 
propriate ;  and  we  arc  all  perfect  in  Our  parts,  and 
there's  two  or  three  chaps  out  of  the  next  pariah 
that  are  coming  over  to  Suatcham  to  see  their 
friends,  and  they'll  help  as  you  know,  sir,  and  every 
thing  is  quite  ready,  and  rehearsed,  and  all  that ; 
and  we  hope,  sir,  you  won't  have  no  objection,  be- 
cause we  can  never  do  it  ao  proper  as  with  them 
additional  voices  what's  coming  to-morrow,  and 
there  will  be  such  lots  of  people  come  to  church  on 
purpose  to  hear  us,  that  they  will  all  be  so  disap- 
pointed if  we  don't  sing  it." 

Here  James  Gripe,  somewhat  jealous  of  his  rival's 
eloquence,  and  taking  advantage  of  Martin's  paus- 
ing for  a  moment  to  recover  breath,  stepped  for- 
ward, saying — "  No,  sir,  we  hope  you  won't  refuse 
us  your  leave,  because  ill  the  people  so  calculate 
upon  hearing  it,  that  they  will  go  away  in  dudgeon 
if  BO  be  thoy  are  disappointed,  aud  mayhap  they 
will  never  come  to  church  again,  but  go  among  the 
methodiahes,  or  some  of  them  outlandiah  sexes ; 
and  it  would  be  a  pity  (o  overthrow  the  established 
chureh  Just  for  the  matter  of  a  stave  or  two  of 

The  rector  sighed  deeply,  but  not  audibly,  and 
replied,  saying,  in  a  tone  of  mild  expostulation — 
"  But  to-morrow,  my  friends,  is  Good  Friday,  a  day 
of  extraordinary  solemnity,  and  scarcely  admitting 
even  the  most  solemn  music  in  its  service." 

"Eiaclly  so,"  interrupted  Martin  Grubb,  "that's 
the  verj  thing  I  say,  sir,  and  therefore  the  Hallelu- 


jah Chorus  is  the  most  peculiar  appropriate;  it's 
one  of  Ibe  most  aollumest  things  I  ever  heard, — it's 
quite  awful  and  grand — enough  to  make  the  hair  of 
one's  head  stand  upright  with  sublimity." 

"'Tis indeed, sir,"  added  James  Gripe,  "you  may 
take  my  word  for  it,  sir." 

"Perhaps,"  returned  Martin  Grubb,  "your  rever- 
ence never  heard  it;  now,  if  so  be  as  you  never 
heard  it,  mayhap  you  don't  know  nothing  about  it, 
in  which  case  we  can,  if  you  please,  with  your  per- 
mission, siag  you  a  little  bit  of  it,  just  to  give  you 
an  idea  of  the  thing." 

The  poor  persecuted  pastor  looked  round  upon 
his  tormentors  in  blank  amazement,  and  saw  them 
with  their  ruthless  mouths  wide  open,  and  ready  to 
inflict  upon  him  the  utmost  penalty  of  their  awful 
voices.  In  tremulous  tones  the  worthy  man  ex- 
claimed— "No,  no,  no;  pray  don't — prav  don't — 
don't  trouble  yourselves — I  beg  you  will  not.  I 
know  the  piece  of  music  to  which  you  refer,  and  I 
think  if  you  could  perform  it  on  any  other  day  than 
Good  Friday " 

Singers  are  a  peculiarly  irritable  class  of  persons, 
and  the  slightest  opposition  or  contradiction  irri- 
tates and  disturbs  tliem,  so  that  at  the  very  moment 
that  tlie  rector  ut1«red  a  sentence  at  all  interfering 
with  tiieir  will,  they  all  surrounded  him  with  clamor- 
ous and  sulky  importunity,  and  set  to  work  with  all 
diligence  to  demolish  his  objections. 

"  Please,  sir,"  said  Martin  Grubb,  shaking  his  big 
head  with  a  look  of  dogged  wilfulness,  "  I  don't  see 
how  it's  to  be  done.  The  Hallelujah  Chorus  requires 
a  lot  of  eitra  voices  what  isn't  to  be  got  every  day ; 
and  if  we  tells  them  chaps  as  is  coming  over  to- 
morrow to  help  us,  that  we  don't  want  their  help, 
tbey  may  take  tiff,  and  never  come  over  to  Snatch- 
am  again." 

"But  perhaps,"  the  pastor  meekly  repUed,  "they 
may  assist  you  in  the  grave  and  sober  singing  of 
some  serious  and  well-known  psalms,  in  which  all 
the  congregadon  may  unite." 

On  hearing  this,  the  broad-Giced  butcher  expand- 
ed his  features  into  a  contemptuous  sort  of  a  grin, 
and  said — "Come,  now,  that  ia  a  good  one,  as  if 
reg'lar  scientific  singers  would  come  all  the  way  to 
Snatcham  just  to  sing  old  psalm  tunes!" 

Mr.  Gripe  also  said — "He!  be!  he!" 

"  He !  he !  he !"  is  a  very  conclusive  kind  of  areu- 
ment ;  and  so  the  rector  of  Snatcham  felt  it  to  be, 
for  he  could  not  answer  it,  nor  refute  it,  nor  evade 
it.  He  looked  this  way  and  that  way,  up  to  the 
cfiling  and  down  to  the  floor,  towards  Mr.  Gripe 
and  towards  Mr.  Grubb;  but  neither  ceiling  nor 
floor,  nor  Gripe  nor  Grubb,  aflbrded  him  any  relief 
from  his  painful  embarrassment.  The  exulting 
singers  saw  that  he  was  posed,  and  that  now  was 
the  time  to  push  home  their  victory,  and  overwhelm 
the  rector  by  tlieir  united  importunities.  So  they 
all  crowded  round  Mm  at  once,  and  almost  all  at 
once  began  to  aasaal  him  with  such  a  torrent  of  rea- 
sons  and  argumentation,  that  he  had  not  a  word  to 
say  for  himself. 

"Please,  sir,"  said  Onesiphorus  Bang,  "I  ha'n't 
got  nothing  else  ready  lo  play." 

"  Nor  I  neither,"  said  Issaohar  Crack. 

"Please,  sir,"  said  Alexander  Rodolpho  Crabbe, 
"we  never  Dke  lo  do  nothing  without  your  leave, 
and  we  hope  you  won't  compel  us  to  do  so  now. 
My  wife  says  shell  never  come  to  church  again, 
if  the  Hallelujah  Chorus  is  not  performed  to-mor- 
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"And  I  declare,"  said  Gregory  Flush,  "that  for  I 
my  part,  I  nerer  wish  to  touch  the  eerpent  again,  if 
we  mayn't  do  that  piece  of  muac." 

Absalom  and  PeMr  Gripo  also  said  the  same  as 
toncbing  the  cUrionets;  and  James  Gripe  then 
looked  at  the  rector  with  a  quaintly  interrogative 
aapect,  which,  without  uttering  a  word,  seemed  to 
say — "There,  sir,  what  will  you  do  without  Absa- 
lom and  Peter's  clarionets  ?  Now,  for  his  own 
part,  the  worthy  paislor  would  have  been  glad  to 
get  rid  of  the  whole  clamor  of  tbeir  mu^c,  for  these 
choristers  were  always  at  loggerheads  either  with 
one  another,  oi'  with  all  the  rest  of  the  parish. 

The  rector,  thus  overwhelmed  with  argument 
and  eloquence,  with  pathos  and  importunity,  found 
himself  compelled  to  yield,  which  he  did  with  the 
worst  grace  imaginable.  Away  went  the  choristers, 
rejoicing  in  the  triumph  of  music,  and  full  of  glee 
at  the  thought  of  the  wonderful  figure  they  should 
cut  OD  the  morrow,  when,  assisted  by  the  "ehapa 
from  the  next  yillage,"  they  astonished  the  natives 
with  the  Hallelujah  Chorus. 

That  night  neither  the  singers  nor  the  rector 
slept :  the  former  were  kept  awake  by  the  anticipa- 
tion of  muaica!  glory,  and  the  tatter  was  made  rest- 
less by  the  dread  of  muaeal  absurdity.  Good  Fri- 
day came : — the  whole  village  looked  more  like  a 
scene  of  festivity  than  of  fasting.  The  "  chaps  from 
the  neit  village,"  as  Martin  Grubb  called  them, 
were  as  gay  as  so  many  larks ;  there  was  such  a 
display  of  blue  coats  and  yellow  buttons  as  never 
was  seen  before.  The  sin^g  gallery  was  full  to 
BuflTocalJon,  and  the  church  itself  was  crowded. 
The  squire  of  the  parish  was  present,  and  his  family 
also  were  present  with  him,  and  the  singers  were  so 
happy  that  they  could  hardly  contain  themselves. 
They  did  not  mind  the  prayers;  they  had  heard 
them  before,  and  did  not  think  them  half  so  well 
worth  hearing  as  the  Hallelujab  Chorus.  There 
was  such  a  rustling  of  leaves,  of  mndc  books,  and 
such  a  buzz  of  whispering  voices,  that  the  worthy 
rector  could  hai^lly  be  heard.  The  choristers  had 
arranged  that  the  Hallelujah  Chorus  should  be  sung 
immediately  before  the  sermon,  and  they  thought 
that  the  prayers  would  never  be  over :  they  were  as 
Impatient  as  a  young  horse  in  harness. 

At  length  the  prayers  were  finished,  and  the  mer- 
ciless choristers  let  loose  upon  the  congregation 
to  inflict  whatever  musical  torture  they  pleased. 
Away  they  burst  with  relentless  and  resistless  fury. 
There  was  such  scraping,  and  blowing,  and  roaring, 


and  growling,  and  screaming,  as  never  was  heard ; 
the  powers  of  every  voice,  and  of  every  instrament, 
were  exerted  to  the  utmost  of  their  capability ; — 
there  was  such  an  infinite  variety  of  articulation  of 
hallelowya,  holleluyear,  allyluyer,  and  ahmen,  and 
awmen,  and  ameen,  that  none  but  the  initiated 
could  form  a  guess  what  the  singers  were  about. 
The  patient  and  afflicted  rector  sat  still  in  the  pul- 
pit, wuting  till  the  storm  should  be  over :  he  knew 
that  it  could  not  last  for  ever,  and  that  they  must 
soon  sing  themselves  hoarse  or  out  of  breath. 
There  is  an  Irish  proverb  which  says,  "  Single  mis- 
fortunes never  come  alone ;"  this  was  verified  in  the 
present  case;  for  a  misunderstanding  occurred, 
which  preduced  a  double  infliction  of  the  music. 
Messrs.  Grubb,  Gripe,  Crahbe,  Banc,  Crack,  and 
their  friends,  when  performing  at  the  cathedral, 
had  observed  that  one  or  two  parts  of  the  perform- 
ance had  been  encored  by  a  signal  from  his  grace 
the  Duke  of-^ — ,  who  was  present  as  patron,  and 
this  signal  consisted  of  the  silent  waving  or  hfting 
up  of  a  white  pocket-handkerchief.  Now,, unfortu- 
nately, just  as  the  band  was  bringing  its  mighty 
performance  to  a  close,  the  squire  of  the  parish 
most  innocently  drew  his  handkerehief  Out  of  his 
pocket;  but  happening  to  draw  it  forth  with  a  pe- 
culiar grace,  or  with  what  Mr.  Grubb  and  his 
friends  thought  a  ptxuliar  grace,  they  were  most 
graciously  pleased  to  take  it  for  granted  that  it 
must  be  a  signal  for  a  repetition  of  the  chorus ;  and 
therefore,  j  ust  at  the  moment  when  the  good  rector 
was  plea^ng  himself  with  the  thought  that  the  ab- 
sard  display  was  over,  they  all  burst  forth  again 
with  renewed  vigor.  He  thought  that  they  were 
absolutely  mad ;  he  looked ;  he  ^ghed ;  he  shook 
his  head ;  but  he  was  only  answered  by  halleluyear, 
allyluyer;  and  when  they  had  finished  the  second 
time,  he  was  half  afraid  that  they  would  begin 
agun,  and  sing  it  the  third  time.  When  the  ser- 
vice was  over,  the  good  man  took  the  hberty  to 
hint  to  his  musical  parishioners  that  he  thought 
they  had  performed  a  work  of  supererogation  in 
performing  the  chorus  twice.  They  themselves  felt 
that  they  had  somewhat  encroached,  but  they  Idd 
the  blame  upon  the  squire,  whose  slightest  wish, 
they  thought,  should  be  obeyed.  The  squire  was 
very  sorry  when  ho  found  what  mischief  he  had 
inadvertently  done,  and  promised  that  he  would 
take  care,  in  future,  not  to  pull  Out  his  handker- 
chief again  in  singing  time. 
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I  once  had  occasion  to  report  that  a  certain  "  no- 
ble lord  was  confined  to  his  house  with  a  violent 
cold,"  Next  morning  I  found  his  lordship  repre- 
sented to  be  "confined  with  a  vtoleni  scold P' 

In  the  same  way,  on  the  occasion  of  a  recent  en- 
tertainment, I  had  said,  "  that  the  first  point  of  at- 

This  compliment  was  transferred  by  the  printer  to 
her  ladj/thip's  eooki. 

My  prMses  of  the  "Infant  Lgra'"  (a  juvenile  mu- 
sician), were  converted  to  a  panegyric  on  the  "in- 
fant  lyar." 


In  an  account  of  General  Sandanha's  conduct  at 
Oporto,  I  observed  that  he  "behaved  like  a  hero" 
while  the  printer  made  it  appear  that  he  "  behaved 
like  n  hare  !" 

"We,"  says  the  John  Bull,  "oflen  suifer  in  this 
way.  About  two  years  since,  we  represented  Mr. 
Peel  as  having  joined  a  party  of  ^en^  in  Hamp 
shire,  for  the  purpose  of  shooting  peasantu ;  and 
only  last  week,  in  a  Scotch  paper,  we  saw  it  gravely 
stated  that  a  burgeon  was  taken  alive  in  the  river, 
and  sold  to  the  inhabitants  at  tcnpence  a  pound," 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  YATCHES;   OR  THE  VICTORi   OF  THE  YA^KEE  lACHT   AMERICA. 
g.  f  at^tiic  fflopj  al  ^mts  wiztit  feg  a  ^rrt  s^  Snr  tt  Jopitb  alt 


Oh,  weep  je  British  sailors  true. 

Above  or  under  hatches, 
Here's  Yankee  Doodle's  been  and  com 

And  beat  our  oraekeflt  yatjjhes  1 
The;  started  all  to  rtm  a  race, 

And  wor  well  timed  with  watches ; 
But  oh !  they  never  had  no  chance 

Had  any  of  our  jatches. 


And  now  she's  quite  hull  down  a-tend, 

Her  sails  like  little  patches, 
For  sand  barges  and  colliers  we 

May  sell  our  boafted  yatches. 
We  feintly  hear  the  Club-house  gun — 

The  silver  cup  she  snatches — 
And  allibe  English  Clubs  are  done. 

The  English  Clnbs  of  yalchea ! 


The  Yankee  she  delayed  at  first. 

Says  tbej,  "  Shell  never  cateh  us," 
And  flung  up  their  tarpauUn  hats — 

The  owners  of  the  yatchea ! 
But  presently  she  walked  along; 

"0  dear,"  says  they,  "she'll match  u 
And  stuck  on  their  tarpaulin  hals. 

The  owners  of  the  yatches. 


They  say  she  didn't  go  by  wind. 

But  wheels,  and  springs,  and  satcbes ; 
And  that's  the  way  she  weathered  on 

Our  quickest  going  yatches. 
But  them's  all  Ues,  I'm  bound  to  Bay, — 

Although  they're  told  by  batches — 
'Tw»a  bulk  of  hull,  and  cut  of  sail, 

That  did  for  all  our  yatches. 


Then  deep  we  plonghs  along  the  sea 

The  Yankee  scarcely  scratches  ; 
And  cracks  on  every  stitch  of  sail 

Upon  our  staggering  yatches. 
Hut  one  by  one,  she  passes  us, 

While  bitterly  we  watches, 
And  utters  imprecations  on 

The  builder  of  out  yatches. 


But  novelty,  I  hear  them  gay. 

Fresh  novelty  atill  hatches! 
The  Yankee  yatch  the  keels  will  lay 

Of  many  new  Club  yatches. 
And  then  we'll  challenge  Yankee  land. 

From  Boston  Bay  to  Natchez, 
To  run  their  crackest  craft  agin 

Our  spick  and  span  new  yatches. 


The  Loss  Canb. — A  traveller,  among  other  nar- 
rations of  wonders  of  foreign  paria,  declared  he 
knew  a  cane  a  mile  long.  The  company  looked  in- 
credulous, and  it  was  evident  they  were  not  pre- 
pared to  swallow  it,  even  if  it  should  have  been  a 
sugar  cane.  "Pray  what  kind  of  a  cane  was  itf" 
asked  a  gentlemaji,  sneeringly.  "It  was  a  hurri- 
cane," replied  the  traveller. 


A  Fair  Retobt. — Some  English  officers  asked 
the  chaplain  for  a  toast.  "The  King  of  France!" 
"What,  our  foe?"  faid  the  Colonel.  "You  live  by 
him,"  said  the  chaplain.  The  colonel  took  the  Urst 
opportunity  of  giving,  "The  Devil!"  "Do  you 
mean  to  affront'  me?"  said  the  chaplain.  "Tou 
live  by  him,"  s^d  the  colonel,  very  coolly. 
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THE    TREASURY    OF    RAMPSINITUS. 


CHAPTER  I. 
Of  all  the  quaint  tales  that  to  reading  invite  us, 
The  quaintest  I  know  is  about  Rdrnpsluitua  : 
As  Cold  b;  Herodotus,  in  his  mood  chirpy.         . 
(One  hundred  and  twenty-firat  chapter,  Euterpe.) 
Urst  of  ail,  then,  we  read,  after  Proteus  was  dead, 
That  Prince  BampstnituB  was  king  in  his  Mead ; 
So  vast  were  hU  treasures  of  silver,  no  wonder 
His  Majesty  wished  to  secure  them  from  plunder ; 
And  determined  at  once,  with  this  object  alone, 
HewouTdhave  a  grand  cliamberconstructed  of  scone. 
The  architect's  name  I  regret  I  can't  tell. 
But  be  tlionght  he  might  build  his  oanfariune  as 

well; 
And  being,  it  seems,  at  all  dodges  a  dab, 
He  contrived  in  the  chamber  a  movable  slab  ; 
Thus  die  building  was  quickly  completed,  we're  told, 
And  the  long  stored  within  it  his  silver  and  gold. 
Well,  time  rolled  along,  till  one  very  fine  day 
This  architect  found  he  must  Nature's  debt  pay; 
So  he  summoned  at  once  hia  two  sons  to  his  bed. 
And,  after  some  putfing  and  wheezing,  he  Baid~ 
'■  My  boys!  with  your  welfare  alone  in  my  view, 
I  have  done  what  but  very  few  lathers  would  do." 
In  short,  the  old  fellow  eiplained  them  his  trick ; 
Gave  the  size  and  the  place  of  the  movable  brick. 
And  told  them  that,  bearing  this  well  in  the  r  mind 
They  could  draw  the  king's  money  whenever  m 

clined; 
So,  calling  his  progeny  to  his  bedside, 
The  governor  blessed  them,  and  afterwards — di  d 
The  tunernl  over,  a  period  brief 
Sufficed  the  bereaved  ones  for  mourning  and  gnif 
They  felt  they  had  each  a  proud  mission  to  fill 
And  began  to  act  up  to  their  late  father's  w  II 
To  the  chamber  they  came,  under  cover  of  n  gl  t 
Found  the  slab,  as  their  parent  had  told  them  all 

right ; 
Slipped  it  out  from  the  wall — then  slipped  qu  etly  n 
And  succeeded  in  pocketing  plenty  of  tin. 

CKAPTEE  II. 


within, 
Indeed,  it  was  clearly  no  case  of  house-breaking. 
For  the  house  was  not  broke — he  was  quite  in  a 

But  when,  on  a  second  and  third  vi^tatioii, 
He  constantly  found  there  was  fresh  depredation, 
He  issued  his  mandate  for  man-traps  and  gina 
To  be  made,  and  set  craftily  all  round  the  bins. 


By  and  by  ci 


e  the  thieves : 


The  nnforlunate  fellow  was  caught  in  the  trap; 
So,  seeing  at  once  he  was  doomed  for  eternity, 
with  the  greatest  sang  froid  he  called  hSsfraier- 


To  this,  with  much  feeling,  the  other  replied ; 
"  You  speak  like  a  book,  sir,  it  can't  be  denied ; 
Tis,  of  course,  most  unpleasant  one's  brother  to 

kill. 
But  sunce  you're  so  pressing,  TD  do  as  you  witl." 
So,  refitting  the  slab,  after  doing  the  job. 
He   departed   for  home  with   his  poor  brother's 


CHAPTER  III. 


At  the  first  break  of  dao 
bed. 


le  the  King  from  h 


And  liastily  off  to  his  Treasury  sped, 
Dumbfounded  he  stood,  in  the  direst  amaie, 
At  the  dread  apparition  that  there  met  hia  gaze ; 
The  thief's  headless  body  still  baffled  detection, 
A  trunk  "k/t  till  called/or,"  mthtmi  a  direction. 
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And  when,  searching  the  building,  all  proved  safe 

and  Bound, 
And  nowhere  could  inlet  or  outlet  be  found, 
Posed,  puzzled,  perplexed,  at  a  loss  what  to  do. 
He,  at  Uat,  to  the  followicg  expedient  flew. 
Embarrassed  at  first  \ihb  this  absence  of  crest. 
He  did  what  he  could  with  his  arma  and  the  rest. 
So,  nailing  the  trunk  to  the  wall,  aa  a  hatchment. 
He  stationed  police,  (letter  A.  1.  detachment). 
With  orders — that  any  one  given  to  grief. 
Or  showing  compasaon  at  all  for  the  thief, 
Thej  should   take  into   custody,   handcuff,   and 

At  once  to  my  Lord  RampMnitus  the  King. 
The  body  bad  scarce  been  auapended  a  day. 
When  the  Mother  "took  on"  in  a  terrible  way. 
Attacked  the  Survivor — said,  agmehow  or  other. 
He  mutt  and  ihoidd  bring  home  the  corpse  of  his 

Brother; 
With  a  threat ;  that,  on  foiling  to  do  her  good 

pleasure, 
She'd  go  straight  to  the  King,  and  tell  who  had  hia 


CHAPTEK  IV. 

When  bis  mother  continued  this  fiery  tirade, 

And  all  he  could  say  to  her  failed  to  persuade, 

He  saw  (Atts  together  they  never  could  lodge, 

And  finallv  hit  on  the  following  dodge  : 

By  hook  or  by  crook,  or  from  some  of  his  cronies. 

He  collected  a  lot  of  Jerusalem  ponUs, 

Filled  some   goat-skins  with  wine,  slung  'em  orer 

their  backs, 
And  started  bis  posse  of  asinine  hacks; 
Well — nothing  had  happened  his  march  to  retard, 
Till  he  found  himself  near  to  the  de<utiiody-guard. 
When  he  alyly  uniastened  a  goat-akin  or  two, 

'  13,  of  coarse,  it  would 


t  gushed  t 
do); 
I  then  boxed   I 


iwn  ears — out  a  hellowi 


Seemed  quite  at  a  loss  to  which  ass  to  go  first — 
Like  "  a  John "  out  of  place  he  was   fairiy  no 

When  the  dead-body-guard  made  a  general  rush ; 


Each  man  with  his  pewter — and  reasoning  thus : 
"  What  is  sorrow  to  Mm,  is  a  godsend  to  \ii." 
Well— our  hero  feigned  fury  to  perfect  his  nae. 
And  loaded  them  all  with  the  choicest  abuse, 
Till  they  took  to  conaohjig  him  under  his  sorrow. 
And  swd:   "Never  mind,  vou'U  be  better  to-mor- 

So,  pretending  at  length  to  regain  his  composure, 

Ue  picketed  hia  troop  in  a  joining  enclosure  ; 

After  some  conversation,  and  mutual  chaff, 

They  actually  managed  to  get  him  to  laugh  : 

Till  they  worked  on  his  noble  and  generous  mind. 

To  give  them  a  bottle  of  sherry  whitv  viine. 

Whereupon  they  all  voted  a  snug  bivouac. 

And  cheerily  gave  one  another  the  sock; 

Till,  in  merriment,  one  took  his  host  by  the  throttle. 

And  swore  he  should  help  them  to  finish  the  bottle  ; 

Pretending  to  yield  to  this  wgent  requeat. 

After  some  hums  and  haws,  he  Sat  down  with  the 


hearty  their  greel- 
lively  drunk, 


So  high  was  their  glee,  and  s< 

He  felt  himself  bound  to  continue 
In  short,  the  whole  guard  got  exi 
And  down  in  the  arms  of  Morphi 

The  night  was  far  spent— to  the  rigia  about  face 
He  shaved  the  poKcemen — a  badge  of  disgrace ; 
And  leaving  them  thus  demi-w/iiskered  and  drunk. 
He  detached  from  the  building  his  late  brother's 

Slung  it  over  hia  aeses,  and  thus  undetected 
Got  home,  having  done  as  his  mother  directed. 

CHAPTEE  T. 

When  the  news  that  the  body  was  stolen  away 
Came  to  Koyalty's  ear,  'twas  the  devil  to  pay — 
The  King  in  his  fury  said,Cost  wliat  it  might. 
He'd  die  or  discover  this  mischievous  wtght ; — 
It  waa  Ibis  that  at  last  he  determined  to  do : 
(Though,  between  you  and  me,  I  believe  it  untrue) 
To  the  drawinq-room  levees  he  made  an  exception. 
And  bade  the  Princess  hold  a  bed-room  receptioH, 
Bade  her  entertain  all,  and  not  be  particular, 
But  first  to  demand  a  confession  aurievlar; 
To  compel  them  to  tell  her — each  one  mother's  son — 
The  sharpest  and  wickedeat  act  he  had  done ; 
The  man  that  should  own  the  affair  of  the  thief. 
She  should  grapple  him  tightly,  and  bring  him  to 

grief. 
The  fair  Princess  Royal  no  cavilling  made, 
But  her  father's  injunctions  most  strictly  obeyed. — 


V  the 

In  his  sleeve  the  archrdo^er  complacently  laughed. 
And  determined  to  outdo  the  king  in  his  craft : 
With  the  arm  of  a  man  very  recently  dead 
Hidden  under  his  cloak,  on  his  errand  he  sped ; 
Came  before  the  Princess,  and,  when  asked  Uke 

He  freely  at  once  to  her  Highnesa  confessed : 

"The  mckedeat  act  of  my  Ufetime,"  he  said, 

"  Was  when  I  cut  off  my  poor  trapped  brother's 

The  sharpest  waa  when,  having  made  the   guard 


runk. 
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This    I 


remembered    her   futhei 


And  laid  liolil,  as  she  thouglit,  of  ilie  gentli 
But,   in  fact,   notiiing  else  than  the  ann  of  the 
Which  he  left  her,  and  out  through  the  palaec-gate 


Personal  safety,  and  I  don't  know  what, 
If  oniy  the  man  to  the  King  could  be  got : 
Well,  thethief,  with  firm  trust  in  his  Majesty's  honor. 
Presented    himself; — says   the   King,   "You're   a 


OLD    FRIENDS   WITH   SEW   FACES, 


CoiNKD  metal  impeli  the  feminine  horse- 
It  is  painful  to  be  in  attendance  for  the  pumps  of 

departed  individaals. 
Loveliness  lies  iiot  beneath  the  superficies  of  the 

eiterior  cuticle. 

Let  every  man  pursue  the  bent  bf  Ms  o\rn  genius, 

as  the  elderly  matron  observed,  while  saluting  her 

An  equestrian  mendieant  wiUjournej  towards  the 
realms  of  his  Satanic  Majesty. 

Too  great  a  number  of  cuhnary  assistants  may 
impair  the  flavor  of  the  eonsomml 

A  pebble,  in  a  state  of  circumvolution,  acquires 
not  the  lichens  of  mural  vegetation. 


with  impunity,  even 


0  offend  the 


Royalty  may  be 
by  a  feline  quadruped. 

No  vendor  of  the  finny  tribe 
piscatory  spoil  is  so  decomposed 
olfactory  nerves. 

Why  should  the  smaller  domestic  utensils  accuse 
the  larger  of  nigrotude? 

Feathered  bipeds  of  similar  plumage  will  Uve 
gregariously. 

TTiose,  the  Illumining  apertures  of  whose  mes- 
suages are  vitrified,  should  never  project  fragments 
of  granite. 
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THE    STREET-CONJUROR. 


Since  the  deeline  of  fairs,  which,  for  tbS  last  ten 
or  twelve  jeara,  hate  gradually  loat  their  ohanna  in 
theejeaof  a  "  discerning  public,"  the  Street-Con- 
juror, obtaining  a  precarious  livelihood  upon  the 
voluntary  contributions  of  an  admiring  crowd,  has 
evidently  gained  considerable  patronage.  In  all 
quarters  of  the  town,  he  maj  now  he  seen  enacting 
his  wonders,  for  the  entertainment  of  a  gaping  mob, 
composed  of  all  grades. 

There  stands  the  grinning  errand-boy,  the  fore- 
luoBt  of  the  motley  circle,  losing  his  employer's 
time  and  letting  his  coniniission  go  "clean  out"  or 
his  head,  rubbing  ogdnst  a  chimney-sweep,  regard- 
leas  of  the  sooty  contamination ;  and  divers  dirfy 
boys  bent  upon  no  errand  in  the  world  but  idleness 
and  mischieC  Servants-of-all-work,  transfiied  to 
the  spot  by  curiosity,  with  mugs  for  the  dirmer 
beer,  or  a  diah  for  the  chopa  or  steaka,  in  one  hand, 
and  twirling  a  latch-key  upon  the  thumb  of  the 
other.  All  eiciled  by  the  wonders,  and  eipressing 
their  pleasurable  aurprise  in  broken  exclamationa  oi 
"Well,  then,  1  never!"  and  "That  beats  every 
think  as  I  ever  seed !"  while  the  outermost  circle  of 
the  congregation,  like  a  rich  fringe  to  a  shabby 


cape,  is  made  up 

middling  people. 

Probably,  statii 


rthe  n 


;  respectable  c 


ned  at  the  gas-lamp,  at  a  sufficient 
t  any  vulgar  contact,  and  still  at 
c  enough  to  witneas  the  deiterity 


of  the  performer,  appears  a 
young  clerk,  with  a  penny 
Cuba  'twiit  his  lips,  and 
"  preserved"  in  a  fashionable 
Hacmtosh,  who  half  patron- 
izes the  exhibition  by  casting 
a  copper  ostentatiously  m 
the  air,  with,  for  him,  the  ex- 
preSisive  encomium  of  "  Dem 
the  fallow !" 

It  may  he  a  wcaknesa,  but 
we  must  confess  that  we  al- 
ways mil  ourselvea  ap  in 
these  audiences;  for  the  ef- 
forts and  exertions  of  these 
itinerant  vagabonds  create  an 
indescribable  excitement — a 
sort  of  melancholy  pleasure 
— that  leaves,  we  trust,  no 
unprofitable  impression  on 
the  mind.  The  faded  finery 
of  the  tawdry  little  jacket 
or  vest — the  soiled  white 
"  tights"  and  the  muddy 
nigh-low  boots — and  the  sal- 
low complexion  of  the  loud- 
voiced  performer — are  all 
sad,  very  sad  !  He  looka  like 
a  "  soiled  remnant"  of  the 
pcattered  company  of  the 
once-splendid  Richardson, 
the  emperor  of  showmen ; 
and  when  we  recall  to  mind 
the  annual  display  which 
feasted  our  devouring  eyes 
at  the  Fair  of  St.  Bartholo- 
mew, we  sigh  to  think  of  the 
sorrowful  changes  relentless  Time  hath  wrought. 
The  familiar  tricks— the  reperition  of  the  oft-re- 
peated jokes  (as  threadbare  as  the  speaker) — bring 
fresh  to  our  pondering  mind  those  happy  days 
when  "  trifles  light  as  air"  were  wont  to  tickle  ua 
to  laughter. 

How  has  he  fallen  from  his  "  high  estate  !"  The 
brilliant  prince,  aU  glittering  with  spangles,  whose 
splendid  habiliments  escited  our  wonder,  now 
trudges  in  the  filthy  mud  t 

The  romance  of  our  infant  mind  has  evaporated 
hke  a  dream  I  The  cold  and  vulgar  reality  serves 
only  to  create  our  commiseration.  Paint  seldom 
conceals  the  ravages  of  dissipation  in  the  bard-fea- 
tured and  haggard  countenance.  We — not  unchari- 
tably, but  reasonably — conclude,  from  his  appear- 
ance, that  half  his  time  is  perhaps  passed  in  the 
pubUc  streets,  and  the  other  half  wasted  in  the  pub- 
lic-house. He  has  no  huge  caravan  now  to  trans- 
port him  ftom  place  to  place ;  the  whole  implements 
of  his  vocation  are  carried  about  with  him.  An  old 
rusty  sword,  some  balls,  a  dish  or  plate,  a  pack  of 
dirty  cards,  and  some  broad-bladed  knives,  comprise 
nearly  all  hia  available  "properties;"  and,  certainly, 
when  the  stock  is  considered,  the  interest  he  de- 
rives from  it  is  greater  far  than  the  proceeds  of  any 
joint-stock  bank  in  the  three  kingdoms. 

His  rude  oratory,  and  the  cunning  manner  in 
which  he  excites  the  curiosity  of  his  audience,  and 
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0  extract  the  reluctant  pence  from  their 
pockets,  are  admirable  specimeDS  of  seductive 
qiience,  and  worthy  a  better  uause. 

The  most  earuest  and  successful  appeal,  to 
largeet  audience,  seldom  or  never  brings  more  than 
a  shilling  or  eigliteen-pence  to  hia  eichequer. 

These  contributions,  however,  as  he  repeats  hii 
performances  so  frequently,  would  produce  an  ample 
Bum ;  but,  unfortunately,  our  climate  is  ao  unfaTOra- 
ble  to  a/ J^ejco  entertainments,  that  he  is  verj  often 
"raitud'm"  (lilie  a  runaway  horse)  for  days  together. 
In  the  winter  season,  indeed,  he  ia  rarely  Tiaible :  he 
appears  to  "go  out"  with  the  butterflies.  Whether, 
like  them,  he  is  transformed  to  a  "  little  grvh"  we 
knov  not ;  but  the  probahiiity  ia  that  he  lives  upon 

Id  this  profeaaion,  as  in  many  others,  there  are 
different  grades;  some  eiercising  their  feats  un- 
aided, while  others  have  the  able  and  attractive 
assistance  of  muaic  and  a  confederate,  who  usually 
enacts  a  rolt  similar  to  the  clown  in  the  circle. 

We  shall  endeavor,  as  far  as  the  power  of  our 
pen  will  permit,  to  describe  one  of  the  latter  class : 
— One  ^ptember  afternoon,  we  were  attracted  by 
a  motley  mob  of  boys  and  girls  and  "  children  of  a 
larger  growth,"  who  were  following  closely  upon  the 
beels  of  two  men.  They  were  both  dressed  in 
shabby  gieat-coats.  The  head  of  one  was  adorned 
with  a  cloth  cap;. the  other  sported  a  very  "de- 
teriorated" white  hat,  that,  in  the  palmy  daya  of 
Hunt,  might  have  surmounted  the  caput  of  a  re- 
spectable radical  A  countenance  smeared  with 
white  and  red  appeared  ludicrously  enough  in  such 
a  guise.  He  bore  a  huge  drum  at  hia  back,  and  a 
canvas  bag  in  his  hand,  while  hia  companion  carried 
a  ladder  about  eight  feet  high  on  hia  shoulders,  and 
led  a  juvenile  Arabian  pony  (fifigd,  a  donkey)  in  a 
string.     We,  of  course,  joined  the  idlers. 

Arriving  at  one  of  the  broadest  of  the  many 
streets  which  run  into  the  City-road,  the  leader  of 
the  mob  halted. 

A  moment's  consultation,  and  an  evident  excite- 
ment in  the  crowd  ensued.  At  last,  the  drum  was 
placed  upon  the  ground — the  young  donkey  was 
tied  to  one  of  the  rowels  of  the  prostrate  ladder, 
and  in  the  meanwhile  the  "  company"  began  to  en- 
circle them — the  urchina  "  punching"  their  way  to 
the  best  and  foremost  places.  Cards,  cups  and 
balls,  and  other  mystic  machinery,  were  brought  to 
light  ^omthe  capacioua  bag,  and  displayed  in  order, 
with  rather  a  tiresome  precision,  to  the  expectant 
beholders. 

At  length,  all  was  ready.  The  white  hat  was 
thrown  aside,  and  then  the  envious  coat  that  con- 
cealed a  very  dirty  cotton  garb  of  white  and  red. 
The  boys  shouted,  for  it  vxis  a  real  clown,  after  all 
— albeit  the  muddy  lace-up  boots,  with  hob-nai!ed 
soles  and  heels,  rather  "derogated"  from  the  dig- 
nity of  the  character. 

"  Now,  sirrah,  beat  the  drum,"  said  the  conjuror, 
doffing  his  cap  and  coat,  and  exhibiting  a  short 
muscular,  ill-made  ligure,  arrayed  in  a  loose  pair  of 
white  tights,  garnished  with  strips  of  red  and  green 
tape,  and  a  very  confined  dark  velvet  vest,  through 
the  arm-holes  of  which  his  shirt-sleeves  flowed  full 
and  free  ; — "  Now,  wrrah,  beat  the  drum." 

"Beat  the  donkey,  sirf"  inquired  the  fool  (a  very 
old  fool,  by  the  bye,  averaging  about  fifty),  and 
hereupon  there  was  swh  a  shout  I 

"No,  sirrah;  the  drum,  the  drum!" 

"  What  for,  Mr  f  He  ain't  done  nothing,  I'm  sure." 
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"  That's  the  very  reason,  sirrah,  he  ought  to  be 
beaten,  and  for  which  I  shall  beat  you,  if  you  don't 
instantly  obey;  so,  set  to  work." 

"  To  work ! — you  don't  mean  it." 

■'  I  do." 

"It's  a  big  fib,  for  you  mean  me  to  play,  I  know. 

"Well,  play  away,  then." 

"Please,  sir,  I've  lost  my  drum-aticka,"  replied 
the  fool;  "perhaps  you'll  lend  me  a  pdr  f"  pointing 

"  No,  sirrah,  I  want  'em  to  support  me." 

"  Then  I  only  wonder  how  you  manage  to  live 

upon  such  a  slight  support.     Why,  it's  as  bad  as 

the  Di-t-tittery  oS  the  workhouaea." 

A  burst  of  "  popular  feeling"  followed  this  allu- 

"  Come,  sirrah,  no  talking;  take  the  pipes  and 
drum,  and  aummon  our  friends  to  witness  our  as- 
tonishing feats  of  legerdemain  andbalancing,  which 
we  confidently  hope  will  be  thought  worthy  of  their 
patronage  and  support." 

"Hear,  hear!"  exclaimed  the  fool.  And  forth- 
with he  thrust  the  Pandean  pipes  in  the  breast  of 
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_animent  of  the  dru 

The  master,  meanwhile,  begging  his  audience  to 
enlarge  the  circle,  commenced  throwing  up  the 
balla,  first  two,  then  three,  and  laatly  four,  with  a 
facility  and  precision  which  would  not  have  dis- 
graced the  manual  desterity  of  the  celebrated  In- 
dian jugglers. 

And  now,  drawing  four  broad-bladed  knives  from 
the  apparently  inexhaustible  bag,  he  playi-d  with 
them  in  the  same  manner,  the  fool  atiU  keeping  up 
the  lime. 

The  crowd  gradually  became  more  dense,  and  a 
few  pence  were  from  time  to  time  cast  into  (he 

Having  finished  his  second  performance,  he  bade 
the  clown  produce  the  money-bag,  who,  putting 
down  his  drum,  drew  out  a  small  one,  about  the 
size  of  a  shilling,  with  a  long  bobbin  to  it. 

"  What's  this  for,  sirrah  f" said  his  master, 

"  For  the  aovereigns,"  replied  the  fool. 

"Nonsense.  Where's  the  one  for  the  small 
change?"  inquired  hia  master. 

The  clown  then  brought  forth  a  large  leathern 
bag  from  the  capacious  pocket  of  his  nether  gar- 

"It'a  all  very  well,"  said  he,  "  but  I'm  such  a  loyal 
man  that  when  1  get  one  good  soeereign  I'm  never 
desirous  of  seeing  any  chaiu/e;"  and  proceeding  to 
collect  the  pence,  he  continued,  "This  is  what 
mother  used  to  call  '  picking  up  a  livelihood.'  "  A 
laugh  followed  this  sally,  and,  better  than  all,  some 
Uberal  hand  threw  three  pennyworth  of  coppers, 
which  fell  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  clown.  Turn- 
ing quickly  towards  IJie  donor,  he  exclaimed,  "Sir, 
the  shower  of  your  benefits  has  not  fallen  upon  a 
barren  soil.  I  have  not  words  to  express  my  grati- 
tude. I  can  truly  say,"  rubbing  his  shoulders, 
"  that  I  am  struck  by  your  liberality.  Now,  master, 
go  on,  and  white  you  raise  the  wind,  FU  not  cease 
to  blow,  depend  on't."  And  delivering  the  bag  into 
the  coiguror's  hand,  he  recommenced  his  music. 
Now  shuflling,  and  cut^ng,  and  flappug  the  cards, 
"as  the  manner  ia,"  the  conjuror  paraded  round 
the  circle,  requesting  one  of  his  audience  to  draw  a 
card,  "  anywhere,  no  matter  which,"  as  be  sidd.  A 
boy  took  a  card,  "took  at  it,"  said  he,  "you'll 
remember  it?    Now  place  it  in  the  pack,  take  it  in 
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your  own  hiinda,  and  shuffle  it.  There,  don't  be 
Bfrajd ;  mis  'sm  well  together.  How,  you're  sure 
it's  there  1"  '"  Tes,  quite,"  replied  the  boy.  "  Pres- 
to 1  begone,"  exeMmed  ibe  coiguror,  casting  up  his 
eyes  with  a  mysterious  air,  and  "snapping"  the 
Cftrda  with  his  right  hand.  He  then  bade  him  name 
the  card  aloud, 

"  The  Jack— the  Jack  o'  Clubs,"  said  the  boy. 
"  The  Jaek  of  Clubs,  eh !  Now  look ;"  and  then 
displaying  the  cards  one  by  one  upon  the  ground, 
ittt  identical  card  was  fouud — nantbg.  "Are  you 
qmt«  sure,  young  gentleman,  that  you  put  it  int« 
the  pack  sgtun  T' 

"  That  I  am,"  replied  the  lad  confidently,  at  the 
■ame  time  coloring  up  to  the  eyes,  as  if  he  were 
really  under  the  suspicion  of  havmg  purloined  it. 

"Wall  the  card  isn't  worth  much,  but  the  pack 
■will  be  spoiled  without  it.  Come,  I'll  give  anybody 
a  penny  who  will  produce  it." 

And  taking  up  the  leathern  bag  for  the  reward, 
he  suddenly  drew  out,  instead  of  the  penny,  the 
missing  card!  This  delusion  was  so  well  eiecuted 
that  there  was  a  general  murmur  of  applause. 

He  next  threw  a  rusty  sword  into  the  air,  and 
catj^hing  it  as  it  descended,  balanced  it  on  his  chin 
and  forehead,  walking  about  the  ring;  then  placing 
B  pewter  platter  on  the  hilt,  and  healing  it  swiftly 
round  with  his  hand,  he  raised  it  aloft,  whirling 
with  the  rapidity  of  a  smoke-jack,  and  striking  the 
point  of  the  weapon  in  the  bowl  of  a  table-spoon, 
took  the  handle  between  his  teetli,  and  moving  his 
head  backwards  and  forwards  (with  that  action  so 
peculiar  to  the  goose !)  he  walked  with  arms  a-ktnibo 
across  the  primitive  parterre  of  his  chosen  theatre, 
to  the  admiration  of  the  spectators.  This  being 
concluded,  "Now,  wirah,"  said  he,  "while  I  pre- 
pare the-  infant  prodi^,  get  your  lUnner." 

"That's  the  tioketj  eiclaimed  the  fool,  patting 
down  his  drum  andiHpeswitb  alacrity,  and  tenderly 
addressing  the  former,  he  warned  it  to  be  quiet : — 
"Unless  anybody  hits  you,  don't  moke  a  noise,  now, 
but  be  dumb,  Aimb  1  And  there's  the  pipes — which 
although  rather  the  worse  for  wear,  I  hope  nobody 
won't  smoke  'em!" 

"  Now,  sirrah,  be  quick,  and  don't  keep  the  don- 
keg  wwting,"  said  hia  master. 

"I'll  not  keep  you  a  minute,"  replied  the  clown, 
and  hereat  all  the  boys  laughed  immoderately,  and 
the  bigger  folks  tittered.  Proceeding  to  the  bag, 
he  drew  out  a  wooden  bowl,  filled  with  strips  of 
white  paper. 

"Here  a  lining  for  a  man's  trunk!"  said  he,  "but 
I  suppose  I  must  chew  it,  whether  I  choose  or  no  ; 
so  here  goes;"  and  he  forthwith  began  filhng  his 
mouth  with  the  shreds. 

"  It's  sweet  and  clean,  at  any  rate,"  said  his  mas- 
ter. 

"  I  think  it's  a  little  /mil,  for  if  here  ain't  a 
bone  I"  cried  he,  arresting  his  masdcatory  opera- 
ttons  ;  and  putting  the  forefinger  and  thumb  of  his 
right  hand  to  his  jaws,  he  drew  out  what  is  tcchni- 
c^ly  termed  a  "  barber's  pole,"  which  he  gradually 
extended,  projecting  it  from  his  Upa  four  or  five 
feet  I  Taking  it  in  his  hand,  and  spitting  out  the 
paper,  which  be  had  crammed  into  bis  capacious 
mouth,  he  held  it  up  to  the  laughing  crowd  ;  "  If 
tJiat  ain't  enough  to  choke  an  alderDiau ! — mind  me 
if  I  don't  discharge  the  cook,  that's  all,  for  attempt- 
ing  to  dish  me,  instead  of  the  dinner.  No  more 
made  dishes  for  me;  my  standinrj  dish  in  future, 
depend  on't,  shall  not  be  sdfiionarji." 


Having  replaced  the  bowl  and  its  contents,  he 
proffered  his  services  to  hia  master,  who  having 
securely  tied  the  dontey's  legs  to  the  ladder,  with 
the  fool's  asMstance,  rMsed  him  on  his  chin,  and 
held  him  in  egmlif/ria  in  the  air. 

"  Ain't  my  master  clever?"  said  the  fool,  "and 
yet  all  the  world  must  see  that  he's  below  an  ass! 
You  laugh— you're  tickled — but  there's  a  moral  in 
this  that  none  of  you  see.  Hi  cipound :  That  man 
and  that  ass  are  a  type  of  the  world  aa  it  wags. 
For  how  many  asses  are  daily  supported  by  &e 
ability  of  clever  men!  The  Temperance  Society 
will  tell  you  that  asses  alone  get  'elevated.'  Don't 
beheve  'em  !  Drunkenness  may  make  a  beast  of  a 
man,  but  let  me  tell  you  every  thing  is  good  in 
moderation.  They  tell  you  to  drink  water,  and 
promise  you  length  of  years,  which  ia  as  much  as 
to  say  that  if  you  drink  water,  your  ears  will  in- 
crease to  the  length  of  a  donkey's ! — pah  !  when 
the  spirit  is  fied  the  man  is  dead,  and  all  arguments 
are  weak  that  are  wanting  in — spirit  I  But  I  must 
assist  my  master ;  the  greatest  fool  can  give  a  man 
a  lift  upon  occasion."  Having  released  the  conjuror 
and  the  donkey,  which  appeared  very  stupid  and 
inert,  the  master  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  drcle, 
to  take  a  little  breath  after  his  feat." 

"Now,  calf,  leave  the  donkey,"  said  he. 

" Calf  indeed  !"  replied  the  mdignant  fool,  "111 
show  you  I  can  make  a  little  wheel  before  I'm  dead, 
at  any  rate ;"  and  casting  a  hoop  adroitly  over  his 
master's  head,  he  esclaimed,  "  There,  now ;  there's 
a  little  wheel  in  a  jiffy." 

"  How  do  you  mean,  arrah?" 

"Wby,  that  'ere  hoop's  the  tire,  and  you're  the 
knave,'"  to  be  sure,  replied  he. 

"  But  Where's  the  spokes,  man  ?" 

"  Why,  you're  the  spokes-num,  everybody  must 
allow,"  quickly  answered  the  fool ;  and  his  master, 
picking  up  the  hoop  and  throwing  it  at  him,  he 
caught  it,  and  began  trundling  it  round  the  area 
formed  by  the  spectators. 

"  What  are  you  about,  sirrah  i" 

"Playing  at  hoop,"  replied  the  fool;  "will  you 
hide  ?" 

"  I'll  hide  you,"  said  his  master.  "  Come,  strike 
up  ;"  and  the  buffoon  immediately  resumed  his  mu- 
dcal  instruments,  and  began  blowing  his  pipes,  and 
throwing  and  swinging  about  his  drumsticks,  after 
the  most  approved  mode  of  the  Moorish  drummer. 

The  conjuror  then  took  a  htrge  bhie  and  white 
dish,  and  began  whiriingit  to  and  fro,  up  and  down, 
to  the  nervous  amazement  of  the  throng,  who  ex- 
pected every  moment  to  see  it  fall,  and  dashed  to 
pieces  on  the  ground.  At  last,  plaeing  it  between 
his  legs,  he  looked  up,  and  pretended  to  cast  it  in 
the  air.  Up  went  hia  hand,  and  the  dish  was  gone! 
All  eyes  were  upturned  towards  the  sky,  expecting 
to  see  the  diah  skimming  the  air;  and  so  adroitly 
was  the  deception  executed,  that  they  all  laughed 
heartily  at  their  disappointment;  for  the  conjuror 
had  merely  passed  it  from  one  hand  to  the  other, 
and  now  quietly  laid  it  down. 

Placing  a  sort  of  leathern  cup,  with  a  strap,  upon 
his  forehead,  which  projected  like  the  horn  of  a 
rhinoceros,  he  grasped  a  wooden  ball,  about  the 
size  of  an  orange,  and  began  tossing  it  in  the  air, 
about  as  high  as  the  copings  of  the  adjoining 
houses ;  and  at  last  in  its  descent,  caught  it  in  the 
cup!  He  repeated  the  apparently  dangerous  ex- 
periment ;  for,  in  its  fall,  should  he  miss  it,  the  ball 
certainly  threalfincd  to  "put  him  out  of  counte- 
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nance."  Having  caught  It  for  the  third  dme,  he 
appealed  to  the  generoeitj  of  a  "British  public" 
for  more  contributiona.  A  few  more  pence  were 
scattered. 

"  Thftt'a  your  BOrt !"  eiclumed  the  fool,  eeiMog 
the  large  bag,  and  beginning  to  collect  the  tnbute  ; 
"  down  with  jour  dust !  If  any  lady  or  gentleman 
wishes  to  contribute  a  piece  of  silver,  I've  a  hand 
'open  as  day  to  melting  charity.'  Only  consider 
my  master's  family.  Here's  a  big  drum ;  and  here's 
the  pipes,  which  cost,  I  don't  know  how  much  and 
a  great  deal  more ;  and  then  there's  the  ass,  myaelf 
and  himself,  and  a  large  family  of  small  children  at 
home,  who  are  admiring  the  beautiful  eyes  of  an 
old  potato,  and  smelling  a  red  herring!  Pray  tip; 
for  master  owea  me  the  laft  fortnighrs  wages,  and 
there's  my  washerwoman  all  'in  the  suds;'  and 
when  she  asbs  me,  '  Dick,  how  are  you  off  for  soap  ?' 
poor  creature,  she'll  look  blue-bags  at  me  if  I  don't 
shell  out  the  browns.    Washerwomen,  of  all  women 


in  the  world,  can  do  the  least  without  eoppe  !  vo  i 
know.    Thank'e,  sir,  thank'e." 

Having  made  a  tolerably  good  collect  on  he 
looked  round  the  circle  before  t>ing  up  the  con 
tribution ; — 

"  I  do  not  wish  io  disappoint  the  generosity  of 
any  individual :  before  I  draw  the  str  ng  is  ^ere 
any  one  who  wishes  to  bestow  a  mite 

"No, no;  go  on!"  shouted  aboyfrom  the  crowd, 
who  had  contributed  nothing,  and  was  impatient  of 
the  delay. 

"We  shall  go  on  directly,"  replied  the  fool. 
"  l^adies and  gentlemen,  the  fireworks  are  alt  over!" 

Hereupon  there  was  a  genera!  movement  in  the 
crowd,  and  they  gradually  separated ;  while  the 
Street-Conjuror  and  hia  merry  colleague  resumed 
their  walking  attire,  and  took  up  their  paraphernalia 
preparatory  to  a  repetition  of  their  gambols  in  some 
favorable  spot  in  the  rioimty. 


THE  STRANGER  I  MET   AT   MY   CLUB, 
g-Sakd  %  IbIe  of  Stig^f. 


At  the  club  of  which  I  am  a  member,  "The 
Whitechapel  AthensBum,"  we  are  allowed  to  bring 
strangers  with  us  to  dinner — a  very  great  conve- 
nience, every  one  must  allow,  to  our  friends.  I 
live  in  that  neighborhood;  I  am  not  ashamed  to 
confess  it.  In  fact,  I  have  been  so  long  in  bua- 
ness,  and  have  seen  sucli  a  variety  of  things  in  mf 
life,  that  I  am  too  old  to  be  ashamed  of  any  thing. 
At  any  rate,  I  am  above  the  paltry  affectation  of 
many  of  my  neighbors,  who  consider  it  something 
mighty  ungenteel  to  remain  in  town  at  this  season 
of  the  year,  and  give  out  to  all  their  friends  that 
they  are  gone  to  Mareate  or  Gravesend,whenl  know 
for  a  certainty  that  they  have  never  budged  from 
their  own  homes.  One  of  them — I  don't  choose  to 
mention  names — a  drysalter  by  trade,  a  leading 
member  of  our  club — in  feet,  the  only  one  who  en- 
deavored to  exclude  me  when  1  was  a  candidate 
for  admtSMon — put  a  ticket  in  his  window  with 
"Gone  to  Brighton  for  the  season,"  written  on  it; 
when,  I  declare,  I  have  seen  him  almost  every  day 
slinking  through  by-lanes  and  alleys  into  his  back- 
shop.  All  this,  I  say,  I  am  above.  I  stay  in  town 
the  whole  year  round,  and  dine  at  my  club  every 
day.  The  club,  however,  it  must  be  confessed,  has 
a  very  desolate  appearance  all  August  and  Septem- 
ber ;  piles  of  uncut  newspapers  blocking  up  every 
table,  windows  badly  cleaned,  Soors  scarcely  sand- 
ed above  once  a  week,  and  if  by  any  chance  a 
mambsr  does  come  in,  he  looks  for  alLthe  world  as 
if  he  were  detected  in  a  forgery.  The  steward  of 
lie  club  has  gone  on  leave  of  absence;  the  butler 
is  never  to  be  found;  dear  me!  the  very  waiters 
seem  asleep  ;  and  you  have  to  wait  at  least  half  an 
hour  for  your  pint  of  wine.  However,  in  spite  of 
all  these  inconveniences,  it  is  better  to  dine  there 
than  at  a  chop-house;  and,  accordingly,  every  day, 
summer  and  winter,  punctually  at  five  o'clock,  I 
take  my  seat  at  the  little  square  table,  up  at  the 
middle  window  looking  du!^ctly  opposite  into  the 
London  Hospital. 

One  day  last  week  I  had  dioed — mutton  chop,  1 


mber, 


d  pot  of  porter — and  was  picking  my 


my  pint  of  sherry,  when  my  attention  w 
the  other  end  of  the  room  by  a  gentleman  making 
a  speech.  He  was  a  stranger ;  a  stout  man,  about 
my  own  age — fifty  or  thereabouts — and  he  had 
been  brought  in  by  a  friend,  a  member  of  the  club 
with  whom  I  am  not  acqudnted.  They  had  dined 
together  very  quietly — cold  beef  and  pickles,  Wil- 
liam sidd,  exactly  at  three — and,  in  fact,  so  httle 
noise  had  they  made,  that  I  was  not  aware  of  their 
presence  in  the  room.  AU  of  a  sudden,  I  heard  a 
speech  proceeding  with  the  most  amazing  volubil- 
ity. I  was  so  far  off  I  could  not  catch  a  word  of 
it,  but  I  perceived  from  the  gestures  he  made  use 
of,  and  the  risings  and  failings  of  his  voice,  that  he 
was  an  accomplished  orator.  His  whole  audience 
was  his  friend — a  mercer  from  Cornhill — a  very 
quiet,  respectable  man,  who  certainly  looked  amazed 
at  the  performance.  It  lasted,  I  should  think, 
twenty  minutes ;  at  the  end  of  which  time,  the 
gentleman  sat  down  and  knocked  very  loudly  with 
both  hands  on  the  table,  and  kicked  with  all  his 
might  upon  the  floor.  Shortly  after  that,  he  vol- 
unteered a  song;  'twas  "  Will  Watch,  tho  bold 
Smu^ler,"  and  very  well  he  sang  it,  bestowing 
at  the  end  the  same  hearty  marks  of  approbation 
on  it  that  he  had  formeriy  done  on  the  speech. 

My  wine  was  now  put  before  me,  and  I  placed 
my  tooth-pick  in  my  pocket.  Before  I  had  finished 
one-half  of  the  decanter — I  drank  very  slowly — 
the  mercer  from  Gomhill  slipped  off^  and  I  thought 
I  perceived  by  the  doggetUy  determined  manner 
vith  which  he  fixed  his  liat  on  his  head,  that  he 

ed  very  patiently  for  some  time,  but  at  last,  looking 
all  round,  and  seeing  nobody  but  me,  he  carried  his 
decanter — I  declare  to  heaven  it  was  entirely  empty 
— up  to  the  tabic  I  was  sitting  at,  and  making  me 
a  very  polite  bow,  proposed,  as  we  were  both  en- 
joying our  wine,  that  we  should  do  so  in  com- 
pany. 
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"  Companj,  mj  dear  Mr,"  he  continued,  drawing 
in  his  chair,  and  filling  up  bia  glasa  out  of  my  de- 
canter; "company,  sir,  ia  indispensable  to  me. 
lis  even  recommended  for  my  health." 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  I  said,  keeping  a  firm  hold  of  my 
wine,  for  be  bad  finished  his  glasa  in  a  moment 
Bud  looked  very  dangerously  at  the  decanter 
again. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  am  liable  to  low  spirits.  I  haro 
Bach  a  lot  of  sensibility ;  'tia  quite  distressing  lo 
see  me  sometimes.    Nice  club  this  is." 

"  Very " 

"I  think  of  belonging  to  it  myself.  'Twill  be  a 
charming  resource  agamst  the  agonies  of  recollec- 
tion,_  the  woes  of  memory,  and  the  grief  of  a  too 
sensitire,  too  sympathizing  heart.  You  don't  help 
yourself  to  the  wine." 

"I  have  had  enough,  air,"  I  said,  aa  repulsively 

"Nonsense!  Enough?  why,  you've  had  nothing. 
Let  me  help  you."  So  saying,  he  fairly  got  posses- 
sion of  my  pint  decanter,  and  divided  the  contents 
of  it  equally  between  us. 

"  This  is  the  fine  free  and  easy  way  I  like  to  see 
tilings  carried  on  in  clubs.  What  are  clubs  f  Con- 
fraternities of  congenial  souls.  If  I  belonged  to  a 
club,  there  is  not  a  member  in  all  whose  woes  I 
would  not  have  a  share." 

"  And  in  his  bottle,  too,"  I  said,  with  a  sneer. 

"Good I  goodl  Well,  that  dom  deserve  some- 
thing. Waiter,  a  bottle  of  poet.  Ah,  air!  how 
charming  it  is  to  meet  with  a  good-humored,  pleas- 
ant, agreeable,  witty  companion,  such  as  you  I 
'twas  a  capital  hit  about  the  bottle — I  took  It  at 

"So  I  Haw,  ^r.     You  took  every  drop  of  it." 
"  Good  again  !    Waiter,  why  tlie  devil  don't  you 
bring  that  bottle  of  port  ?    Alas  !  sir,  you  must  ex- 
cuse me.     I  am  dreadfully  subject  to  low  spiritB. 
But,  (hank  heaven,  here  comes  William  with  the 

He  poured  out  a  glass,  and  after  looking  at  it  for 
some  lime,  swallowed  itotfin  a  twinkling. 

"Medicine,  sir — purely  as  medicine  I  drink  it. 
It  enables  me  to  bear  up.  I  should  die  without  it 
— ennni.^^lue  devils — hypochondriasis " 

"  And  thirst,  sir  ?"  I  said  ;  but  somehow  the  ex- 
traordinary familiarity  of  the  maji's  manner  dis- 
armed my  dislike,  and  I  filled  np  my  glass,  and  ac- 
companied my  observation  with  a  smile. 

"  Cftpilal  again !  Ton  have  said  three  very  witty 
things.  I  declare  to  heaven,  sir,  I  am  ashamed  oi 
myself,  but  I  can't  laugh.  No,  sir  ;  the  effort  Would 
choke  me.  I  have  one  fetal  remembrance,  one 
sorrow,  but  you  know  the  lines " 

"  Indeed,  sir  ?"  I  asked,  inquiringly. 

"True.  I  have  thought  of  suicide;  but 'tis  so 
common,  'tis  become  vulgar ;  my  shoemaker  cut 
hia  throat  last  week.  I  will  tell  you  my  story,  sic ; 
after  that  judge  if  I  have  no  cause  for  regret." 

"Happy  to  hear  it,  sir." 

The  stranger  drew  his  chair  more  confidentially 


close  to.  the  table,  filled  u 

"  Do  you  know  the  Isle  of  Wight,  air  ?" 

"No." 

"Did  you  ever  hear  of  old  Snigga,  of  Water 


"  No." 

"Good  heavens!  what  a  man  you  must  be!  The 
Isle  of  Wight  is  the  loveliest  place  in  the  world 
sir.  All  the  Undercliff  is  a  slice  out  of  Eden ; 
hundreds  of  people  go  there  every  year,  pretend- 
ing to  be  in  bad  health — 'tis  only  to  enjoy  the 
scenery  and  eat  prawns.  Dr.  Clarke  calls  it  the 
British  Madeira ;  'tis  the  only  homebrewed  I  ever 
heard  of,  which  ia  better  than  the  original  Ah  1 
'tis  indeed  a  charming  spot,  and  five-and-twenty 
years  ago,  'twas  still  more  beautiful  than  now.  I 
was  young  then ;  thin,  elegant,  genteel  |  grief  had 
""• """ -"-  tears  reddened  the  p  "        " 


of  old  Snig, 


d,  then,  old  Sniggs — you  d 


"  Curious ; — a  d — d  old  hunks  SS  ever  was,  but 
such  a  sweet  creature  his  daughter!  Ah,  Julia! 
How  playful  she  used  to  be  at  church  I  We  always 
flirted  immensely  all  the  time  of  the  psalms.  And 
Iloskins— never  heard  of  Hoskinsf" 

"  Odd  agam  ; — a  dog,  sir.  A  handsome,  laugh- 
ing, jolly,  swearing,  whiskered,  infernal  fellow,  sir. 
Ho  was  sii  feet  two — without  a  shilling — he  had 
spent  two  fortunes — and,  as  bad  luck  would  have 
it,  went  down  to  the  Isle  of  Wight." 

No — to  catch  gudgeons,  sir.     He  caught  me— 


That's     .  _._.^,  _._. 
"  What  is,  sir  ?     I  have  heard  no  story  yet." 
"Sol     How  slow  you  must  he.     Don't  you  see 
it  all?     But  I'll  teli  it  you,  air,  word   for  word. 
Pray,  sir,  do  you  ever  lend  money  to  a  friend  f" 

This  was  too  much,  and  I  determined  to  stop  the 
man's  impertinence  at  once.  The  idea  of  asking 
me  for  a  loan  after  («n  minutes'  acquiuntance  !  I 
could  not  help  thinking  he  was  a  swindler. 

"No,  sir,"  I  said:  "I  would  not  lend  a  shilling 

to  the  dearest  friend  I  have  in  the  world ;  no,  not 

to  keep  him  from  starving.    And,  as  to  trusting  a 

stranger  with  a  siipenoe,  sir,  I  should  consider  he 

■as  msulting  me  if  he  hinted  at  such  a  thing." 

"Give  me  your  hand,"  exclaimed  the  stranger, 

give  me  your  hand.     I  am  proud  to  have  met 

you — you  will  be  a  happy  man  all  your  days — you 

are  a  gentleman— a  wise  man.     Would  to  heaven  I 

had  always  thought  as  you  do !     Ah  1  air,  you  shall 

hear.     Old  Sniggs  was  worth  a  hundred  and  fifty 

thousand  pounds — Jalia  hia  only  child.  1,  sir,  lived 

!it  door  to  them  in  Finsbury  Square,  and  flirted 

ith  the  daughter  every  Sunday  at  church.     Could 

ly  thing  E>e  more  agreeable?    Yet,  somehow  or 

other,  we  never  could  scrape  up  an  acquiuntance. 

A  she  dragon,  in  the  shape  of  an  old  housekeeper, 

always  guirded  that  furest  of  Hesperian  apples — 

'ums,  I  should  say,  for  you  perceive  she  was  heir- 

s  to  a  plum  and  a  haU'— and  nothing  I  could  do 

mid  get  the  better  of  hor  vigilance.     I  worried, 

id  teazed,  and  fretted  myself  to  such  a  degree 

that  I  nearly  tormented  myself  into  a  consumption. 

Change  of  scene— mild  air— were  recommended  to 

He  by  the  faculty,  and  I  set  off  by  the  Portsmouth 

inach  for  the  village  of  SteephUI,  at  the  back  of 

the  Isle  of  Wight.     I  got  a  charming  bed-room 

parlor  at  a  farmer's  cottage— oh,  'twas  Para- 

! — and  the  hostess  made    the   most    deheious 

1  in  the  world.     Every  morning  at  breakfast  I 

had  magnificent  slices — sometimes  hot,  sometimes 

cold — eiquiate  prawns,  with  an  occasional  lobster. 

My  health  grew  gradually  better,  but  I  still  muBed 
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0,  good  deal  about  Julia.     Even  then,  rir,  solitude 
waa  my  aversion,  and  jou  may  guess  my  gra.i 
tion  when  one  day  I  was  visited  by  a  tall  handsome 
young  man,  dressed  in  a  style  that  had  once  been 
fashionable — trowsera  slightly  patched    about  the 
kneea — coat  not  quite  entire  about  the  elbow     ' 
the  benefit  of  the  fresh  air  ;  and  jet  his  tout  e: 
We  showing  he  was  a  geuUeman — a  perfect  gentle- 
man.    He  waa  romantic,  and  had  stationed  hi 
self  at  the  'Crab  and  Lobster,'  a  dehcioua  retn 
from  the  cares  of  life,  just  under  St.  Boniface  Dov 
He  begged  the  honor  of  my  acquaintaace.     I  w< 

d  with  him  that  very  day — cold 
t        If      dhp 
!  \    ID     aid  V       t  h  11  n 
.   ly      d  hghthil   f  11 


I  was 

ght. 


1  d— a  d 


-f  U     f  J 


I)  f 


lapped  my       w  .  _       „  . 

mb       w  ih  b   ght  h    8>  I   t      s —    d     11  ] 
H      y  I  Id  g  t   t  b    k    ga        Oh 

h     w      {  11    t  f     I     H     djd  th  w  Ih  m 

Iw  pom        ultuldh        klldy 

■w  th  1  gh  g  t  h  h  d  1  w  m  ally  h 
pok  b  t  th  tn  k  II  h  y  l_th  ra  1 
— Ih     gh  h     has  b        th        us      1     11  my  y 

"Tmas  Hoakins ; — I  need  scarcely  tell  you  bis  name ; 
you  gueaaed  who  it  was,  didn't  you?" 
"  Xo,  air ;  I  had  no  idea." 

"  Well ;  he  aod  I  for  about  a  week  were  happier 
than  any  two  men  since  the  fall.  We  rambled 
about  the  sweet  vales  of  Bonchurch — dived  into  the 
coves  of  Ventnor  i — we  were  seldom  separate  for  an, 
hour  in  the  day.  Would  to  Jupiter  we  had  never 
been  separal*  a  moment !  Of  course  we  had  no 
secrets  with  each  other.  I  waa  come  to  the  island 
to  recover  the  tone  of  my  mind  and  stftmach,  after 
a  diaappointment  in  love ;  he  had  come  to  those 
deep  solitudes  and  awful  dells  to  avoid  the  imperti- 
nence of  his  duns.  We  nearly  succeeded  in  both. 
I  became  ruddy  as  a  peony  rose,  and  was  hungry 
five  times  a  day,  and  he  lost  the  very  recollection 
of  wme  merchants  and  tailors.  How  he  rallied  rae 
about  Julia  I  how  he  laughed  at  the  nameof  Sniggsl 
But  he  always  particularly  impressed  on  mo  the 
necessity  of  never  despairing.  We  formed  together 
a  plan  of  the  campaign  by  which  I  waa  to  obtajn 
my  wishes.  He  was  to  cDme  up  and  five  with  me 
in  London — to  drive  about  in  my  phaeton — cabs 
are  a  new  invention — and,  if  posable,  obtain  an 
introducUon  to  her  himself;  and  trust  to  him  for 
pleading  the  cause  of  his  friend!  Nothuig  could 
be  nicer;  I  was  only  anxions  to  proceed  to  work, 
and  to  return  to  London  immediately.  As  a  pre- 
paratory step,  I  wrote  to  several  of  his  creditors, 
and  became  responable  for  his  debts.  Couldn't  do 
less,  you  know,  for  a  gentleman  who  was  to  get  me 
a  wife  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  pounds. 
It  seemed  very  odd  to  me  all  this  time  that  Hoskina 
—gay,  lively,  handsome  fellow— had  never  been  in 
love.  It  seemed  to  give  me  too  much  the  advan- 
tage over  him,  but  he  didn't  seem  to  mind  it  much. 
He  waa  as  proud  of  himself  as  if  he  had  been  in 
love  with  a  dozen.  At  last^one  day— 'twas  the 
sixth  of  our  acquaintance — he  came  to  me  and  said 
'  Teddy,'  sidd  he,  '  will  you  make  my  fortune  »' 

'"  Certainly,  Hosky,  my  boy,' said  I ;  'but  how!' 

"  '  Lend  me  twenty  pounds.  The  oddest  thing 
in  the  world  has  Just  happened  to  me.' 

"I  happened  only  to  have  twenty-fiva  pounds 
left ;  gave  him  four  fives  without  a  word  ;  and  kept 


■'  'What  is  it?' I  said. 

'■ '  Why,  aa  I  was  just  rambling  along  below 
Grove's  Inn,  there  passed  me  a  carriage  conlaining 
two  or  three  ladies.  They  were  evidently  strangers; 
'twas  a  Newport  fly  ;  and  after  they  had  passed  me 
about  twenty  yar^,  the  driver  slopped,  and  one  of 
the  ladies — rather  demnre-loOking,  and  somewhat 
dowdily  dressed — came  up  and  spoke  to  me. 

"  '  IMd  you  know  her  f  I  asked. 

"  '  Never  saw  her  m  my  life  before ;  but  she  said 
to  me,  "I  take  the  liberty  of  addressing  you,sir, 
perceiving  you  to  be  a  gentleman—" ' 

"  '  By  Jupiter,   Hoaky !    my    coat   and    trow- 

"  '  To  inform  you,'  continued  the  old  woman, 
of  our  dilemma.  We  are  living  at  present  in 
Southampton  ;  we  have  come  over  here  for  a  two 
days'  tour,  and,  unluckily,  we  have  just  this  mo- 
~ "   '  discovered  that  we  have  brought  no  money 


wthuj 


"'And  what  did  you  s 


ked 


,  my  boy?' 


" '  Say  !  why,  that  I  was  delighted  to  have  the 
pportunity  of  being  useful— thut  I  would  walk 
i  rect  to  my  hotel  and  bring  them  whatever  sum 
hey  required.  They  have  gone  on  to  Shanklin, 
and  as  they  return  this  way,  I  shall  present  them 
with  the  twenty  ponnds  you  have  given  rae.' 

"'Hadn't  you  better  let  me  do  it  myself?'  I 
asked  ;  for  I  thought,  sir,  aa  the  money  waa  mine, 
I  might  as  well  have  aS\  the  merit  of  helping  those 
damsels  in  distress.  But  Hoskina  waa  resolved; 
and  hisisted  on  ^ving  me  a  note  of  hand  for  the 

Lount,  in  order,  as  he  aaid,  that  he  might  hand  it 


o  the  ladies  w 
Hosk" 
him  what  mor 
think  he  told  i 
■rv  the  old  i 
'The  o/rf  1 


nher 


a  safe  conscience.  Koble  fellow 
Well,  ar,  when  I  asked 
he  intended  to  do,  what  do  you 
;  sir?    Why,  that  he  intended  to 

.man,  Hoskyl'says  L     'Why  do 

is  dowdily  dressed,  and  asked  me 


Because  she  is 
for  money,  she  w 

"'Why?'  said  I,  in  surprise.     'Because  she  is 
ill-dressed  and  hasn't  a  farthing  in  her  pocket?' 
Exactly,'  nodded  my  friend  Hoskins— oh,  ho 
I  knowuig  dog.      'If  she  were  really  poor,  she 
would  be   finely  dressed,   and  have  rather  sunk 
igh  the  earth  than  have  confessed  her  poverty 
stranger.    She  must  be  rolling  in  money — at 
least,  I'll  marry  her  on  the  chance.' 

"  So  I  laughed  at  him,  and  he  rubbed  his  hands. 
lU  never  saw  two  fellows  so  jolly  in  your  life, 
iskins  with  the  pockets  of  my  trowsers  stulfed 
:h  my  bank-notes,  and  buttoning  up  the  bosom 
my  olive-green  coat.  Short-sighted  mortal! 
Confound  me  if  I  ever  laugh  again!  Let  me  fill 
your  glass  again,  sir. 

"You  had   better,   sir,"  said   I;    "for  you've 

ptied  it  this  moment — by  mistake,  of  course." 

■'Good  again!   But  now  my  miseries  begin.   Sir, 

there  is  a  landslip  just  below  a  place  called  Under- 

nt  Cottage,  leading  down  to  a  beautiful  beach. 

;r  was  so  sweet  a  spot.     High  hills  frowning 

■e,   rugged  rocks,  shelving  glens,  quite  made 

for  lovers  to  play  hide-and-seek  in.     Well,  sir,  that 

looth  expanse  of  sand,  that  richly-wooded  shore, 

that  quiet,  'blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decKne' 

■hat  is,  friehd  to  all  who  are  laboring  in  a  con- 

iption,  sir — that  scene,  I  say,  waa  the  witness  of 

ray  distraction.    Hoskins  was  a  famous  sdlor,  and 

■  hired  a  boat,  which  I  paid  for  at  the  rate  of  a 
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guinea  a.  week.  By  way  of  passing  off  the  time  till 
the  old  lady's  return  we  resolTed  to  row  out  and 
lift  up  the  prawn-pots.  No  amusement  can  be  ao 
delightful,  sir,  aa  catching  prawns  in  the  midst  of 
the  finest  scenery  in  the  world;  for 

Oh,  If  there  be  an  Eljslum  on  earth, 
It  la  this,  It  is  this,  It  la  thitl 

When  we  vere  returning,  the  ^de  was  running  out 
at  the  rate  of  siity  miles  an  hoar — sad  work  pulling 
against  such  a  racer.  But  when  we  had  got  within 
a  few  jsrds  of  tlie  shore,  who  should  Hoskins  see, 
just  peeping  over  the  cliff,  but  the  identical  old  iady 
that  had  spoken  to  him  in  the  morning.  She 
WaTcd  her  hand ;  he  kissed  bis  in  return ;  when 
— eicuse  me,  sir,  tQl  I've  swallowed  this  bumper — 
just  at  her  etbow,  smiling  and  smirking  exactly  as 
we  use  to  do  at  church,  appeared  Julia — ra^  Juha — 
'twas,  indeed.  Miss  Sniggs.  My  heart  jumped  into 
my  mouth  in  a  moment,  and  filled  it  so  completely 
that  there  waa  no  room  for  the  tongue  to  move. 
Indeed,  1  believe  there  was  no  room  for  it  in  the 
mouth  at  all,  and  that  it  hung  out  Uke  a  dog's  in 
the  hot  days  of  July.  How  I  panted  to  be  sure  1 
for  you  wilt  observe  that  EosldDS  was  a  capital 
steersman  ;  and  always  when  we  rowed  out  I  held 
file  oars  and  he  the  helm  ;  but  whether  my  panting 
proceeded  most  from  the  exertion  of  rowing  agunst 
tide,  or  from  seeing  Julia  so.  unexpectedly,  1  cannot 
at  this  distance  of  time  exactly  remember.  The 
silence  lasted  for  some  ^me,  and  nothing  was  to  be 
heard  but  the  prodigiously  loud  kisses  that  Hoskins 
kept  constantly  impressing  on  the  palm  of  his  hand. 
At  last  1  pulled  my  tongue  within  my  lips. 
" '  Heavens !"  I  cried,  '  that's  my  Julia !' 
'"  Your  JutiaT  says  Hosky — 'which?  the  old 
lady  in  the  cotton  siiawl,  straw  bonnet,  and  dingy- 
colored  gown?' 

"  '  No,  no ;  the  angel  looking  over  her  shoulder 
in  the  pink  silk  scaif — the  old  one's  the  housc- 

"•  That's  she,  is  it !' said  Hosky.  'And  a  devil- 
ish nice  angel  she  is  too.  Then,  my  dear  Teddy, 
that  alters  the  whole  business  \  but  here  we  are 
ashore,  my  boy.  Give  me  the  oars ;  you  stay  in 
the   boat  and  III  jump   to  land  and   keep    her 

"Saying  this,  Hosky — fine  active  fellow — tossed 
the  two  oars  ashore,  and  leaped  himself  to  land ; 
but,  instead  of  keeping  the  boat  steady  by  the  rope 
in  the  bow,  what  do  you  think  he  did  ? — I  must 
really  have  some  brandy-and-water.  Why,  he  gave 
the  boat  an.  infernal  kick  with  his  prodigiously  long 
leg,  and  hollowed  after  me  as  the  tide  caught  hold 
of  the  Naiad — that  was  its  name,  sir — and  ran  off 
with  it  like  a  runaway  hunter — 

"'Pleasant  voyage  to  you,  Teddy!  I  hope  to 
tell  you  some  news  of  the  fair  Julia  when  you  come 

"What  could  I  do,  Mr?  Nothing.  I  swore  a 
little;  but  it  did  me  no  good.  Every  minute  the 
tide  seemed  to  go  faster  and  faster  ;  and  the  boat, 
being  left  entirely  to  itself — for,  you  remember, 
Hosky  threw  the  oars  ashore — tossed  and  tumbled 
BO  horribly  among  the  little  short  waves,  sometimes 
turning  its  side,  sometimes  its  stern,  that  I 
began  rapidly  to,  become  sick.  In  the  moan  time 
Hosky  joined  a  party  on  the  cliff:  I  saw  him  hft  off 
hia  hat  as  if  he  had  been  a  prince  ;  I  sawmy  bright 
brass  buttons  glancing  in  the  sun:  I  saw  him  put 
his  hand  In  my  breeSiee  pocket,  and  pull  out  my 
fives !      Gracious  Heavens  !    fancy  my   feelings  I 


And  just  as  I  had  to  turn  aside  to  conceal  the  emo- 
tion that  the  unusual  jerking  of  the  boat  had  pro- 
duced in  my  interior,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  party 
winding  slowly  up  the  landslip — Hosky  being  be- 
tween  the   two   ladies,    and  Julia  leaning  on  bis 

"  It  was  very  awkward,  sir,"!  said,  as  the  stranger 
endeavored  to  bury  his  recollections  in  another 
bumper;  "but,  of  course,  you  explained  every  thing 

"Return,  sirl  I  never  returned:  at  least  it  was 
fourteen  years  before  I  came  back  again.  The 
tide,  sir,  i  tell  you,  was  rumiing  Hke  Eclipse,  and  I 
was  as  sick  as  a  dog.  I  lay  down,  ar,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  boat,  I  raged — I  raved — I  swore  ;  and, 
at  last,  when  evening  came  on,  I  was  in  tht  middle 
of  the  sea,  half  mad  with  sickness  and  vexation  ; 
and,  at  last,  I  fell  asleep.  I  awakened,  sir,  perish- 
ing with  hunger  and  thirst — my  tongue  gets  parcl  - 
ed  when  I  think  of  it— fill  up,  sir— and  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  no  dinner — do  you  allow  a  Welsh  rabbit  at  this 
club,  sir  ? — but  what  what  was  I  to  do  ?  I  was  still 
weltering  in  the  pathless  deep,  and  expected  every 
moment  to  be  run  down  by  a  ship  or  swallowed  up 
by  a  whale.  Nothing  would  do,  sir.  I  shut  my 
eyes  and  tried  to  sleep  again.  At  last,  I  was  feiriy 
awakened  by  a  thwack  across  the  ehouidera  with 
the  flat  end  of  an  oar — 'twas  daylight,  sir :  I  saw 
several  Uttle  boats  all  round  me,  and  a  place  before 
me  which  I  imagined  was  St.  Helen's.  '  Hallo  !  my 
boy,'  I  cried  to  the  huge  fellow,  dressed  in  a  hairy 
cap,  who  had  the  oar  uplifted  in  act  to  fall  again, 
'  don't  strike  so  hard,  but  lend  me  a  couple  of  oars 
and  I'll  ^ve  you  half  a  guinea  when  we  get  to  the 
Salutation.'  By  heavens,  sir,  I  never  was  so  sur- 
prised in  my  life.  I  had  fallen  among  a  fleet  of 
French  fishermen,  and  the  Uttle  town  I  had  fancied 
was  St.  Helen's  was  Dieppe.  Nice  fellow  Hoskins 
was,  to  play  me  such  a  trick !  Napoleon  and  all  the 
marshals,  I  suppose,  were  deucedly  alarmed  at  such 
an  invasion,  for  they  clapped  me  into  prison  direct- 
ly; and  there  I  was,  sir — only  ima^ne  my  condi- 
tion— tiU  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  fiileen. 
This  happened,  sir,  in  eighteen  hundred  and  one. 
There  was,  I,  sir,  kept  in  close  confinement :  tittle 
to  eat;  nothing  to  drink ;  not  a  soul  to  speak  to 
— for  I  never  could  pick  up  the  language;  and  all 
because  I  went  to  the  Isle  of  Wight  to  recover  my 
good  spirits,  and' lent  money  to  a  friend." 

"And  what  did  you  do  when  you  came  back, 
Mr?" 

"  Ate  beefsteaks  and  drank  porter,  the  first  half 
year,  without  a  moment's  intermission,  night  and 
day.  At  the  end  of  that  time,  I  went  into  St.  Dun- 
stan's,  and  shed  a  few  tears  over  my  mother's 
grave.  She  iiad  died  of  a  fit  of  apoplexy  and  a 
broken  heart,  about  a  year  after  my  disappearance; 
and  the  sight  of  the  old  pulpit  and  the  pew  where 
I  had  had  such  fun,  laugiiing  to  Julia,  in  my  young- 
er days,  brought  the  whole  scene  back  into  my 
memory ;  but  no,  it  had  never  left  it ;  I  tbooghl  of 
her  incessantly,  and  wondered  what  had  become  of 
her.  If  she  is  still  Miss  Sniggs,  thought  I,  all  may 
be  weD  yet;  but  how  was  I  to  hear  of  her?_  Her 
old  father  bad  died,  or  the  trade  in  Water-lane  had 
been  sold ;  for  he  was  nowhere  to  be  found  in  the 
Directory.  I  then  tried  to  find  out  Hoskins:  I 
wentcarefufly  to  the  Fleet  and  the  King's  Bench  as 
the  most  likely  places  to  discover  him  ;  but  he  was 
not  there.  I  looked  back  to  all  the  cases  before 
the  magistrates,  and  all  the  convictions  at  the  Old 
Bailey  i  be  was  nowhere  to  be  found.     Yeara  and 
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years  pa^eed  on,  ctnA  the  search  was  etill  nsele^ ; . 
when,  at  laatr— your  glass  is  empty,  sir — the  appal- 
liDg  truth  burst  upon  me :  I  was  a  ruioed  man,  sir — 
happiness  destroyed  for  life,  and  the  Pleaanrea  of 
Hope  a  liber  expurgatxia — Miss  Sniggs  was  married ! 
The  way  I  disuovereiJ  it  was  this :  it  had  struck  me 
very  forcibly  that  a.  pilgrimage  to  the  scene  of  my 
misery  would  be  a,  pleasing  occupatiou  for  a  man  of 
mj  maang  and  Dielancholy  turn  of  mind,  I  mount- 
ed once  more,  sir,  the  Portsmouth  coach;  crossed 
over  to  Ryde ;  jumped  into  one  of  the  open  flics 
that  are  always  kept  ready  at  the  pier;  traversed 
the  island,  and  arrived  at  the  old  place — the  dear 
little  cottage  where  I  bad  smoked  SO  many  pipes 
with  Hosky — the  Crab  and  Lobster.  The  whole 
journey  took  but  nine  hours — think  of  that,  sir, 
Kleet-street  at  nice  in  the  morning,  Bonchurch  at 
dx  at  night ;  but  there  I  was,  ^c,  ailer  an  absence 
of  more  than  five-and-twenty  years.  Wyld,  the 
landlord,  sir,  had  no  idea  I  was  an  old  friend  with 
a  new  face,  or  rather  with  a  lace  newly  done  up 
— for  I  had  neither  red  nose  nor  wrinkles  when  I 
had  seen  him  last.  Ah  !  'twas  indeed  a  melancholy 
retrospection ;  but  the  prawns  lAre  charming  as 
ever,  and  the  scenery — no,  not  improved,  that's 
impossible — but  just  the  same  as  when  I  lell  it- 
How  I  rambled  all  tbat  evening,  till  it  was  time  for 
Bupperl  What  news  I  beard  from  my  boat! — a 
town  built  at  Venfnor ;  a  castle  built  at  Steephil!; 
a  fairy  palace  built  at  East  End ;  villas  rising  like 
poetical  dreams  every  week  upon  Bonchurch,  Ah! 
thought  I,  aa  I  tumbled  into  bed,  why  the  deuce 
shouldn't  I  build  a  villa  ?  Next  momingi  revisited 
the  Landslip — fatal  spot — and  determined  to  rear 
my  modest  mansion  on  some  gentle  promontory 
commanding  the  whole  scene.  When  once  I  re- 
solve on  a  thing,  sir,  'tis  always  more  than  half  done 
already.  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Page,  a 
builder  at  Ventnor,  showed  me  all  the  grounds. 
We  agreed  about  terms.  Such  a  heavenly  place  I 
chose!  just  under  the  jutting  cliff,  two  hundred  and 
fifty  feet  high,  bnried  amidst  a  profusion  of  '  plants 
of  all  scent  and  flowers  of  every  hue;'  and  that 
very  day  I  had  fifteen  men  employed  in  clearing  out 
the  foundation.  When  1  was  standing  superintend- 
ing their  operations,  I  was  delighted— petrified,  I 
own,  at  the  same  time — to  see  a  gentleman  and 
lady  approaching  me  from  behind  a  clump  of  mag- 
nificent magnolias,  at  that  moment  in  full  bloom. 
The  gentleman  seemed  about  three  or  four-and- 
twenty  years  old ;  the  lady — fur  as  the  first  that 
fell  of  womankind— about  eighteen.  W: 
pleasant  fellow  was  the  gentleman!  what 
'n^  t  re  was  the  wife  I  Who  do  you  think  they 
w  t — Let  me  propose  their   healths  '~    " 

b  mpe  —  he  botOe's  done. — Why  they  weri 
Ua  q  nd  Karchioaess  of  Uarylebone,  They 
w  re  1  g  in  the  upper  cottage — a  fascinating 
Dpi  m  a  few  minutes,  we  were  as  intimate  as 
p  ss  bl  — real  marqiuses  are  always  so  good-humor- 
d — th  y  nvlted  me  to  dine  with  them  that  day,  I 
w  n  P  etty  little  dinner — soup,  fish,  lamb,  and 
pudding — ^uits  rural,  you  perceive ;  and,  after 
few  turns  of  the  wine,  I  began  to  tell  the  marquis 
and  his  lady — she  staid  with  ub  all  the  tune — the 
story  of  my  misfortune.  Gracious  Powers  I  in  the 
moat  pathetic  part  of  all,  her  ladyship  w 
at— a  positive,  veritable,  bona  fide  fit  I  Thank 
heaven !  'twas  only  of  laughter.  The  marquis 
nearly  burst,  sir — he  had  to  unbutton  his  waistcoat. 
I  paused;  I  looked  at  the  beaming  face  of  the 
marchioness — what  splendid  white  teeth  she  has '. 


The  reddened  face  and  swelled  eyes  of  the  marquis! 
I  could  not  understand  it.  Her  ladyship  was  tht 
first  to  speak. 

"  '  How  delighted,'  she  cried,  '  mamma  will  be  « 
'     "'  '   ,ve  heard  the  i 


^sfron 


papa! 


ir  ladyship 


"  '  Mamma — papa !'  I  exclaimed,    '  Y 

very  good — may  I  ask ' 

"  'My  good  sir,'  said  the  marquis,  'are  you  not 

fare  that  that  lady  was  UissHoskins,  the  daughter 
of  your  old  friend?' 

"' And  her  mother,  my  Lord  Marquis?' 

"'Miss  Sniggs,' 

"Do  you  hear  that,  sir?  The  marquis  actually 
looked  at  me  witli  a  smile  upon  his  face  when  he 
me  that  most  diabolical  fact. 
So  Hoskios  married  my  Julia  I'  I  eiiclaimed,  in 
my  despair;  'got  all  the  old  gentleman's  money ; 
has  a  marquis  for  his  son-in-law — and  all  these 
things  (mght  to  have  happened  to  me — ao-uld  have 
happened  to  me,  no  doubt,  if  I  bad  never  ^one  to 
the  island,  or  lent  twenty  pounds  to  a  friend! 
'Madam,'  said  I  to  the  marchioness,  'I  am  enraged 
more  than  ever  i^ainst  your  fatherwhen  I  perceive 
he  has  robbed  me  of  so  fair  and  exqui»le  a  daughter.' 
She  laughed,  '  But,' 1  continued,  'nothingie  left  lor 
me  but  to  bury  myself  in  this  desert,  and  mourn 
over  the  unluckincss  of  my  desliny.' 

"  'You  shall  do  no  such  thing,' siud  the  marquis; 
'we  shall  all  come  down  and  see  you  when  your 
new  house  is  finished,  Captiun  Hoskiiis  and  my 
fair  mother-in-law  will  accompany  ua ;  he  is  adding 
a  new  wing  to  Hanidou  Lodge,  and  will  be  dehghted 
to  leave  bis  work-people." 

"  'WeL,  then,  my  Lord,'  I  said,  "twill  be  ready 
by  October,  I  have  ordered  the  cellar  to  be  finish- 
ed first,  and  wrote  off  this  morning  to  old  Giberne, 
in  Broad  street,  to  stock  me  with  good  wine ;  and 
if  you  do  come,  I  will  do  alll  can  to  make  you  hap- 

"  'Will  you  take  us  out  in  a  boat  ?'  inquired  the 
marchionesa,  with  a  malicious  smile. 

"  '  No,  Fm but  I  never  swear ;  or,  if  I  do,  I 

will  have  an  extra  couple  of  oars  chained  to  the 

"  If  you  can  come  down  and  join  us,  ar, 
about  the  tenth  of  October,  I  shall  be  delighted.  I 
am  but  a  silent  hypochondriac ;  but  I  will  do  every 
thing  to  make  it  pleasant  for  you.  Are  you  fond  of 
shell-fish,  sir  ?  Bathing?  SaiUngP  Shooting?  lad- 
ing ?  Driving?  We  liave  them  all,  fir;  but  my 
grief  is  getting  the  better  of  me  again,  f.:r — I  must 
ring  for  another  bottle." 

While  the  stranger  was  giving  his  orders  to  Wil- 
liam, and  ordering  in  a  couple  of  lobsters  for  sup- 
per, 1  took  the  opportunity  of  following  the  example 
that  had  been  given  me  by  his  friend,  the  mercer 
from  Cornhill,  and  getting,  very  quietly,  possession 
of  my  hat  and  stick,  I  wended  my  way  borne.  If 
he  persists  in  wishing  to  be  a  member  of  the  White- 
chapel  AtheuEeum,  I  wilt  black-ball  him  to  a 
tainty.  Strangers  are  not  allowed  to  pay  for 
thing  they  eat  or  drink;  and  1  found,  next  day,  a 
bill  scored  up  against  me — the  mercer  having  cau- 
tioned them  that  he  would  not  be  responable — -for 
two  bottles  of  port,  three  glasses  of  brandy-am' 
water,  fourteen  cigars,  two  lobsters,  and  mi  dozt 
pandores — in  all  thirty-two  shilfings  and  siipeno 
I  am  going  to  propose,  at  the  next  general  meeting, 
that  no  member  be  permitted  to  bring  a  friend,  or. 
if  he  does  bring  him,  that  he  sbaU  be  answerable 
for  his  expenses. 
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How  Many  a  droll  error  has  occurred  by  the  in- 
cident of  two  different  persons,  bearing  the  same 
name,  iiappening  to  reside  in  '  the  same  street ! 
And  yet,  in  many  streets  of  London,  tliere  may 
be  three  or  four  Smiths,  or  a  half-a-dozen  Joneses, 
or  Browns.  Letters  and  parcels  are  constantly 
delivered  at  the  wrong  houses,  and  great  con- 
fusion created;  someljnies  important  and  disa- 
greeable secrets  are  divulged.  The  gist  of  our 
story  will  rest  on  the  fact,  that  in  a  Crescent  not  a 
hundred  miles  from  tlie  Commercial  Koad,  there 
lived  two  persons  of  the  name  of  Tomkina ;  we 
shall  call  the  crescent  "Commercial  Crescent:"  at 
No.  20,  dwelt  Mr.  Jonas  TomfcinB ;  and  at  No.  30, 
resided  Mr.  Josiah  Tomkins.  They  were  both 
profcsMonally  occupied  in  the  mercantile  way  ;  but 
in  their  mamiers  and  habits  were  very  distinct  per- 
sons. Jonas  Tomkins  was  a  quiet,  priniitiTe  man, 
who,  absorbed  in  hiabuainess,  had  mixed  very  little 
in  the  world,  though  he  was  not  without  an  inclina- 
tion to  partake  of  the  good  things  of  it.  Mrs. 
Jonas  Tomkins,  his  eara  tpoia,  had  of  latter  years 
been  tinged  with  the  methodistical  persuasion  that 
the  ^na  of  mankind  are  so  eDOrmona,  that  it  is  quite 
impossible  that  any  one  can  be  saved ;  therefore,  it 
is  indispensable  that  all  human  beings  should  remiuo 
depressed,  miserable,  without  hope,  and  without 
enjoyment.  These  principles  were  strongly  incul- 
cated by  the  pastor  of  a  neighboring  Ebenezer 


Chapel,  who  contrived  to  make  a  very  good  living 
out  of  the  weakness  of  the  nerves  of  Ms  flock,  which 
con^ted  principally  of  females. 


This  minister's  name  was  Ghoulo. 

Now  as  for  Mr  Josiah  Tomkms  he  was  a  portlv 
aieek  fellow  with  a  profusion  of  whisker  quit<>  a 
contraet  to  Jonas  Tomkins  ver>  muth  attached 
to  cigars  and  port  wine  rowmg  on  the  Thames 
shilling  promenade  concerts  tripe  suppers,  and 
whiskej  punch 

Mr  and  Mrs  Jonas  Tomkms  were  watei  »t 
breakfast  one  morning  the  laJy  bused  with  the 
teapot  the  gentleman  with  the  l^mei  from  which 
he  was  culhng  the     ship  news 

He  read  Arrived  the  Illnstrious,  from  Bala 
via,  anl  began  to  wonder  if  there  was  any  ton 
hignment  for  him,  for  he  had  eniieavond  to  eitend 
his  connections  to  all  parts  of  the  habitable  globe. 

"Ah,  my  dear,"  sdd  Mrs.  Tomkins,  "I  wish 
you  could  avoid  an  annoyance,  where  we  really 
have  no  connection.  Here  we  live,  at  No.  20,  Com- 
mercial Crescent,  and,  nniuckily  for  us,  there  is  an- 
other Tomkins  resides  at  No.  30,  and  the  mistakes 
that  continoally  occur  between  the  two  houses  are 
perfectly  unbearable.  Tou,  my  love,  are  generally 
a  well-behaved  person,  but  as  for  the  other,  he  is 
little  bettor  than  a  bear." 

Jonas  Tomkins  acknowledged  that  there  had 
been  some  odd  comcidences  occasioned  by  the  same 
names  in  the  same  orescent. 

Mrs.  Tomkins  sighed,  and  swd,  "I  know  that 
our  Christmaa  Norfolk  turkey,  and  the  sausages, 
went  by  the  'Parcels  Delivery  Company'  to  the 
Tomkins  at  30,  In  the  crescent,  for  wo  never  saw 
any  of  them." 

To  which  Jonas  replied,  with  a  smile,  "But  you 
know,  my  dear,  we  were  even  with  him,  for  we 
took  in  an  immense  cod-fish,  and  a  barrel  of  oysters, 
here,  from  somebody  unknown ;  it  was  directed 
'  J.  Tomkina,  Esq.,  Commercial  Creseenl,'  and  un- 
commonly good  it  was." 

Mrs.  Tomkins  sighed  more  deeply  than  before; 
she  pondered  whether,  or  not,  unpremeditated  or 
aocidental  sin  would  be  eventually  visited  by  con- 
dign punishment. 

The  postman  knocked  at  the  door,  always  an  in- 
teresting occurrence  to  a  merchant. 

The  first  letter  opened  by  Mr.  Jonas  Tomkins 
was  one  that  had  undergone  fumigation ;  and  Hrs. 
Tomkins  regarded  it  with  some  alarm,  for,  she  re- 
marked that  it  looked  as  if  it  had  the  yellow  fever. 
But  Jonas  pacified  her  by  stating  that  it  came  tHim 
his  Batavian  correspondents,  Messrs.  Murgatroyd, 
Crombie,  and  CrossKne,  and  that  it  was  perfectly 
safe  from  infection. 

The  letter  was  addressed  to  "  Mr.  Tomkins." 

"Bin, — Per  Ulustrious,  wo  beg  to  introduce  to 
your  notice  the  Rev.  T.  Faraway,  who  has  been  for 
some  time  a  zealous  missionary  at  this  and  the 
neighboring  settlements ;  he  is  a  man  of  unexcep- 
tionable merit,  and  has  been  at  incredible  pains  in 
educating  the  natives.  He  is  accompanied  to  Eng- 
land by  a  young  prince  of  Bantam,  who,  from  the 
best  of  motives,  a  desire  to  increase  his  knowledge, 
has  voluntarily  taken  the  long  voyage.    The  prince 
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is  of  a  most  amiable  diepoBition,  agreeable  in  hia 
manners,  and  mild  in  his  deportment;  any  atten- 
tions that  }'0U  can  bustow  on  him  will  be  thank- 
fully acknowledged  by, 


"Your 


Etc.,  e 


Now  Mr.  Jonas  Tomkios  had  every  reason  to 
show  ciTility  to  the  firm  of  MurgatTOyd,  Crombie, 
and  Crossline,  and  Mrs.  Tomkins  was  rather  pleased 
with  the  notion  of  an  iotroduction  to  the  learned 
missionary. 

Benjamin,  Mr.  Tomkina's  footboy,  brought  in  a 
note,  which  he  stated  had  been  left  at  the  door  by 
one  of  the  Dock  porters. 

Tomkina  glanced  his  spectacled  eye  oter  it  |  it 
was  worded  as  follows: — 

"Mr.  Faraway,  Asiatic  missionary,  begs  to  in- 
form Mr.  J.  Tomkins,  that  he  is  at  the  Dock  Hotel 
with  bis  prot^g^  the  Prince  of  Bantam." 

Hr.  Tomkins  could  not  conveniently  leave  the 
bouae  himself,  expecting  persons  to  call  on  impor- 
tant business,  so  he  determined  to  send  one  of  bis 
clerks,  a  young  conceiteij  puppy,  named  Bright ;  bo 
he  told  Benjamin  to  go  into  the  counting-house  and 
toll  Mr.  Bright  he  was  wanted. 

This  Mr.  Bright  was  a  character,  a  downright 
cockney,  but  irbo  imagined  that  he  OTcrSowcd  with 
talent,  though  in  reality  there  never  was  a  greater 

Mrs.  Tomkins  Said,  "  If  I  were  you,  dear,  1  would 
not  send  Mr.  Bright." 

"  Why  not,  my  love  f"  replied  Tomkins,  "  Bright 
is  a  clever  feUow." 

"Too  clever,"  eontinued  the  lady;  "so  accom- 
plished, he  isBlways  making  some  absurd  mistake." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Tomkins,  "  Mr.  Bright  marches 
with  the  march  of  intellect;  and  notwithstanding 
that  he  clips  bis  English  a  little,  he  can  deliver  a 
lecture  on  any  subject,  from  mesmerism  to  me- 
teorology." 

"I  grant,"  rephed  Mrs.  Tomkins,  "that  Mr. 
Bright  knows  quite  as  much  about  one  as  the 
other ;  be  bas  lately  been  reading  the  articles  under 
letter  M,  in  the  'Penny  Cyclopredia.'" 

Benjamin  now  came  in  with  a  sKp  of  paper ;  Mr. 
Bright  bad  just  stepped  out,  but  had  left  this  notice 
on  bis  desk : — 

"  Gone  down  to  the  sinffemg-tUsi ;  back  in  ten 

In  ten  minutes.  Bright  returned,  when  Jonas 
Tomkins  gave  him  a  slight  reprimand  for  selecting 
a  time  of  day  for  his  sin^ng-losson,  when  his  pres- 
ence was  necessary  in  the  counting-house. 

"Here,  Sir,  read  these  two  letters,"  said  Tom- 
kins, handing  them  to  Bright ;  "you  must  run  down 
to  the  Dock  Hotel,  and  meet  the  persons  mentioned 
in  this  letter,  a  Mr.  Faraway,  a  missionary,  and  a 
young  Prince  of  Bantam,  who  have  just  landed 
from  a  vessel  in  the  river.  Behave  with  all  possi- 
ble rcBpect  to  them;  don't  stare  in  that  way,  nor 
get  into  one  of  your  theories,  as  you  call  them ; 
don't  make  any  mistake,  and  be  back  as  soon  as 

Bright  set  off,  smiling  with  contempt  at  the  bare 
idea  that  he  could  possibly  make  a  mistake;  be, 
who  was  a  sort  of  minister  for  foreign  affairs  for  the 
whole  bouse — who  went  and  tasted  cheese  for 
Mr.  Tomkins;  bought  balls  of  cotton,  peppermint 
lozenges,  and  all  the  new  trapts  for  Mrs.  Tomkins. 
He  had  been  .latterly  employing  his  thoughts  on 


*ofa 


Bright  had  a  great  notion  of  becoming  a  scientific 
lecturer,  but  in  what  branch,  he  had  not  precisely 
made  up  his  mind. 

The  same  day  that  the  missionary  and  bis  pupil 
arrived,  an  American  ship  came  into  the  port  of 
London,  the  Geoige  Washington ;  she  had  some 
passengers  on  board,  amongst  whom  was  a  Mr. 
Cliarles  Langford,  rather  a  dandy  Englishman,  who 
bad  journeyed  over  the  United  States,  and  a  Yankee 
wine  and  spirit  merchant,  by  name,  Ichabod  P. 
Bug^ns,  who  was  accompanied,  in  the  shape  of 
"  help,"  or  servant,  by  a  free  negro,  who  was  known 
at  Boston  by  the  elegant  cognomen  of  Apollo  Hy- 
acinth. These  three  persons  took  up  their  quarters, 
on  landing,  at  the  Dock  Hotel ;  to  which  house  of 
entertMnment  we  will  now  change  our  scene. 

Mr.  Faraway,  the  mis^onary,  had  sent  to  an  em- 
porium for  ready-made  clothes,  that  the  young 
prince  under  his  chaise  might  not  suffer  from  the 
change  of  eUmate,  in  the  slight  vestments  he  had 
brought  from  his  own  country.  As  the  prince  had 
a  very  slender,  flexible  figure,  hke  most  Asiatics, 
there  was  a  great  difpculty  in  fitting  bim,  and  ready- 
made  clothes  rarely  fit  well  at  first ;  one  of  those 
small-wuated  surtouts  that  are  struned  tightly  over 
a  sort  of  block  at  the  tailor's  door  to  attract  the 
admiration  of  exquisites,  however,  was  tried  On, 
and  succeeded ;  but  the  waistcoat  and  trousers, 
poor  things,  had  to  be  deceived  into  the  notion  that 
they  would  fit,  and  they  were  very  much  "  taken  in." 

When  the  missionary  bad  got  his  prince  disguised 
as  a  gentleman,  he  rang  the  bell  for  the  waiter, 
who,  on  making  his  appearance,  was  asked  if  he 
had  sent  a  porter  vith  the  letter  to  Mr.  Tomkins ; 
the  waiter  replied  in  the  affirmative.  Mr.  Faraway 
then  inquired  if  the  waiter  knew  Mr.  Tomkins. 
The  waiter  said  smartly,  "  Yes,  sir ;  lives  at  No.  30, 
Commercial  Crescent ;  otlen  comes  here,  sir,  to  sup 
and  smoke  bis  cigar."  "Will  you  show  us  the  way 
to  Commercial  fteacent?" — "Yes,  sir;  certainly, 
sir;  not  far  to  walk,  sir.  Go  now,  sir,  please." 
And  the  waiter  preceded  the  millenary  and  the 
prince  towards  the  premises  of  Josiah  Tomkins. 

Josiah  had  also  finished  his  breakfast,  red  her- 
rings and  toast,  eggs  and  bang  beef;  water-cresses, 
and  a  small  gla^  of  brandy,  and  had  lighted  a 
cheroot  to  digept  every  thing.  He  then  opened 
bis  letters,  one  from  a  Hew  York  correspondent 
was  thus  indited: 

"Dear  Toukiss, — I  beg  to  introduce  to  you  Mr. 
Icbabod  P.  Buggina,  an  eminent  wine  and  spirit 
merchant  of  Boston,  who  is  proceeding  to  the  port 
of  London ;  you  will  find  him  a  fellow  after  your 
own  heart,  and  of  a  very  jovial  turn. 

"  If  you  can  induce  bira  to  t«ll  you  some  of  hia 
crack  stories,  be  will  make  you  split  yonr  ^des 
with  laughter ;  ask  him  to  relate  to  you  the  comical 
history  of  the  Mulatto  girl.  Mr.  Bugpns  is  accom- 
panied to  England  by  a  free  black,  who  is  a  great 
character  in  his  way,  but  he  is  so  confounded  sly, 
that  it  is  not  easy  to  set  his  tongue  in  motion." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  Josiah ;  "  I  suppose  they  will  call, 
and  I  must  give  Mr.  I.  P.  Buggios  a  bit  of  dinner, 
and  a  bottle  of  port." 

We  will  now  return  to  the  Dock  Hotel,  where 
Mr.  Charles  Langford  was  inquiring  of  the  waiter. 
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Where  his  companion  wiia  who  lidd  come  on  shore 
with  him  from  the  George  Washington.  The  waiter 
replied  that  Mr.  I.  P.  Buggina  had  ^ne  to  the  Ca- 
rolina Coffee  House,  but  had  leit  word  that  he  would 
goon  be  back,  and  that  his  black  sertant  waa  warm- 
ing himaelf  in  No.  5. 

Mr.  Charles  Langford  now  proceeded  to  state, 
that  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  iiitrepiditj  of  that 
black  man,  he  should  have  been  drowned  that  verj 
moroidg;  for  ss  the  ship  was  being  towed  b;  a 
Bteam-tug  past  Blackwall,  Mr.  Langiord  perceived 
some  beautiful  ladies,  and  such  a  time  had  elapsed 
^□ce  he  had  seen  an  English  lad;  (the  most  comely 
in  the  world),  he  was  anxious  to  peep  at  them ; 
but,  overbalancii^  himself  with  the  weight  of  his 
telescope,  he  slipped  over  the  aide  of  the  vessel 
into  the  Thames,  where  he  decidedly  would  have 
become  food  for  white-bait,  if  blacky  had  not 
jumped  aftcF  him  lilte  a  lai^e  Newfoundland  dog, 
and  positively  saved  Mr.  Langford  from  a.  walerj 

"The  brave  fellow,"  cootioued  Langford,  "as 
well  as  myself,  was  completely  sopped  through ;  I 
had  my  change  of  clothes  at  hand  on  board;  but 
as  I  was  apprehensive  that  Apollo  might  take  cold 
after  so  devoted  an  action,  I  immediately  made  him 
strip,  and  dress  himself  in  my  silk  dressing-gown, 
ind  slippers,  in  which  he  came  ashore. 


Askh 


ralk  in 


call  Apollo,  and  when  he  en- 
tered, an  extraordinary  looking  being  be  was.  He 
had  a  shining  black  face,  tike  a  new  iron  stewpan ; 
a  beautiful  set  of  grinders,  perfect  masters  of  their 
business;  and  an  expresuon  of  rich  humoi  was 
spread  over  the  ebony  countenance.  He  was  at- 
tired in  a  showy  silk  dressing-gown,  tied  round  the 
waist  by  a  bandana  handkerchief;  he  wore  over  his 
black  woolly  head  an  embroidered  Greek  smoking- 
cap;  had  white  worsted  stockings,  and  yellow  mo- 
rocco slippers.  These  habiliments  were  all  the 
property  of  Mr.  Langford,  whose  taste,  as  we  have 
before  hinted,  was  somewhat  of  the  splendid  Order. 
When  Apollo  Hyacinth  came  in,  Langford  exclaim- 
ed with  emodon,  "Hy  brave  benefactor!  how  can 
I  ever  repay  my  debt  of  gratitude  to  you?"  To 
which  the  negro  replied,  "  Telly  how,  Massa  Lang- 
fud,  ifwe  shipmate  agen;  apose  I  Ml  overboard; 
well!  den  you  jump  and  dive  for  me." — "I  will,  I 
will,  my  generous  fellow,"  said  Langford ;  "  that  is, 
if  they  ever  catch  me  at  sea  a(^n."  Apollo 
grinned,  and  showing  alt  the  white  ivory  keys  of 
his  piano-forte,  replied,'' "  Hi,  hi,  Maasa  Langfud,  de 
salt  water  no  agree  wid  you;  you  not  brought  up 
todesea;  though  you  brought  up  ebery  ting  else; — 
werry  bad  derangement,  dat." 

Here  Mr.  Bright  had  walked  into  the  Dock  Hotel, 
to  make  his  own  ol>servations. 

Charles  Langford  continued  his  espresaona  of 
gratitude;  "You,  for  your  glorious  and  gallant 
conduct,  deserve  to  be  a  prince." 

Bright  instantly  thought  to  himself,  "That  is 
the  Prince  of  Bantam — what   a   picturesque   cos- 

Langford  sud ;  "  But  for  your  arms,  I  should 
decidedly  have  perished." 

Bright'a  ideas  quickened,  "  Saved  him  from  the 
savagea,  1  suppose." 

"But  1  do  not  think  I  shall  ever  venture  on  the 
ocean  again,"  remarked  Langford. 

To  which  Apollo  replied,  "  Anoder  time,  come 
oberhmd — dat  my  'wioe." 


"Long  overland  journey  from  Bantam,"  thought 
Mr.  Bright 

"  After  your  praiseworthy  exertions,"  said  Lang- 
ford, "you  would  probably  like  some  refreshment  J" 

The  eyes  of  Apollo  ghslened,  and  he  answered, 
"No  dejection  to  'ittle  mm,  sat." 

Bright,  who  was  a  Temperance  Society  person,  re- 
ficcted  on  the  barbarous  acquired  taste  of  royalty. 

langford  rang  the  bell  for  some  rum,  and  care- 
lessly inquired  of  Apollo,  where  was  the  companion 
of  their  voyage. 

"0!  he  is  far  away,"  replied  Apollo. 

Bright  glanced  at  his  letters,  and  mattered, 
"Faraway,  the  misdonary's  name;"  and  now  he 
was  convinced  that  it  was  all  correct. 

The  waiter  re-entered  with  the  mm  in  a  decan- 
ter, and  glass;  Langford,  pouring  out,  said,  "Kow, 
my  noble  heart,  will  you  have  it  mixed  with  some 
water  ?" 

"Tank  you,  no,"  rejoined  Apollo;  "me  look  de 
water  dis  mornin'.    Try  de  rum,  now,  all  by  'umsef." 

"It  is  not  that  I  would  grudge  it  you,"  said 
Langford,  "but  mm  is  a  powerfully  acting  spirit ; 
so,  in  regard  to  your  precious  health,  do  not  take  too 

"Neber  fear,"  answered  Apollo,  "my  'pinion  is, 
too  much  rum  is  jui(  enuff  f 

"Mercy  on  usi"  qacidated  Bright,  "his  friend 
the  missionary  has  not  inculcated  the  principles  of 
temperance  in  his  pupil ;"  and  he  was  not  a  little 
astonished  at  beholding  the  prince  swallow  down, 
with  apparent  zest,  several  more  glasses. 

Here  a  plain-looking  man,  in  a  dark  suit  of 
clothes,  and  with  a  very  shrewd  eye,  and  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat,  entered  the  room.  He  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  foreign  travel  about  him. 

"Oh!  you  are  both  here,  I  guess,"  said  Mr. 
Ichabod  F.  Buggina  (for  it  was  the  worthy  spirit 
merchant). 

"That's  the  missionary,"  conjectured  Bright; 
and  ho  determined  to  have  hia  ears  open,  as  to  the 
mode  in  which  he  would  address  the  prince,  hia 

"What  an  eternal  confounded  smell  of  New 
Engiatid  rum,"  remarked  the  venerable  mis^onary. 

Apotio  was  uneasy.  The  Prince  of  Bantam  whis- 
pered to  the  waiter,  "  Take  'um  dam  bottle  away." 

"  What,  you've  been  at  it,  have  you  ?'  said  Ich- 
abod, in  a  peremptory  tone. 

Mr.  Bright  saw  that  his  reverence  was  about  to 
rebuke  hia  highness. 

Ichabod  continued.  "I  calculate  that  mm  will 
set  you  chattering ;  now,  what's  the  use  of  all  my 
preaching  to  you?" 

At  the  word  "  preaching,"  Bright  was  positively 
assured  that  he  was  correct  in  his  suppositions. 

Mr.  Bug^ns  hxed  his  eye  on  his  highness,  and 
said  sharply,  "Do  you  happen  to  know  the  reason 
why  monkeys  are  no  good?  Because  they  chatter 
all  day  long.  How  many  years,  you  dingy  rascal, 
have  you  been  under  my  paternal  care?  How 
many  larmpings  have  I  been  compelled  to  give 
you,  to  keep  you  under  proper  control?" 

Bright  could  not  avoid  thinking  that  the  mis^on- 
ary  was  very  severe  on  the  young  prince,  and  he 
recollected  the  treatment  of  the  poor  South  Ame- 
rican Indians  by  the  Spanish  Jeauita.  When  Mr. 
Langford,  seeing  Apollo  rather  cast  down,  exclaim- 
ed loudly,  "  Remember,  ^r,  the  noble  daring  of  the 

noble  quaUtiea  of  heart. 
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Ou  hearing  this  eulogium,  Bright  imagined  it  to 
be  just  the  precise  time  to  introduce  himself;  so, 
,with  some  Fery  queer  bows,  he  said,  smiling,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, mj  name  is  Blight — Mr.  Bright — 1  am  prin- 
cipal clerk  to  Mr.  Tomkins,  merchant,  of  Commer- 
cial Crescent,  and  I  am  sent  by  that  highly  respect' 
able  individual  to  conduct  yoa  to  his  resideace." 

"I  had  a  letter  of  recommendation  to  Mr.  Tom- 
kins,  Commercial  Crescent,  though  I  never  saw 
him,"  replied  I.  P.  Buggins,  "  and  I  have  sent  my 
letter  to  him." 

"We  are  quite  aware  of  the  letters,  much  re- 
Tered  sir,"  remarked  Bright.  Buggins  stared ;  but 
was  more  astonished  when  Bright  added,  pointing 
to  Apollo,  "his  royal  highness  will  of  course  ac- 
company you." 

Buggins  ivhiatled,  thinking  to  himself,  "This 
dandy  clerk  believes  himself  a  wag." 

Bright  turned  now  to  Apollo,  who,  from  the 
effects  of  the  rum,  was  holding  himself  steady  by 
tlie  back  of  a  chair,  and  said,  "  I  am  quite  ready, 
your  highness."  * 

Apollo  Hyacinth  was  half afironted.  "De  man 
of  Duller,  Ear,  know  him  place  in  society,  and  be- 
hftva  himself  'cordinglj  ;"  (and  here  he  hiccuped  in 
the  clerk's  countenance;)  "rura  gone  do  ivrong 
way ;  so  when  I  address  a  gentleplum,  I  always 
(another  loud  hiccup)  say — waiter,  bring  de  udder 

"Well,"  thought  Bright,  "if  these  are  the  man- 
ners of  the  royal  family  of  Bantam,  what  brutes 
the  lower  orders  of  the  natives  must  be." 

Mr.  I.  P.  Buggins  now  shook  his  fellow  traveller, 
Langford,  heartily  by  the  hand,  and  told  Mr.  Bright 
that  he  was  prepared  to  accompany  him  to  Ur. 
Tomkins's,  in  Commercial  Crescent.  He  then  ad- 
dressed the  negro,  "  You  keep  a  little  distance  be- 
hind, d'ye  hear?  for  1  don't  fancy  to  be  seen  in  the 
Btreets  of  a  foreign  and  enlightened  country,  tram- 
poodng  about  with  such  a  scarecrow." 

Here  Bright  offered  his  arm  to  hia  highness,  who, 
when  they  got  into  the  street,  staggered  as  if  he 
had  business  OQ  both  sides  of  the  way.  It  is  but 
justice  tfl  say  that  Mr,  Bright  did  all  he  could  to 
ingratiate  himself  with  royalty,  by  poiniiDg  out  the 
steeples  of  Poplar  and  IJmehouse  churches,  the  ro- 
tunda of  the  Thames  Tunnel,  and  that  wonderiul 
route  through  chimney-pots  and  beggariy  bed- 
chambers, the  Blaukwall  Rulway. 

The  vraiter  of  the  Dock  Hotel  had  left  Mr.  Para- 
way  and  the  native  of  Bantam  at  the  door  of 
Jo^ah  Tomkins,  No.  SO,  Commercial  Crescent,  where 
they  were  admitted  by  a  smart-tooking  housemaid, 
and  introduced  into  the  presence  of  the  fat  and 
florid  Josiah. 

"I  received  the  letter  of  recommendation  this 
morning,  and  am  happy  to  sec  you ;  are  you  going 
to  make  a  long  stay  in  London  f 

Mr.  Faraway  replied  that  his  stay  entirely  de- 
pended on  the  Colonial  Missionary  Society. 

"  Oh,  do  business  with  them,  eh  F  Well,  it  is  all 
right,  they  must  eat  and  drink  too,  like  other  peo- 
ple. Perhaps  you  would  like  your  young  black 
feUow  to  go  down  in  the  kitchen  ?" 

Mr.  Faraway  appeared  surprised,  hut  stated 
merely  that  tlie  young  man  was  his  constant  com- 
panion. 

Joaah  now  rung  for  the  luncheon-tray,  being  of 
opinion  that  eating  and  drinking  go  a  great  way  to 
ftll  up  gaps  not  only  in  the  stomach,  but  in  conver- 
sation, for  Mr.  Ichabod  P.  Buggins  did  not  appear 


to  be  very  communicative,  and  his  free  negro  nevei? 
opened  his  mouth,  and  was  particularly  iU  at  ease 
in  his  new  clothes. 

The  tray  appeared  with  cold  fowl,  wine,  etc.,  etc., 
and  Josiah  insisted  that  his  visitors  should  partake 
of  the  fare,  and  he  poured  out  some  port  for  them. 
But  he  was  rather  astonished  that  Mr.  Ichabod 
Buggins,  the  jovial  companion,  should  arise,  as  did 
his  negro,  while  he  recited  the  longest  "  grace  he- 
fore  meat "  that  he  had  ever  heard  ;  in  fact.  Josiah 
thought  that  it  never  would  have  ended.  So,  wink- 
ing at  his  supposed  humorous  gueat,  he  said, 
"Come,  that  was  a  tolerably  long-winded  one!" 
Faraway  looked  as  if  he  found  himself  in  very  un- 
godly company,  but  tasted  the  wine. 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  ask  you  a  professional 
question,  sir?"  said  Joaiah  Tomkins,  smacking  his 
lips,  alter  sipping  his  glass. 

"I  am  all  attention,  sir,"  meekly  replied  Fac- 

"  Well,  now,  give  me  your  candid  opinion ;  what 
do  you  think  of  our  port  ?" 

The  missionary  answered,  "The  pMi  of  London 
is  considered  the  finest  in  the  world." 

"They  put  such  a  quantity  of  brandy  in  it,  for 
the  London  market.  Fill  your  glass,  sir;  but  you 
never  drink  that  wme  at  New  York?" 

"  I  cannot  say  I  ever  did,  Mr,"  said  Mr.  Faraway. 

"  Ay,  you  are  more  in  the  spirit  way,"  remarked 
Josiah. 

The  missionary  owned  that  it  waa  the  calling  he 
had  followed  for  some  years  past. 

"  Then,"  said  Josiah  with  a  knowing  wink,  "  yon 
must  be  up  to  a  thing  or  two  in  whiskeys?" 

"  I  do  not  rightly  comprehend  you,  Mr.  Tomkins." 

"Why,"  continued  Josish,  "you  get  through  all 
your  business  so  easily — you  have  no  duties  to  care 

"Pardon  me,  sir,"  said  Farwaay,  somewhat  dis- 
composed, "that  avowal  would  be  a  grievous  stain 
upon  my  professional  character ;  my  duties  have 
ever  been  attended  Vt  scrupulously." 

"  What  1  you  always  adhere  to  the  customs  ?" 

"No,"  answered  the  missionary,  "it  is  my  voca- 
tion, gradually,  if  1  find  it  possible,  to  alter  or  do 
away  with  the  customs  of  the  remote  countries  to 
which  I  am  despatched." 

"  Tou  are  a  fellow  after  my  ovrn  heart,"  said  Jo- 
siah, filling  Mr.  Faraway's  glass.  "D — n  all  cus- 
toms and  custom-house  ofhcers.  Come,  we  wilt 
change  the  subject,  as  I  see  it  is  unpleasant  to  you." 

"The  oath  you  nttered  was  objectionable,  sir," 
remarked  Mr.  Faraway. 

"Oh  I  ha  I  ha  I  you  are  a  cajatal  tbilow — you  ob- 
ject to  a  stray  d — n  that  slipped  out  accidentally, 
but  you  don't  mind  doing  the  revenue.  Change 
the  subject.  My  correspondent  informed  me,  in 
the  letter  you  Gent  tbia  morning,  that  both  you  and 
your  free  negro  yonder  (who  don't  take  to  his  wine, 
perhaps  he  would  hke  some  grog  better)  were  de- 
vilish funny  chaps,  if  yon  could  be  drawn  out;  but 
you  are  both  corked  up  very  close  indeed.  Shall 
we  have  a  bowl  of  punch?  Ay — and". — (here  Jo- 
siah winked  wickedly) — "ha!  ha!  ba!  I  must  in- 


what,  sir  ?"  asked  Mr.  Faraway  gravely. 
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THE   TWO  TOMKINSES. 


The  missionary  was  much  excited,  and  said,  "I 
beg  to  state,  sir,  that  I  hate  ever  endearoraiJ  to  set 
a  straight  example.  This  jouog  person,  who  has 
accompanied  me  to  Europe,  and  whose  moral  charac- 
ter will  bear  the  atriclest  investigation,  looks  up  to 
me  for  precept.  la  former  dajs,  the  calling  I  fol- 
low was  at  first  nnderlakea  in  a  barbarous,  spirit." 

"Peach  brandy?"  inquired  Josiah. 

"Hear  me,  sir," oontipued  Faraway.  "But  now, 
owing  to  the  cordial  co-operalion  of  a  largo  class 
of  my  countrymen,  numerous  formidable  impedi- 


e  been  efiectcd , 
d  brethren  to  welcome  us.  We  have 
given  the  heathen  nearly  all  the  useful  Uterature  we 
possess;  we  have  been  the  introdocers  of  the  art 
of  printing  amongst  them.  In  some  places,  the  en- 
tiro  fabric  of  idolatry  is  shaken,  and  the  blessings  of 
Christian  morality  have  been  wi  lelv  diffused  " 

Josiah  stared,  but  said,  "I  bci,  your  pardon,  Mr. 
Bug^ns,  but  1  have  been  yery  much  dectived  in 


thiale 


And  here  stopped  the  egsiuogue  a  mistake  had 
evidently  occurred,  but  Mr.  i  iranay  was  at  a  loss 
to  account  for  it,  until  Josiah  sud  that,  "Perhaps 
it  was  the  other  Tomkins  in  Commercial  Crescent, 
at  No.  20,  that  you  were  to  vi^t.  Are  jou  not 
from  New  York,  sir  f" 

"No,  sir;  I  arrived  to-day,  in  the  Illustrious, 
from  Batavia." 

"Then,"  sdd  Josiah,  "where  the  deuce  are  my 
guests;  perhaps  at  Jonas  Tomkins's?  What  a  bit 
of  fun  !  I  bad  better  go  and  knock  at  No.  20,  and 
take  these  gentlemen  with  me 

We  ft  ill  now  return  to  the  dwelling  of  Mr  Jonas' 
Tomkins  where  Mrs  Tomkms  was  naitmg  with 
some  cunosity  the  return  ol  Mr  Bright     In  the 


hope  of  eiciting  the  good  opinion  of  the  expected 
missionary,  she  had  spread  her  tracts,  with  the 
most  alluring  titles,  on  the  table  and  sofa.  At 
length.  Bright  tapped  at  the  door,  and  said  that  the 
Prince  of  Bantam  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Faraway  were 
in  the  parlor.  Mr.  Jonas  Tomkins  was  sent  for 
from  the  counting-house. 

"Well,  Bright,  what  sort  of  people  are  they?— 
the  prince  ?" 

Bright  replied,  "  Rummy  !" 

"  Kummy  ?" 

"  Worry,"  s^d  Bright. 

"And  Mr.  Faraway,  the  missionary!"  said  Mrs. 
Tomkins. 

"Ah I"  cried  Bright,  "that  proves  what  a  edi- 
cated  mind  is  over  uncultinated  ignorance.  Al- 
though the  priuce  is  a  prince,  his  reverence,  the 
missionary  orders  him  about  like  bricks." 

"And  I  don't  wonder  a 


;s  drbka  ri 


I  Ukc  a 


t,  for  his  royal  high- 
How  disappointed  I  am,"  said  Tomkins.  "  But 
you  had  better  introduce  them  at  once." 

So  Mr.  Bright  went  down,  and  begged  the  par- 
ties to  walk  up  stairs  into  the  drawing-room. 
When  they  entered,  Bright  attempted  a  very  cere- 
monious introduction;  "Mrs.  Tomkins,  i  have  the 
honor.  Gentlemen,  that  is  Mrs.  Tomkms,  and  that 
is  Mr.  Tomkins." 

Jonas,  advancing  to  Ichabod,  said,  "  I  am  proud, 
reverend  sir,  to  take  you  by  the  hand,  and  vour 
young  friend," 

I.  P.  Buggins  interfered,  and  remarked  that  Mr. 
Tomkins  need  not  exactly  shake  hands  with  the 
black,  as  it  was  not  the  custom  in  their  part  of  the 
globe.  "Besides,"  added  Ichabod,  with  an  odd 
twist  of  his  face,  "they  perspire  marking-ink." 

So  Jonas  and  Mrs.  Tomkins  saluted  his  highness 
with  several  bows  and  curtsies,  but  were  utterly 
astonished  when  the  misdonary  said  rather  petu- 

"Now,  there's  no  needoesaity  to  be  bowing  to 
that  nigger." 
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Mrs.  Tomkins  could  not  help  thinking  that  this 
was  strange  conduct  to  a  prince. 

"  He  knows  how  to  conduct  himself  in  hia  sta- 
tion. The  critter  la  as  cunniog  as  Sam  Slick's  bear, 
aod  he  always  cornea  down  a  tree  Btern  foremost ; 
he's  aware  how  many  ponnda  his  hatns  weigh,  and 
he  calculatea  if  he  carried  'em  up  in  the  air,  they 
might  he  too  heavj  with  him." 

"  Berry  true,  berry  true.  Hi  I  M!  hi!"  grinned 
Apollo. 

"Hold  your  black  tongue,"  said  his  reverence. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jonas  Tomkins  stared  at  each 
other  in  evident  distresa.  Mrs.  Tomkins,  in  an  en- 
deavor to  turn  the  conversation,  inquired  if  they 
had  experienced  an  agreeable  paasage. 

"By  no  maonerof  means,"  replied  the  mission- 
ary; **  three  parts  across,  the  wind  was  enough  to 
blow  the  devil's  horns  off." 

Mrs.  Tomkins  started  with  horror,  and  she  gaeu- 
lated,  "I  declare  I  thought  that  missionaries  were 
always  of  a  mild  characterf"  To  which  Ichabod 
answered,  "  Tve  generally  heerd  that  they  are ;  but 
I  see  no  reason  why  I  should  be  so." 

Jonas  reflected  how  an  absence  from  the  society 
of  one's  native  hind  may  pervert  even  a  missionary  ; 
the  trio  continued  conversing;  Mr.  ajid  Mrs.  Tom- 
kins quite  embarraaaed  by  the  replies  of  Ichabod, 
who  wondered  what  it  all  meant. 

Mr.  Bright  finding  himself,  aa  ho  expressed  it, 
"Nothing  and  nobody,"  and  entirely  disapproving 
of  the  missionary's  doctrine,  determined  to  ei- 
change  a  few  worda  with  his  royal  pupil,  who  waa 
seated  near  the  door,  pressing  his  black  puddings 
of  fingera  agdnst  his  forehead. 

Bright  approached  him,  bowing  "Fray,  your 
highness,  may  I  ask  you  a  question'' 

Apollo  gazed  at  him  with  a  stupidly  drunken 
eye. 

Bright  continued  "It  is  a  question  on  which  I 
am  ansious  to  be  correctly  iniormed  Do  all  our 
little  Bantam  coeka  come  from  Bantam?" 

"How  de  debhle  should  I  know,"  was  the  ele- 
gant reply  of  his  highness 

Mr,  Bright  pitied  the  ignorance  of  a  prince  of  the 
blood,  who  was  not  acquainted  with  his  own  com- 
mercial exports. 

"What  hour  'um  hab  dinner?"  inquired  the 
prince  languidly. 

"Five  o'clock,"  stud  Bright. 

Apollo  touched  hia  atomnch,  and  then  replaced 
Ma  ball  of  worsted  in  his  palm. 

Mrs.  'Tomkina,  now  taking  Jooas  aside,  whisper- 
ed, "What  could  your  Batavian  correspondents 
Q  by  writing  about  his  agreeable  manners  and 


mild  d< 


at?" 


"  T  suppose  the  torrid  chmate  has  heated  all  their 
brains,"  replied  Jonas. 

Mrs.  Tomkins  then  whispered  again,  emphatical- 
ly, "  I  shall  apeak  to  the  missiacary  myself." 

"Do,  dear." 

Mrs.  Tomkins  then  approached  Ichabod,  and 
asked  him  if  he  wasacquainted  with  the  Rev.  Wolfe 
Ghoule.  She  received  a  reply  in  the  negative  ;  when 
she  stated  that  he  was  author  of  several  of  the 
excellent  works  on  the  tablf — "TiOHT  StiTa  foe 

SirORT-BBEiTHED     SiBSERS,"    "  ThE     LoXORV   OF   Pe- 
NITEST      TfARS,"     "StOKI     HiJRTS      SPLlT,"      "  ThE 

PaBiCHER  OP  All-work." 

Mr.  Buggios  replied  that  he  never  read  any  thing 
of  the  sort.  At  this  candid  reply  Mrs,  Tomkina  was 
surprised,  fancying  that  the  lucubrations   of  the 


Rev.  Wolfe  Ghoule  had,  by  their  merits,  made  their 
way  to  every  foreign  cliroe. 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  have  a  Uttle  serious  con- 
versation with  you,  ar?" 

"  Quite  ready,  Marm,"  said  Ichabod.  "  It's  no  use 
tfl  have  the  chalks  without  you  can  keep  the  tallies." 

Mrs.  Tomkins  thought  this  was  a  strange  plirase 
for  a  divine,  hut  continued:  "My  husband  is  ra- 
ther of  a  convivial  nature." 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Buggins,  "then  let  him  deal  with 


replied  the 


That  is  just  what  I  wairt  h 
/.     "In  truth,   I  am  sorry    lu  say   it,  um.  jui. 
Tomkins  never  thmks  of  hia  end," 

that's  a  bad  beginning,"  said  Ichabod. 
am  aware,"  remarked  Mrs.  Tomkiiis,  "  that 
emeu  ofjour  calling  are  models  of  temperance." 
i^ns  nodded  his  head,  but  imagined  that  was 
Sia  case  with  wine  and  spirit  merchants  in 
general;  in  fact,  he  knew  several  who  swallowed 
all  their  profits. 

Mrs.  Tomkms  then  sud,  "  If  you  would  be  induced 
to  quit  the  dinner-table,  as  Jou  do  not  care  about 
wine"  (Ichabod  grimaced),  "and  indulge  me  with 
some  of  your  serious  diaconrae  over  a  cup  of  tea" 
(Ichabod  made  another  wry  face),  "  it  might,  sir, 
satisfy  my  doubts." 

"As  to  that,  Marm,"  replied  Buggins,    "people 

doubts  so  now,  I  don't  doubt  but,  some  day  or  other, 

they  will  doubt  whether  every  thing  ain't  a  doubt." 

(Buggins  had  read  this  elegant  aphorism  in  Sam 

Slick.) 

Mrs.  Tomkins  said,  "I  confess  myself  qnite  un- 
aeltled  in  my  mind,  and  I  should  wish  to  benefit  by 
your  matured  opinion.  Might  I  ask — would  you 
favor  me  with  a  eight  of  your  articles?" 

"My  articles,  Marm,"  replied  Ichabod,  "by  all 
means,  with  the  greatest  pleasure ;"  and  he  fumbled 
about  for  a  well-worn  pocket-book,  from  which  he 
pulled  out  a  printed  paper ;  this  he  handed  to  Mrs. 
Tomkins,  who  was  in  a  slate  of  excitement  of  pioua 
curiosity,  but  imagine  her  astonishment  when  the 
following  list  met  her  eye : — 


"IcnsBon  P,  Buggins  warrants  al!  ARiiOLEa  deli- 
vered from  his  store  genumo  as  imported,  at  the  fol- 
lowing LOW  PRICKS  (English  currency) :— - 
"Champasnea,  tWim  60  to  88, 
"  Clarels^>«(  growth)  48  to  54. 
"  Prime  East  lodia  Madeira,  i«  to  84. 
"  Guinnea's  Dublin  Stout  (  Quarts,  8. 
"BodBon'a  Pale  Ale  (  Pints,  4. 

"  Brandies,  Rums,  Whiskeys,  Gins  (No.  1,  Letter  A). 
"  Not*  Bbne.— Bottles,  jars,  and  hampers  to  be  re- 
turned." 

Mrs,  Tomkins  dropped  the  articles,  and  she  might 
have  been  knocked  down  with  a  straw. 

A  loud  rapping  at  the  street  door,  and  Mr.  Jo- 
aiah  Tomkins  sent  up  his  card  ;  he  waa  accompa- 
nied by  Mr.  Faraway  and  the  Prince  of  Bantam.  A 
long  explanation  of  the  absurd  mistake  took  place, 
and,  as  dinner  was  ready,  Jonas  Tomkins  begged 
that  the  whole  party  would  favor  bim  with  their 
company,  which  invitation  waa  accepted,  ApoLo 
Hyacinth  being  consigned  to  the  care  of  Benjamin 
at  the  kitchen  fire. 

The  result  was  a  merry  afternoon ;  the  only 
really  long  face  in  company  being  that  of  poor 
Bright. 
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THE   THEATRICAL  MANAGER. 


THE    TnEATEICAL    MANAGER. 


How  little  do  Tftrious  grades  of  the  public  dream 
(wliether  seated  aristocratically  and  in  perfeet  cutn- 
fopt  in  private  boies,  cespectablj  and  equally  com- 
fsrtable  in  the  public  boxes,  conveniently  in  the 
pit,  or  most  commodiouely  in  tlie  gallery,  where 
geatleraen  may  at  with  their  coats  off,  if  they  like 
It)  of  the  toil,  care,  misery,  and  vicissitude,  of  the 
caterer  for  their  pleasare.  Like  other  masters  of 
stages,  it  may  be  said  "  it  is  all  in  the  day's  work ;  " 
but  the  Theatrical  Stage  Director  has  to  work  by 
night  as  well  as  by  day ;  when  other  professions 
are  seated  quietly  in  their  homes  for  the  evening, 
then  commences  the  most  ansioua  and  active  bud- 
ness  of  the  Manager.  His  domestic  comforts  are 
sadly  invaded ;  and  when  once  engaged  in  the  avo- 
cations of  a  theatre,  the  enjoyment  of  an  hour's 
ease  must  not  confldently  be  relied  on.  We  will 
first  enumerate  the  imperative  qualities  which  the 
Manager  of  a  Theatre  ought  to  possess ;  and  we  de- 
tail them  without  exaggeration. 

His  temper  must  be  as  equally  mixed  as  a  bowl 
of  punch;  but  that  is  only  a  simple  comparison. 
'"  .        .  -  actual  contradistinctions,  to  enable 


!t  be  firm,  yet  supple ;  bold,  yet  cautious  ; 
liberal,  yet  sparing;  he  must  possess  penetration, 
yet  see  no  further  than  is  necessary.  Whether  he 
is  asleep  or  not,  he  must  always  be  wide  awake. 
He  should  be  a  man  of  education,  and  be  able  to  cal- 
culate tenpenoy  niuls;  he  should  know  Shakspere 
and  the  "Trader's  Price  Book  "by  heart.  He  should 
be  accomplished  as  a  pamter,  a  musician,  and  an 
author ;  and  yet  he  must  have  achieved  that  point 
of  knowledge  of  being  able  to  tell  how  many  tal- 
low candles  go  to  the  pound,  and  how  far  that 
pound  will  go.  His  tact  must  be  divided  between 
judgment  in  the  d'eci^on  of  dramas  to  be  accepted, 
and  Birmingham  ornaments ;  the  merits  of  actors, 
and  cotton  velvets ;  the  favorable  notice  of  the 
press,  and  the  foil-merchant's  account.  He  must 
have  a  pretty  notion  of  tailoring,  &dies'  dre£S-mak- 
ing,  and  the  annory;  in  short  be  must  be  a  facto- 


"  Arrived  at  the  theatre  at  ten  o'clock ;  not  late, 
considering  I  was  here  until  half-past  one  this 
morning.  Look  at  rehearsal-call,  stuck  up  in  the 
passage  r  'New  ballet  at  ten  ;  everybody  concerned 
— properties,  scenes,  firework-maker,  Mr.  Pringle, 
rfip^titenr.' 

"  Very  wet  day.  All  the  ladies  of  the  corps  de 
ballet,  including  the  coryphees,  assembled  with  their 
hair  in  papers,  looking  like  ghosts  with  bad  colds, 
being  kept  op  so  late  every  night  in  the  frost  scene 
in  the  pantomime.  Sneezing  and  low  grumbling  in 
all  directions ;  each  person  attending  literally  to  the 
words  of  the  call;  every  body  looking  'concerned.' 

"  Groupings  commence  to  a  single  violin,  and  the 
loud  thumping  of  the  ballet-master's  stick  (0  keep 
time.  Most  of  the  sylphs  and  fmries  rehearang  in 
their  street-clogs,  some  with  umbrellas.  Go  to  my 
room  a^oining  the  stage,  the  chimney  of  which 
smokes ;  but  obliged  to  keep  the  door  closed,  be- 
cause I  hate  to  be  overlooked.    The  table  covered 


with  letters,  and  the  daily  papers.  Peep  at  super- 
scriptions of  the  letters,  to  guess  whether  or  not 
they  may  be  disagreeable;  endeavor  to  open  that 
likely  to  be  least  olfensive  first.  D — n  the  fiddling 
and  the  stamping — but  they  are  unavoidable  ;  and 
read  Note,  No.  I : — 

Mr  UEAK  Sra— On  my  return  home  yesterday,  I  can- 
not conceal  my  surprise  and  mortification  on  finding 
that  the  part  of  Zo^  Aane  has  been  sent  t^  me.  There 
must  surely  be  some  mistake,  as  it  was  expressly  stip- 
ulated in  my  engagement  Uiat  the  Queftt  is  my  pro- 
perty. If  any  oUier  lady  in  the  theatre  had  been  cast 
for  the  (Juien  but  the  one  that  has  been  so  favored,  I 
might  not  have  felt  the  insult  so  deeply;  but,  believe 

throughout  her  theatrical  career,  endeavored  assid- 
uously to  blight  my  prospects,  and  mar  my  success 
with  the  public ;  to  the  favor  of  which  public  I  ever 
look  forward  with  anxious  pride,  knowing  that  on 
their  kind  support  I  am  to  rest  my  professional  wel- 
fare. Touare  at  liberty  to  make  this  letter  public,  if 
you  please.  I  have,  theretbre,  sent  the  part  of  Zadff 
'  "    "' — '"  ~~id  shall  in  justice  expect  to  pertbrm  the 


,  yours  most  sincere^', 
to  leave  the  play-bills  at 


I  am,  my  dear  si 

P.  S— The  man  omitte 

general^  used  in  this  worfd. 

" '  Oh,  ah !  she  objects  to  play  Ladt/  AnTte,  Very 
well,  I  will  make  her  go  on  for  the  Duchest  of  York, 
and  that  will  bring  the  lady  to  her  senses.  Kead 
Note,  No.  2  ;— 

Deab  .      At  your  request  I  have  read  Mr. 

Drudge's  farce.  It  has  some  capital  situations,  and  is 
throughout  full  of  fun ;  it  is  also  very  original.  Uut  I 
think  that  the  author  has  committed  an  error,  in  im- 
agining for  one  moment  that  I  would  play  the  part  yon 

fectlv  well  aware  that,  as  /  stand  with  the  public,  / 
must  be  (Se  feature.      Now,  there  are  several  other 

materially  deteriorate;  from  my  "peculiar  effects."  If 
Mr.  Drudee  will,  however,  take  the  farce  back  again, 
and  cut  these  other  characters  down  to  ribbons,  I  have 
no  objection  to  look  at  it  once  more,  and  see  what  can 
be  done.  It  is  in  my  engagement  to  decline  any  thing 
which  I  thiok  will  not  contribute  to  my  advantage; 
and  you  know  I  am  inflexible  on  that  point. 

Is  it  true,  that  we  all  played  to  less  than  fbrty 
pounds,  first  and  second  price,  last  night!  If  so, 
heaven  help  you. 

Yours  always,  faithfully, 

"Open  Note,  No.  3  (anonymous,  enclosing  a  tick- 


Sir— If  you  will  take  the   

lomebody  on  whose  judgment  you 


uble  to  »), 

or  send 

think  you  V 

)u!d  be 

r^"h(t^Tht^'^; 

™dyorK 

exce^if^ 

ed ;  he  is  cleverer  than  mrd     .  ^  , 

a  much  louder  voice  than  the  late  Mr.  Pope.  There  is 
only  one  drawback  (and  that  might  not  be  particular) 
to  his  becoming  a  first-rate  actor,  and  this  drawback 
is  candidly  pointed  out  to  you,  m  you  may  not  see  it — 
he  has  a  cluVfiiot.    Begins  at  half-past  seven. 
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THE  THEATBICAL  MAKAGER. 


1  rigbt,  mf  friend ;  1  certainly 


BbaU  not  s^e  it^ 

"  {A  knock  at  the  door .-)  '  Come  in.  What  ia  it  ? ' 
■Can  you  see  Mr.  Fatten*'  'What  Mr.  Fatten?' 
'  The  master  of  the  gupernumeraries.'  '  Send  him  in. 
Now  Fatton,  what  is  the  matter?  Malte  haste,  for 
I  am  buej.'  '  Sir,  there's  a  strike  with  the  children 
in  the  theatre.'  'So  there  ought  to  be,  Mr.  Fat- 
ton,  if  you  did  your  duty  properly,  and  kept  a 
birch  rod.'  'Tes,  sir;  but  alt  their  fathers  and 
mothers  come  on  me,  and  threaten  to  punch  my 
head;  now  you  know  it  is  not  my  fault.'  'Well, 
what  is  this  strike,  aa  you  coll  it?'  'The  girla  who 
are  to  fly  in  tlie  new  ballet  won't  have  the  wires  af- 
fixed to  them,  unless  they  are  rtused  to  eighteen- 
pence  a  night :  their  mothers  won't  let  them  endau- 
ger  their  Uvea  under  that  sum !  New,  ar,  we 
should  be  in  a  great  scrape  at  night,  if  this  were  to 
happen;  worse  than  they  were  in  at  tlie  otlier 
house,  with  the  boys  in  the  storm.'  'What  was 
that,  Fatton?'  'Didn't  yon  hear  Ihat,  sir?  Oh; 
there  were  sisty  boys,  who  stood  on  the  siage  under 
a  very  large  canvas,  pamtcd  to  represent  the  sea. 
Now  these  boys  were  placed  alternately,  and  were 
to  rise  and  fail,  first  gradually  and  then  violently, 
to  represent  the  motion  of  the  waves  in  a  storm  ; 
and  in  the  first  three  nights  of  the  piece  it  liad  a 
powerful  effect;  but,  after  tliat,  the  manager  re* 
doced  the  water-rate,  that  is  to  say,  he  lowered  the 
salary  of  each  wave  to  sixpence  per  night.  The 
boya  took  their  places  under  the  canvas  sea ;  and 
when  the  prompter  gave  the  signal  for  the  storm, 
the  water  was  stagnant — instead  of  the  ship  strik- 
ing, it  waa  the  waves  that  struck.  The  sub-manager, 
in  a  fury,  inquired  the  cause  ;  when  the  principal 
billow  said,  "  We  won't  move  a  peg  nnless  you  pay 
us  a  shilling  a  night,  for  it  wears  out  our  corduroys 
BO." '  '  Gad,  I  think  that  must  have  been  the  deep, 
deep  sea !  Weil,  promise  the  girla  the  eighteen- 
pence  ;  but  I  will  be  even  with  them,  I  will  keep 
them  dajigling  in  the  sky-borders  in  a  thorough 
draught  all  the  night.   Tell  them  so.' — (Exit  Fatton.) 

"  Take  up  newspaper ;  look  to  article  under  the 
head  of  '  The  Drima.'  '  Somethmg  agreeable,  I 
dare  say.' — (_lieada.) 

Thkitre — If  we  condescend  to  cal!  the  atten- 
tion of  the  public  to  the  management,  or  rather  mis- 
utter  contempt  of  the  system  at  tliis  period  la  opera- 
tion. Does  Mr. imagine  that  auch  miserable  trash 

last  night,  can  poaaibly  attract  an  audience  possessed 
of  common  sense?  No;  'reform  it  altogether.'  The 
plotof  thenew  piece  brought  forward  was  so  confused 
._j  ;.,._..;..i,(.   .v..  w.g  ^11  Qdt  attempt  to  detMl 


whole  ai 


dull,  and  was  deservedly  condemned 


□suKerably 


"  'Bravo  I '  {Eingi  betl.')  '  Send  the  free-list  clerk 
to  me.  I  rather  think  that  the  critic  who  wrote 
this  precious  paragraph  waa  abaerit  from  the  per- 
formance. Pray,  did  the  •  «  •  »  card  come  in 
last  night?'  'No  sir.'  'Was  Mr.  •  •  *  •  here? 
Tou  can  tell  by  the  signature  On  your  book.'  '  No, 
wr.'  'He  is  toe  good  a  judge  to  pay,'  'There  was 
no  one  from  that  paper  last  night,  sir.'  '  I  thought 
so;  that  will  do' 

'"This  is  a  biilrr  notice  here  la  a  better  in  the 
••*•._  Ay,  ay,  this  will  balance  the  last;  and 
then  the  immenae  difference  of  the  circulation  of 
the  journal — double— two  to  one  ' — ^Seadl  para- 
ffrapk.) 


.    THEiTKB. — Another  triumphant  instance  of 
■ed  Bucceas  was  last  night  achieved  by  the  man- 
nent  of  thia  theatre ;  in  fnct,  we  do  not  remember 
itified,  we  may  almost  say 

. of  tJie  gor^ous  effects, 

which  have  never  been  surpassed  even  m  this  noto- 
riously splendid  eatabliabmenl.  The  appointments 
were  of  the  moat  picturesque  order,  and  reflect  the 
bigiiest  credit  on  the  tact,  industry,  and  stage  knowl- 
edge of  Mr. ' ',  who,  it  must  be  confessed,  on  these 

occaaions  is  never  at  fault     The  s< —   "         ■' 

magic  pencil  of ,  was  marvellously . 

ceBsfuily,  and  there  was  a  long  rontinued  call  for  Ibe 
author  at  the  fall  of  the  curtain,  who,  however,  had 
the  good  taste  not  to  appear.  This  drama  will  un- 
doubtedly, have  a  good  run,  aQd  must  attract  large 


The  scenery,  from  the 
narveiloualy  illuaive:  the 


Hotel,  Sabloni^re,  Leatere-squar 
Madlle.  Aumistine  Entrechat  present  she  comple- 
ment at  Mr.  — ,  and  has  the  honneur  to  inform  that 
elle  arrive  in  Londres  las  nisht,  to  fulfil  sod  engage- 
ment   She  conid  feel  much  gratifie  if  Mr. wiU 

send  her  3,500  franca  by  de  messinger,  aa  ahe  baa  to 
envoyer  to  the  Douane  for  the  pai^  caaea  containin 
her  superb  costume  and  garderobes.  Madlle.  Augus- 
tine Entrechat  give  notice  to  Mr. that  she  cannot 

consent  to  appeer  at  the  spectacle  until  she  receive 
2,500  francs. 

Monsieur,  je  vous  Balu6 

"'Plague  take  the  extortion  of  the  fordgners. 
Never  mmd,  the  blessed  English  will  wait ;  must 
pay  her,  or  she  will  not  dance,  and  she  is  announced. 
Where's  the  cheque-book?  That'a  the  way  the 
money  goes — takes  French  leave!' 

Fnter  Slags  Manager. 

"'What  is  the  matter  now?  yoa  look  quite 
alarmed;  what  mare's  nest  have  you  turned  up. 
Sit  down;    whatever   it   is,  take  it   coolly,   man.' 

'Mrs. cannot  ring  to-night!' — 'The  devil  she 

cannot,  what  aiy  her?'  'Idon'tknow!  there's  an 
official  note  from  her  husband,  and  we  sliall  have 
to  change  the  performances.' 


siveiy  unwell.  She  tells  me,  it  will  be  imposaible  for 
her  to  perform  this  evaning;  so  I  give  yon  timely  no- 
tice that  you  may  substitute  something  else.  If  yon 
should  require  &  medical  certificate,  our  professional 
attendant  shall  forward  you  one. 

Yours  ever,  and  very  aorry  for  it. 

To Esq.,  Sf^e  Manager,  •    *    •    » 

Theotre. 

"  'Bat  I  see  through  it  all;  she  does  not  like  her 
part  in  the  new  piece ;  and  this  is  the  second  night 
of  it  too ;  and  I  have  Md  out  1,000/.  in  getting  it 
up ;  and  because  the  tenor  has  the  best  part,  she 
has  put  her  moniiey  up.  But  I  will  not  be  so  treat- 
ed. She  cocked  up  her  nose  at  the  music  from  the 
first  rehearsal.  "My  compliments  to  Mr.-^ — — ,  and 
1  do  require  a  medical  certificate."  What  is  to  be 
done?  don't  all  speak  at  once.' 

'  Can  Miss be  ready  in  the  part  by  night  ?' 

— 'No,  nor  by  this  night  three  weeks.'  'Perhaps 
Miss might  try  it  ?' — '  Biesa  your  heart,  no ;  she 
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THE   UNLUCKY   FCPPT. 


is  over  head  and  ears  in  love,  and  cannot  gel  a 
word  perfect.  Never  Itnona  a  line  of  any  thing ; 
she  hardly  remembers  to  come  to  the  tteasary  for 
her  salary,  on  Satnrdaj  morning.'  'It  is  rare  to 
find  such  remissness.'—'  What  do  you  think  of  Mrs. 

getting  through  it,  without  the  music?' — 'I 

sbonld  as  soon  think  of  a  water'butt  getting  through 
it.'  'Something  must  be  done.';— 'I  am  glad  you 
havecome  to  that  coDclHsion.'  'Ohl  here  is  the 
medical  certificate,  all  ready  cut  and  dried,  I  see  ; 
the  old  story  [reads]  : — 

I  hereby  certify  that  Mrs. is  laboring  under  se- 

Tere  hoarseness  and  oppression  of  the  cheat — 

"She  thtnliB  nothing  of  mj  chest!  I  don't  wonder 

at  her  oppression  of  the  chest.    supped  with 

the  family  afler  last  night's  performance,  and  he 
told  me,  she  ate  half  a  duck,  a  salad,  some  stewed 
oysters,  and  a  slice  of  cake,  and  drank  bottled  por- 
ter, besides  the  punchi"  [readls] 

She  is  under  extreme  excitement;    and  I  do  not 


(signed)       J.  W.  Twaddle. 
I  cannot  alter  the  performances;  the  box-book  is 

better  taken  than  usual.   Be  so  kind,  my  dear , 

as  just  to  step  up  to  their  house,  and  see  if  she  is 
really  ill,  or  only  shamming.  Tell  her  she  must 
come  out  to  night ;  coax  her,  flatter  her,  any  thing ; 
tell  her  she  looks  too  pretty  to  be  an  invalidi  Say 
I  am  in  a  state  bordering  on  mental  derangement, 
and  that  the  whole  fate  of  the  season  depends  on 
the  run  of  the  new  piece !  Stay,  tefl  her  the  Queen 
niing  expressly  to  hear  her  sing,  and  a  royal 
1st  he  obeyed.    Run  all  the  way. 

"  'But  here  is come  back.    Now,  have  you 

succeeded  In  persuading  her  to  appear?'  'I  had 
not — and  yet  I  hare.'  'How  did  jou  manage  it, 
my  good  fellow  ?'  '  Quite  by  accident.  I  went  up 
to  her  bedside  and  used  every  entreaty.  She  cer- 
tainly did  look  rather  UQweU.'  '  So  would  any  body, 
after  swaUowing  such  a  Bupper.'  '  She  told  me  in 
a  low  Toice,  that  if  she  was  an  angel  from  heaven, 
she  could  not  dug  to-nigbt ;  that  it  was  barbarous 
and  unJQst  to  reiiuire  it ;  that  it  would  endanger 
her  very  life;  that  her  medical  attendant  had  just 
quitted  the  room,  and  told  her  so ;  in  short,  and  she 
spoke  much  louder,  that  she  would  not  come  out  to 
save  you  and  the  whole  theatre  from  dostruetioo!' 
'  Then  how  did  you  persuade  her  ?'  '  You  shall  hear ; 
just  where  the  doctor  had  been  sitting,  I  saw  a 
smalt  note  on  tbe  floor,  so  I  quietly  picked  it  up, 
and  to  mj  infinite  satisfaction  found  that  it  had 


been  written  by  Mrs. 's  husband,  to  the  doctor  ; 

and  he  had  I  presume  dropped  it  by  accident ;  so  I 
took  the  hberty  to  glance  my  eye  over  it.     And 


'parti  agMu,  n 

really  injure  her  with  the  puhlic.  1  assure  you  i 
quite  feverifh  enough  for  you  safelv  to  write  th 
tificate;  for  what  with  something  that  has  diaa 


for  any   uigl 
Mrs.  T: 


Yours 


To  Mr.  Twaddle,  Apothecary. 
P.  S. — Hoarseness  and  sore  throat  is  the  go. 

"'Bravo,  bravo!  eicellent.'  'So  I  thought  I 
would  just  show  the  lady  that  I  had  this  interestjog 
letter  of  her  husband,  which  I  also  told  her  I  should 
carry  to  you.  She  jumped  up,  lilie  a  parched  pea, 
and  made  me  pledge  my  honor  that  T  would  not  lead 
her  into  such  a  dilemma,  and  that  she  would  endea- 
vor to  get  out,  even  at  the  risk  of  her  precious  life, 
and  crawl  into  a  coach,  supported  by  pillows,  and 
come  down  and  perform  ;  but  that  there  must  be  a 
line  in  the  play-bill  of  the  night,  announcing  to  the 
pulitic  her  severe  indisposition ;  and  that  she  must 
leave  out  all  the  mu^c,  and  not  to  have  to  change 
her  dress.  In  short,  I  promised  every  thing — and 
she  will  be  here.'  '  We  must  give  her  the  line  in  the 
bills,  for  our  own  sake.     Send  to  the  printer.' 

"  Where  is  the  bed  of  roses  on  wliich  I  imagined 
I  should  recline  ?" 

"But  my  dear  fellow,  are  you  not  going  home  lo 
your  dinner  ?"— '  Isn't  this  enough  to  take  away  all 
appetite  for  a  dinner!  be^des,  to-morrow  is  Satur- 
day ;  and  I  must  inspect  and  sign  every  one  of  these 
for  payment.'  'What  is  that  mass  of  papers?' — 
'Merely  the  weekiT  outlay,  to  be  settled  at  the  treas- 
ury to  morrow  only  the  salanes  of  the  company — 
the  band  the  chorus,  daucers,  painters,  property- 
makers,  n  ardrobes,  dreisers,  housekeeper,  cleaners, 
watchmen,  firemen,  carpentere,  copyists,  soldiers, 
Bupemuraeraries,  children,  bill  dehverers,  iampmen, 
gas  lighters,  printer,  advertisements,  candles,  oil, 
hair  dresseis,  mditary  band,  hcenses,  ironmongery, 
turnery,  basket  work,  colors,  music  paper,  station- 
ery, tinman,  fionst,  drapery,  hosiery,  timber,  lace- 
man,  ropes,  canvas,  brushes,  authors,  and  law  ei- 
pensi^s  box  keepers,  money  takers  chequC'takers, 
candle-stickers,  police,  call  hoy,  and  coal-porter, 
besides  a  portion  of  nundestripts  which  cannot  pos- 
sibly be  ima^ned  any  where  else  than  behind  the 
curtain  of  a  theatre  V  " 


THE    UNLUCKY    PUPPY. 


r  bitch,  coal-black  and 


My  mother  was  a  p 
comely ;  I  never  knew  my  male  parent,  but  I  have 
some  notion  that  he  followed  the  profesdon  of  a 
shepherd's  cur;  and  his  humble  but  enamored  ad- 
dresses were  accepted  by  the  pointress,  seeing  that 
she  could  not  well  avoid  them,  as  she  wore  a  hand- 
some chain  round  her  accurately  proportioned  neck, 
with  the  other  end  of  which  she  was  attached  to 
her  domicile,  a  neat  cottage-formed  residence,  called 
a  kennel. 

BS 


1  had  four  brothers  and  sisters  of  various  dif- 
ferent sizes,  but  I  was  the  only  one  of  my  family 
that  in  the  least  resembled  my  mother ;  and  I  soon 
missed  all  my  hltle  round  woolly  misshapen  com- 
panions, and  never  to  any  certainty  ascertained 
their  fate ;  only  being  a  shrewd  dog,  I  conjectured 
that  the  master  of  these  puppies,  having  a  decided 
detestation  of  hydrophobia,  determined  on  accus- 
toming these  animals,  early  in  life,  to  taking  water, 
and  in  doing  so,  drowned  them. 
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My  mother  being  well  fed,  I  was  soon  in  a  thrir- 
iog  condition,  and  grew  apace  :  I  have  little  further 
recollection  of  this  happy  period  of  my  life,  than 
that  I  wa9  always  hungry,  that  my  mouth  watered 
everlaatiDglj,  and  that  I  had  acquired  a  habit  of 
gnawing  every  thing  that  came  in  my  way,  even  to 
nij  mother's  tail,  who  used  by  an  angry  growl  to 
resent  this  UDwarrantable  liberty  from  a  chQd  to  its 
parent. 

My  jirat  disgrace  was  occasioned  by  my  masters 
man  of  all  work,  Joe  Banger,  having  left  a  pair  of 
leather  inexpreesibles,  which  ho  had  most  charm- 
ingly clean-balled,  nntil  they  were  of  a  perfect  bat- 
ter-pudding color,  on  the  steps  in  the  stable  ;  he 
had  been  employed  on  them  for  fbur  hours  at  least, 
and  master  was  going  out  oeit  day  with  Mr.  Con- 
jers's  hounds.  These  leathers  looked  so  inviting, 
that  I  could  not  resist  ascending  the  atepa  and 
dragging  them  down ;  when  I  lugged  them  into  a 
dark  corner  of  the  stable,  under  a  manger,  and  en- 
joyed myself  by  shaking  them  well,  and  biting  a 
number  of  holes  all  over  them, 

I  never  had  such  fun  m  my  life;  but  I  do  not 
think  that  either  Joe  Banger  or  master  enjoyed  the 
joke  at  all,  for  when  the  breeches  were  missed, 
there  was  a  great  outcry  sa  to  whcra  they  could 
have  poa^hly  vanished  ;  so  I  looked  ap  dt  Joe  with 
a  knowing  and  glistening  eye,  and  barked  as  ?ond 
as  I  could,  and  wagged  my  tail,  until  I  at  last  had 
the  good  fortune  to  attract  his  attention  to  the  spot 
where  I  bad  so  ingeniously  nibbled  the  leather; 
whereupon  Joe  seized  me  by  the  ear,  and  with  a 
whip  gave  me  such  a  lashing  and  larupping,  that  to 
this  very  day  I  have  not  forgotten  it.  I  winced :  I 
shrieked:  I  howled:  even  the  horses  turned  their 
heads  from  their  racks  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
The  noise  Imade  brought  our  master  into  the  yard, 
who,  upon  hearing  the  calamity  that  had  befallen 
him,  ordered  Joe  Bangei  '      " 

%"' 

fear,  hut  occasionally  peeping  out  with  someaniiety, 
whether  for  the  terrible  correction  of  her  dear  little 
dc^gy,  or  having  some  remote  notion  that  she  was 
going  to  be  soundly  chastised  herself. 

Then  I  was  tied  up  by  the  throat,  and  not  pc 
perly  understanding  the  nature  of  the  fastening, 
nearly  choked  myself  forty  times  in  an  hour. 

This  event  gave  ihe  the  character  of  an  unlucky 
young  dog :  and  the  nest  affair  that  happened 
proved  that  I  was  one;  for,  one  morning  early, 
when  the  poultry  were  wandering  and  picking  about 
the  yard,  my  tender  mother  made  a  sudden  snatch 
at  a  fine  old  cock,  and  pulled  his  tail  right  oot ;  the 
cock  escaped  with  the  loss  of  hia  semi-circular 
plumes,  some  of  which  most  anluo^ily  were  blown 
across  the  yard  to  the  comer  where  I  was  ^ed  up ; 
when,  as  usual,  in  my  simplicity,  I  began  to  play 
with  and  nibble  them,  considering  a  feather  a  mere 
trifle;  when  Joe,  coming  down  from  the  loft  in 
which  he  slept,  saw  the  cock  looking  like  a  mon- 
strous fool  without  his  tail,  and  he  also  beheld  un- 
locky  me  in  the  act  of  gnawing  a  portion  of  it. 
Out  came  ths  fatal  whip  agahi,  and  Mr.  Banker  ope- 
rated on  me  more  lustily  than  he  did  before. 

This  wa^  barely  forgot,  when  my  master,  who 
was  going  to  take  a  walk  of  some  nine  miles  for  the 
purpose  of  angling  for  chub,  determined  that  I 
should  accompany  him,  that  he  might  see  what  1 
was  made  of.  Never  shall  I  forget  my  deUght  in 
having  that  horrible  halter  removed  from  my  throat. 


and  being  aware  that  I  was  about  to  have  a  run 
roes  the  fields. 

Notwithstanding  the  rebuffs  and  beatings  I  had 
idured,  I  followed  my  master  with  sincere  pleas- 
e;  but  being  unused  to  go  out  with  any  one,  it 
happened  that  he  was  always  stumbUng  over  me, 
treading  on  my  paws,  or  kicking  me  out  of  the 
ay.  When  we  got  into  a  field,  I  saw  for  the  Brat 
me  in  my  life  a  cow,  with  her  calf.  I  own  I  was 
ither  frightened  at  so  large  an  animal  aa  the  cow 
appeared  to  me;  but  thinking  that  the  calf  was  a 
mild  looking  little  buffer,  I  went  up  to  have  some 
fun  with  it ;  when  somehow  or  other,  the  cow  got 
her  horns  under  my  ribs,  and  I  soon  feit  myself 
Hying  in  the  air  like  a  bird,  only  I  came  down  at 
some  distance,  heavily  on  my  back:  I  got  up  and 
shook  myself.  Turning  round  to  have  another  look 
at  the  calf,  I  saw  the  cow  coming  at  a  canter  again 
after  me,  flourishing  her  tail  in  all  directions  ;  so  I 
prudently  wriggled  myself  under  a  fence,  out  of  her 

I  perceived  that  my  master  admired  my  ingenuity, 
for  he  smiled.  After  a  couple  of  hours'  run,  during 
which  I  caught  a  butterfly,  and  fell  into  a  muddy 
ditch,  we  arrived  at  the  str-eam  where  the  angling 
was  to  be  commenced,  and  my  master  with  great 
patience  unpacked  hia  tackle ;  but  nothing  could 
induce  roe  to  keep  at  a  sufficient  distance  from  the 
water,  hut  another  flogging  with  the  rod. 

My  master  then  baited  his  line  with  some  Oi- 
brains  he  had  brought  in  a  ^npot  with  him,  and 
started  off  on  his  pastime,  ever  and  anon  favoring 
me  with  a  menacing  look,  if  I  gave  the  slightest  in- 
dication of  following  him. 

A  turn  in  the  river  took  him  out  of  sight,  behind 
a  plantation  of  oaers,  when  observing  ^at  he  had 
left  the  pot  of  brains  on  the  bonk,  and  that  the 
flies  were  beginning  to  buzz  and  hover  over  it,  I 
went  to  drive  them  away,  and  unluckily  smelt  the 
bait ;  in  two  seconds,  the  whole  of  it  was  licked  up 
and  swallowed. 

Presently,  I  saw  my  master  returning:  he  had 
walked  nine  miles,  there  was  no  possibility  of  pro- 
curing more  bait,  he  had  no  brains,  and  he  had 
nine  miles  to  go  home  again  :  his  time  and  his  sport 
lost ;  and  all  through  me,  accursed,  unlucky  puppy  1 
lie  resolved  to  shoot  me. 

Sulkily,  he  put  up  his  angling  apparatus,  and  re- 
turned towards  his  domicile  by  a  diiferent  route, 
for  the  purpose  of  procuring  some  bread  and  cheese 

He  accordingly  entered  a  small  inn,  and  called 
for  what  he  wanted,  and  was  served  in  a  very  dila- 
tory manner  by  a  red-hiured,  blowsy  female,  who 
seemed  distressed  by  having  too  much  to  do. 

I  scented  something  in  the  house  of  exquisite 
savor,  which  proved  to  proceed  from  a  dinner  of 
the  parish  officers  of  Great  Framingham,  who  had 
met  to  arrange  their  accounts  and  aftalrs,  and  to  fix 
the  day  for  the  next  feast,  aa  well  as  to  settle  a  very 
considerable  diminution  of  the  allowance  of  food 
and  clothing  to  the  paupers,  in  conjunction  with  a 

These  worthy  fiinctionaries  had  dispatched  a  sub- 
stantial repast,  at  which  a  turbot  from  Billingsgate 
had  assisted;  and  were  now  taking  their  win'e  and 
punch,  while  deeply  deplorhig  the   severity  of  the 

I  saw  my  master  munching  his  bread  and  cheese 
moodily ;  he  was  too  savage  at  my  conduct  to  deign 
to  throw  me  a  crumb :  so,  findmg  that  he  was  not 
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comtnunicatiTe,  I  toot  the  earliest  opportunitj  of 

In  the  passage,  on  a  wooden  bench,  stood  u  pile 
of  abonC  three  dozen  dirty  plutes,  placed  on  each 
other,  that  certainly  had  been  very  incautiously  de- 
posited there ;  for  on  the  bottom  plate  but  two, 
was  the  picked  drumstick  of  a  fowl,  which  put  the 
whole  quantity  of  crockery  rather  out  of  proper 
equilibrium. 

I  had  not  partaken  of  aqy  thing  since  the  brajns. 
The  ieg  of  the  fowl  was  extended  from  the  plates 
most  temptingly,  and  I  made  a  snap  at  it,  pulling  it 
away — it  was  mine  but  what  was  the  consequence  ? 
down  came  the  three  dozen  plates  off  the  bench 


1  the  tiled  Qoor.  I  never  heard  such  a 
clatter  in  my  bom  days,  so  I  involuntarily  dropped 
my  tail  between  my  legs,  and  scampered  off  with 
the  bone. 

"  Whose  cursed,  dog  ij  that  ?"  bawled  the  red- 
haired  waitress  ;  "Drat  the  dog,  whose  is  it  P"  no 
reply:  "There's  at  least  Eve  and  thirty  shiUings' 
worth  of  plates  broken  all  to  pieces." 

At  last,  it  occurred  to  the  landlord  to  ask  the 
gentleman  who  had  the  bread  and  cheese  in  the 
parlor,  "  if  the  dog  washis'n?"  My  master,  who 
had  overheard  the  wholo  affair,  thought  it  politic  to 


Oh !  how  I  enjoyed  that  fowl's  bone- 
-- IB  them  
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.ish- 


ed;  I  wished  that  fowls  had  as  many  legs  as  spiders. 
But  now  I  perceived  my  master  trudging  home- 
wards, so  I  ran  after  him  ;  as  I  passed  the  pubhc 
house,  the  blowsy  maid  set  up  an  outcry  agiuwt 
me ;  a  shower  of  stones  quickly  followed  me,  and  a 
brute  of  a  blaeksmith  threw  his  hammer  at  my  car- 
Case  so  dcitrouBly,  that  the  heavy  blow  knocked 
me  over  and  over.     I  however  contrived  to  hobble 

My  master  was,  I  think,  dedding  upon  ray  fate, 
whether  I  was  to  be  hanged,  shot,  or  to  take  a  httle 
Prussicacid;  when  a  letter  arrived  from  a  friend 
who  had  taken  a  cottage  in  one  of  the  numberless 


colonies  on  the  wi 
who  asked  the  assi. 
him  a  yard  dog. 

Thus  was  I  reprieved ;  the  size  of  my  bony  paws, 
and  the  width  of  my  jaws,  denoted,  for  I  had  not 
done  growing,  that  t  should  be  a  large  dog. 

So  the  oeit  morning  I  was  to  be  tied  under  the 
wagon  of  the  Hatfield  Broadoak  carrier,  and  thus 
to  be  conducted  on  my  way  to  my  new  place.  The 
journey  to  town  under  a  wagon  is  estremely  irk- 
some ;  I  wanted  to  run  after  the  birds,  but  I  only 
knocked  my  nose  against  the  revolving  wheel ;  the 
road  was  very  dusty,  and  1  had  the  advantage  <rf 
the  scrapings  of  the  heavy  hoots  of  four  horses 
sent  constantly  into  my  eyes ;  if  I  paused  for  a  mo- 
ment to  avoid  it,  I  endured  a  pull  at  the  neck, 
which  I  verily  thought  would  take  my  head  out  by 
the  roots.  A  flocfe  of  sheep  met  the  wagon,  which 
was  then  stopped  by  the  driver,  and  I  had  to  bear 
with  the  affrighted  hustle  of  some  hundred  and 
fifty  of  these  woolly  creatures,  when  presently  the 
drover's  dog,  who  had  the  charge  of  them,  sprung 
upon  me,  turned  me  over  on  my  back,  and  bit  me 
through  the  ancle. 

At  length,  after  a  wearisome  journey,  I  was  un- 
tied from  the  cart  at  an  inn  in  Bishopsgate  street, 
and  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  the  appearance  of 
the  vast  tnetropoUs  :  here  I  found  that  I  was  to  be 
received  by  my  new  master,  who  was  a  sharp  look- 
ing httle  man,  suffering  from  some  nervous  affection, 
for  he  winked  hia  eyes,  and  gave  a  sniff  with  his 
nose,  several  times  in  a  niinnle.  He  paid  the  driver 
for  my  carriage,  such  as  it  was,  and  humanely  gave 
me  a  drink  of  water  from  a  stable  pail ;  he  then  led 
me  out  of  the  yard  with  the  same  chain  and  strap 
with  which  I  had  been  decorated  for  my  travels,  and 
we  proceeded  together  for  a  short  time  with  mutual 
regard.  Presently,  I  discovered  that  I  was  the 
stronger  animal  of  the  two.  He  looked  at  me,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  Ton  have  the  advantage  of  nie," 
which  I  returned  with  a  glance,  "  I  intend  to  keep 
it;''  and  I  shortly  put  this  principle  in  action;  for, 
passing  a  butcher's  shop,  I  raised  myself  on  my 
hinder  legs,  attracted  by  an  agreeable  scent ;  I 
snapped  at  a  veal  sweet-bread,  and  swallowed  it  al- 
most whole.  The  butcher  came  out,and  demanded 
the  value  of  the  article;  and  it  was  not  until  my 
master  was  threatened  with  the  introduction  to  a 
"  P  No.  158,"  that  he  could  be  induced  to  pay 
eighteen  pence  for  my  slight  repast. 

After  a  fidgety  walk,  we  at  length  arrived  at  the 
villa  residence  of  the  femily,  where  I  was  introduced 
to  the  yard;  and  was  almost  immediately,  through 
the  kindness  of  the  lady  of  the  house,  accommodated 
with  some  mutton-chop  hones,  and  a  lump  of  out- 
side rind  of  bacon,  full  of  black  bristles. 

"  This  is  a  place  after  my  own  heart,"  thought  I ; 
"it  will  be  my  own  fault  if  I  am  not  comfortable." 


Then 


,eof  n 


9  Pen- 


nyfeather :  both  he  and  bis  amiable  Spouse  ima^ned 
by  my  appearance,  and  what  I  was  hkely  to  be- 
come, that  they  had  been  fortunate  in  popping  on 
an  eligible  yard-dog ;  but  wnut  verroas,  as  1  once 
heard  a  French  puppy  say. 
After  I  had  been  domiciled  &r  a  week,  I  was 
ted,  not  only  by  every  member  of  the  family,  but 
by  the  neighboring  inhabitants,  as  a  thorough  nui- 
ance ;  for  whether  I  fancied  I  was  learning  to  Mng, 
ir  whether  it  proceeded  from  habit,  I  howled  long 
.tid  dismally,  didly,  at  daybreak.  A  gentleman 
next  door,  who  had  Invalids  in  his  house,  cajlcd  and 
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remonstrated,  that  for  seven  momiugshisfainilj  had 
been  deprived  of  sleep,  and  suggested  that  it  would 

Kobably  preTent  tnj  voeal  efforts  if  I  was  let  loose, 
r.  Pemijfeather,  who  had  been  equally  annoyed, 
was  ready  to  adopt  any  plan  to  keep  me  quiet ;  he 
accordingly  released  me  from  my  strap  and  chain, 
for  which  I  was  so  grateful  that  I  scratched  his  vel- 
Tet  waistcoat  ail  to  pieces,  and  tore  his  eje  glass 
from  hia  neck.  He  let  me  oat  at  the  gate  into  the 
road,  where  I  amused  myself  for  some  time  walking 
behind  a  policeman,  who  wondered  what  I  wanted. 
I  then  saw  three  boys  in  paper  caps,  and  clothes 
spotted  with  colors  in  distemper;  they  looked  like 
merry  fellows,  so  I  thought  I  would  go  and  have 
some  fun  with  them,  particularly  as  each  of  them 
carried  a  large  slice  of  bread  and  bHtter  for  break- 
fest.  I  soon  discovered  that  they  were  young  ar- 
tists beloDging  to  a  paper  han^ng  manufactory ; 
they  invited  me  into  their  rdetier,  and  while  one  of 
the  boya  tickled  my  palate  with  small  pieces  of 
bread,  the  other  ingenious  artists  applied  tlieir  sten- 
cil plates  on  each  of  my  sides,  and  down  my  back, 
and  produced,  with  their  sized  colors,  a  most  elegant 
drawing-room  pattern  all  over  me  ;  white  ground, 
with  roses,  keeping  me  near  the  fire  on  which  their 
distemper  colors  were  warming.  I  soon  dried  into 
a  picturesque  appearance;  then,  painting  my  four 
legs  a  very  light  green,  and  covering  my  ears  and 
-taS  with  a  coating  of  Dutch  metal,  they  turned  me 
■out  of  the  manufactory.  I  must  say  that  I  felt  my 
skin  sticky  and  rather  tightly  drawn,  and  the  Dutch 
metal  on  my  ears  dazzled  my  eyes,  but  I  resolved 
to  make  my  way  home.  On  my  way,  I  discovered 
that  I  attracted  eonsiderable  notice.  A  milkwoman 
with  her  puis,  on  seeing  me,  set  off  running  as  fast 
as  she  could ;  I  thought  it  was  to  entice  me  to  fol- 
low her,  so  I  scampered  atlor  her.  She  was  a  Uttle, 
superstitious,  Welsh  woman,  and  subsequently 
owned  that  she  took  me  for  one  of  the  devil's  imps  ; 
she  loosened  her  yoke  and  pails  as  I  approached 
her,  and  dropped  them.  As  I  always  had  a  predi- 
lection for  milk,  I  certainly  did  not  neglect  the  op- 
portunity of  drinking  to  my  heart's  content,  and 
overturning  both  tin  cans.  I  then  went  quietly 
back  to  Mr.  Penny  feather's,  and  sat  on  the  Steps  at 
the  door  until  the  family  should  arise. 

One  of  Mr.  Peter  Pennyfeather's  nervous  pecu- 
liarideswasan  utter  dislike  tohaveanybodyalAring 
about  his  premises.  I,  thinking  that  it  was  growing 
late,  reminded  Mr.  Pennyfeather  of  the  dme  of  day 
by  uttering  a  prolonged  yell;  this  brought  the 
heads  of  the  neighbors  and  their  domestics  out  of 
windowsand  doors,  and  they  al!  seemed  wonderfully 
surprised  at  my  appearance. 

A  crowd  of  work-people,  gomg  to  their  employ- 
ment, and  a  number  of  gapingidiers,  male  and  fe- 
male, now  stood  round  Mr.  Pennyfeather's  door, 
evidently  dehghted  witli  the  gay  fancy  pattern  with 
which  I  was  decorated;  and,  indeed,  I  looked  as  it 
I  was  attired  in  a  rich  Turkey  carpet,  but  the  gold 
ears  and  tail  were  the  objects  of  general  remark. 
Pennyfeather,  hearing  the  buzzing  conversation 
outside,  to  his  horrar,  perceived  that  soijie  novelty 
bad  collected  a  large  number  of  spectatMa  in  front 
of  his  house.  I  became  impatient,  and  standing 
my  hinder  legs,  with  my  fore  paws  on  the  door,  I 
by  aeddent  touched  the  knocker  with  my  snout, 
which  gave  rise  to  a  double  rap.  This  feat  caused 
a  prodigious  roar  of  laughter  from  the  mob. 

The  altiiir  was  soon  buzzed  about,  and  the  dairy- 
man who  employed  the  Welsh  milkmaid,  called  on 


Mr.  Pennyfeather  for  the  sum  of  seven  shillings  and 
eight  pence,  for  the  milk  I  had  overturned  and  de- 
stroyed. 
Peter  Pennyfeather  called  a  cabinet  council  with 
S  better  half  and  family,  and  it  was  unanimously 
agreed  that  I  was  to  be  got  rid  of — then  was  de- 
bated the  how,  or  when.     It  was  thus  decided. 

The  butciier's  boy  knew  another  boy,  who  was 
accquainted  with  a  man  who  was  looking  out  for  a 
yard-dog  at  Richmond,  This  was  enough ;  at  seven 
o'clock  at  night  the  butcher  look  a  half  crown  in 
his  pocket  and  me  in  a  strap.  I  was  delivered  to 
"le  man,  a  costermonger,  who  immediately  put-to 
valuable  five-and-twenty  shilling  horse  to  his  cart, 
)  the  seat  of  which  I  was  tied,  and  I  had  rather  a 
jolting  ride  to  Richmond. 

'  priving  at  the  gentleman's  house,  who  was  look- 
But  for  a  yard-dog,  there  was  some  demur  about 
ttg  me  in,  as  it  was  ima^ned  from  my  appear- 
■,  that  I  had  the  distemper — and  I  had  it  sure 
enough,  although  I  was  hearty  and  healthy. 

Well,  a  bargain  having  been  struck  up,  I  was  left 
by  the  costermonger,  and  fastened  to  a  staple  in  the 

Kow,  I  am  a  dog  of  steady  principles,  as  all  the 
foregoing  facts  must  abundantly  prove;  and  I  did 
not  cease  to  recollect  the  kindness  of  the  Fenny- 
feather  family,  so  I  determined  to  make  my  way 
back  agiun.  I  set  to  work  diligently  to  gnaw  the 
strap  through,  bolted  over  a  dwarf  wall,  into  the 
garden,  JBmped  oa  a  spring  gun,  which  exploded 
without  puttmg  a  shot  in  my  locker,  though  it 
shattered  about  forty  panes  of  glass  in  a  newly- 
erected  green-house ;  I  scratched  my  way  safely 
through  a  holly  hedge,  which  took  off  a  considera- 
ble portion  of  my  paint  and  gilding,  and  I  was  soon 
again  on  the  high  road.  As  I  passed  the  market 
gardeners'  laborers  going  very  early  to  their  work, 
I  observed  that  they  invariably  got  out  of  my  way, 
and  seized  the  first  large  atone  they  could  find. 

I  no  sooner  made  my  way  back  to  Mr.  Penny- 
feather's  door,  than  I  thought  it  would  be  proper  to 
announce  my  return  by  a  long  melodious  howl. 

The  butcher's  boy  was  immediately  sent  for,  and 
catechised.  He  swore  that  he  put  the  dog  in  safe 
custody  on  the  preceding  night,  and  promised  in 
the  evening  to  come  and  take  me  away  agam.  The 
lad  was  indignant  at  having  his  honor  suspected, 
but  secretly  made  up  his  mind  to  sell  me  to  some- 
body else. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  butcher  arrived,  and  patting 
on  a  stronger  noose,  he  led  me  through  the  lanes  to 
Kenangton,  at  the  moment  quite  undecided  how  he 
should  dispose  of  me,  when  chance  put  in  his  way 
an  advantageous  offer.  In  the  High  street,  he  over- 
heard a  woman,  an  itinerant  purveyor  of  dogs'  and 
cats'  meat,  bewailing  that  somebody  had  enticed 
away  the  dog  that  had  drawn  her  cart  for  three 
years,and  that  the  loss  was  irreparable  to  her.  She 
had,  however,  the  harness  and  a  muzzle  with  her, 
and  the  butcher  taking  the  kdy  aside,  he  exhibited 
me,  when,  after  much  haggling,  she  agreed  to  pur- 
chase  me  for  eighteen  pence.  In  a  trice,  I  was  har- 
nessed and  muzzled.  I  felt  a  piece  of  cold  rusty 
iron  stretched  across  my  tongue,  and  strongly  fast- 
ened to  my  head-gear ;  this  was  attached  to  a  strap 
bridle,  and  the  lady  wishing  the  butcher  "good 
night,"  lugged  me  off  in  triumph. 

I  passed  about  three  months  in  this  miserable 
state  of  bondage,  beaten  and  starved;  for,  upon  the 
I  principle  of  the  adage,  "That  the  shoemaker's  wife 
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is  the  worst  shod,"  bo  the  eats'-meat  dealer's  dog 
was  the  worst  fed.  I  never  had  a  morsel  giveD  to 
me  that  could  possibly  be  sold. 

There  waa  not  the  slightest  inereaeo  of  respect  or 
affection  between  my  miBtreas  and  myself  At 
length,  I  was  relieved  from  her  tyranny.  In  the 
course  of  her  rambles,  she  had  formed  an  acquaint- 
ance with  a.  fat  hoarj  old  cripple,  who  at  some  early 
period  of  life  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  both  his 
legs.  For  many  years  after  that,  he  obtained  a 
good  income  by  playing  on  a  cracked  clarionet 
seated  in  a  go-cart  drawn  by  a  single  dog.  This 
dog  could  go  no  longer,  seeing  that  he  died ;  and 
the  cart  would  not  go  without  the  dog.  In  brief  I 
was  promoted  to  the  cart,  mm  Csear  deceased, 
p,  began  now  troubles.    For,  oh,  such 


that  al 


II  howl 


It  like  m 


"Maggy 


fact. 

Mj  present  master,— oh,  what  an  inexorable  shive 
dnver !— I  had  to  drag  his  heavy  trunk,  surmounted 
by  a  capacious  cheat,  ail  over  the  streets  and  sub- 
urbs of  London ;  all  day,  drag,  drag,  drag  by  the 
sides  of  the  guttera.  The  old  rascal  had  two  in- 
fltrunieiits ;  hia  cracked  clarionet,  and  a  hard 
thonged  whip.  With  the  one,  his  intention  was  to 
amuse  the  public;  with  the  other,  to  >"-•■■—  — 
Whenever  he  ran  down  several  notes 
Lauder,"  I  invariably  howled,  I  could 
self:  then  out  came  the  other  instrument ;  and  the 
lone  and  flourishes  of  that  about  my  ears  were  dis- 
tinctly heard,  and  the  music  was  of  such  a  nature 
that  it  was  as  difltinclly  felt  ' 

My  master  WHS  a  musical  hypocrite  of  uncommon 
tact;  he  knew  the  houses  well  where  he  was  en- 
couraged, and  whore  he  was  sure  to  be  paid  to  go 
away.  He  waa  perfectly  aware  at  what  residence 
the  hundrtd  and  fourth  Psalm  would  be  accepta- 
ble, or  Hhere  "^lx  my  dolly  pals,  fake  a«a>," 
would  be  preferred  Oh!  how  I  have  execrated 
the  old  impostor,  when  ho  has  turned  from  a  tow 
public  house,  seethed  in  gin  where  he  has  been 


elanoneting,  "The  black  joke,"  and  going  round 
the  corner,  where  he  knew  dwelt  what  is  called  a 
aenous  family,  he  would  pUmtively  commence  tie 
Evening  Hymn."  Dog  as  I  was,  I  scorned  him. 
My  tale  IS  coming  towards  an  end.  I  had  drag- 
ged my  old  bagpipe  of  a  master  out  of  the  Hyde 
I  ark  end  of  London  ;  and  toiled  on,  he  getting  all 
the  pence,  I  all  the  annoyance,  until  I  came  to  the 
corner  of  a  weU  known  lane,  that  recalled  my  early 
remirascences.  He  was  in  the  middle  of  blowing 
"The  blue  bonnets  over  the  border,"  when  I  wal 
seized  with  an  irresistible  desire  once  more  to  be- 
hold tho  inmates  of  a  house  wherein  I  had  passed 
ime  fehcitous  hours. 

Without,  therefore,  caring  for  my  driver,  (who 
by  the  way  was  drunk,)  I  set  off  at  full  speed  down 
the  lane,  dragging  the  cart  and  musician  behuid  me 
and  foUowed  by  a  number  of  boys,  who  had  sur- 
rounded us,  out  of  curiosity. 

Some  of  the  little  Pennyfeathers  seeing  this 
strange  sight,  ran  in  to  tell  their  parents  r  and  the 
old  lady  and  gentleman  ventured  out  to  the  door 
he  winking  and  sniffing  as  usual  I  slipped  sud- 
denly before  the  house,  so  suddenly  that  the  inloi- 
icated  clarionet  player  fell  over,  and  upset  the  carl, 
tearing  away  a  portion  of  the  harness,  from  which 
1  rapidly  disengaged  myself,  and  instantly  set  no 
my  well  known  and  much  dreaded  howl,  I  was  so 
altered  in  my  person,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  that 
I  was  recognized ;  the  favorite  howl,  which  I  re- 
peated, effected  that. 

*ns   a    taUeaal    My  master's   trunk  and 

,._.. prostrate  in  the  gutter;  aU  the  Pennv- 

feathersm  mute  astonishment,  m  various  attitudes; 
1,  mad  for  joy  at  my  release,  jumping  up  to  Uck  Mr. 
Pennyfeatherafiice;  his  utter  horror  thereat;  the 
arrival  of  the  butcher's  boy,  attracted  by  the  crowd 
with  a  cleaver  in  his  hand ;  the  advent  of  two  no- 
licoraen^to  convey  the  remains  of  the  drunken  beg- 
station  house ;  ray  determination  to  he 
I  -S-.U  rK^Bived  as  an  inmate ;  Mr.  Penny  feather's 
decided  objection  to  that  measure,  eipressed  by 
showing  the  butcher's  boy  another  half-crown  ■  the 
I  butcher's  boy's  attempt  to  seize  me    my  boundless 
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anger  eiroited  ;  the  butcher's  cruel  grasp  revenged 
by  my  biting  him  through  the  hand;  the  butcher's 
npraiaed  cleaver!  Oh!  oh! — it  fell,  and  though 
intended  for  mj  head,  cut  off  two-thirds  of  my 
taill 
Maddened  nith  pain,  I  ran,  I  know  uot  wbithor. 


Here  the  Unli 
marked, 

"Tuis  1! 


!  Doa  turned  round,  and  n 
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g,  Stoij  lor  l^e  Sime  to  ff^onit. 


It  waa  a  bitter  night  in  January ;  few  and  Bhivcr- 
ing  were  the  pedeatriana  of  the  streets  of  London  ; 
icebergs  floated  on  the  river,  a  sharp  north-easterly 
wind  cut  every  half-clad  and  homeless  creature  to 
the  bone;  the  chimes  of  Westminster  Abbey  tolled 
the  hour  of  eleven;  their  very  Bounds  seemed  to 
tremble  and  die  in  the  freezing  air,  as  they  tvere  lis- 
tened to  by  a  figure  leaning  against  the  low  wall 
that  &ced  a  gloomy  and  moated  building  on  that 
ude  of  the  Thames  called  Millbank.  The  form  was 
that  of  a  woman :  her  face  had  been  buried  in  faer 
hand  till  the  chiming  of  the  hour  roused  her  from 
her  position :  she  looked  earnestly  towards  the  mia- 
erable  building,  walked  or  rather  tottered  a  few 
paeea,  then  turned  and  gazed  again. 

" liiree  weeka only  gone,"  she  eiclaimed,  "of  the 
long,  long  year  that  must  pass  before  I  may  ever 
sec  him  again — I  shall  not  live  till  the  end  of  it — I 
cannot— I  feel  that  I  cannot ;  " — and  she  drew  a 
thin  and  tattered  cloak  closely  around  her,  as  the 
ruthleas  wind  swept  by  upon  that  desolate  bank ;  the 
cty  of  a  child  was  heard  beneath  her  wretched  gar- 
ment :  she  atrove  in  vain  to  hush  it,  till  the  Cold- 
Stricken  infent'a  screams  Struck  terror  into  the  heart 
of  its  miserable  mother. 

"What  can  I  do  to  help  you,  dear?"  washer  sob- 
bing question.  "You  are  cold,  you  must  be,  for  I 
am  shivering  from  head  to  foot — I  have  not  tasted 
food  to-day,  and  nothing  have  1  for  you,  poor  dear ! 
where  Nature  leaches  you  to  turn  for  nourishment ; 
it  were  better  that  we  both  Uo  down  to  die — if  wo 
can  but  fall  aaleep  on  auch  a  night  as  this,  neither 
of  us  wiU  ever  wake  again."  And  she  sank  by  the 
road-^de,  exhausted. 

The  cries  of  the  child  were  silenced  for  a  time, 
and  she  appeared  to  strive  to  invite  slumber ;  but 
in  vain;  for,  suddenly  starting  up,  ahe  ^aid,  "He 
v^l  be  agun  at  liberty ;  the  hitter  lesson  he  haa 
known  will  make  him  more  cautious,  he  will  not 
agaio  be  the  dupe  of  wretches ;  and  if  some  good 
Christian  would  but  listen  to  my  sad  story,  and  re- 
lieve me  for  a  time,  ail  may  yet  be  well.  No,  no,  I 
must  strive  against  this  affliction :  though  I  could 
not  help  crawling,  even  on  this  wretched  night,  lo 
look  upon  the  dark  walls  that  surround  my  husband, 
and  the  fether  of  my  child.  God  help  me !  for  I  am 
afraid  none  upon  earth  wiU." 

8he  moved  forwards  with  great  rapidity,  till  she 
reached  one  of  those  lonely  streets  near  the  Abbey, 
An  old  man  walked  hurriedly  by  her,  well  wrapped 
ap  and  defended  against  the  weather — his  mouth 
carefiilly  covered  to  avoid  a  thick  fog  which  had 
suddenly  follovred  the  subsiding  of  the  wind.  ' 
ipitc  of  his  precautions,  the  foul  lur  penetrated 
bia  lungs,  and  a  violent  cough  compelled  hun 
pause.  The  woman  whom  he  had  passed,  approached 


him,  and  eselaimed — "Pray,  Sir,  look  with  pity  on 
the  poor  and  houseless  on  such  a  wretched  night!" 

To  this  appeal  no  reply  waa  given;  the  old  man 
hastened  on,  the  woman  aeemed  to  gain  courage, 
and  kept  pace  with  him  ;  he  waved  her  back  with 
his  hand: — she  stopped,  uttered  a  piteous  groan, 
and  looked  after  the  cruel  one  who  had  so  repulsed 
her.  He  arrived  at  the  door  of  a  dirty  old-fashioned 
house,  knocked  and  rang.  Before  the  door  could 
bo  opened,  the  woman  was  again  at  his  aide — "Por 
heaven's  sake,  Sir,"  she  SMd  earnestly,  "be  chari- 
table— I  have  no  home,  and  thia  poor  child  " — He 
did  not  allow  her  to  conclude  the  appeal,  but  in  a 
harsh  voice  bade  her  "  go  away  ;"  she  sank  on  her 
kneea  to  him;  he  laughed,  muttered  the  word  "im- 
postor!" and  again  rang  the  bell.  A  severe-looking 
female  appeared  at  the  door,  bearing  a  light. 
"  Martha,"  aaid  the  old  man,  as  he  entered  the 
house,  "  give  that  woman  in  charge  to  the  pohce." 
The  request,  however,  was  not  complied  with,  the 
door  waa  instantly  closed ;  the  noise  of  holta  and 
chains  waa  heard — and,  as  the  morning  dawned,  a 
young  female,  and  an  in&nt  clasped  in  her  arms, 
were  discovered  on  the  atep  of  that  door  froien  to 
death  I 

Who  can  she  be?  anxiously  inquired  the  crowd 
that  gathered  round  the  old  man's  house. 

They  were  bearing  away  the  bodies,  when  a  per- 
son knocked  to  inquire  if  the  inmate  of  the  dwell- 
ing knew  any  thing  of  the  sad  catastrophe.  The 
□Id  man  appeared  at  the  door ;  his  hair  and  beard, 
the  latter  of  a  week's  growth,  were  gray  ;  his  eyes 
were  deeply  set  m  his  head,  and  overshadowed  by 
white  and  bushy  brows  ;  and,  aa  he  thrust  forth  his 
withered  countenance  in  order  to  reply  to  the  ques- 
tion put  to  him,  it  assumed  an  eipression  of  such 
ferocity,  that  the  bystanders  shrank  in  more  fear 
from  the  face  of  that  Uving  man,  than  from  the  pla- 
cid countenances  of  the  dead  before  them.  "Do 
you  know  any  thing  about  them  ?"  was  the  ques- 
tion. "No,"  croaked  the  old  man,  "I  do  not,  ex- 
cept that  the  woman  was  a  beggar,  and  followed  me 
laat  night  aa  I  came  home  late  from  the  city  ;  bad 
my  servant  done  as  I  desired  her,  thia  might  not 
have  happened.  Now  begone,  and  don't  create  a 
disturbance  before  my  house." 

He  disappeared,  the  door  was  sharply  closed,  and 
the  crowd  bearing  the  dead  passed  on.  "An  old 
brute!"  remarked  one;  "  Ae  gave  her  nothing,  I'll 
be  bound,  and  they  say  that  he  is  worth  thousands." 

It  waa  a  lovely  mommg  in  spring ;  the  fruit-trees 
were  clothed  in  blossom,  the  graceful  laburnum 
draoped  in  golden  beauty,  the  birds  sang  gaily  in 
the  green  hedges ;  the  French  windows  of  a  small 
but  elegant  villa  on  the  liver  side  were  open,  and  a 
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yonng  mftn  walked  forth  upon  the  lawn,  to  enjoy 
that  genial  and  dolightful  day  ;  he  was  attended  by 
his  valet;  and,  basking  in  the  rays  of  tbe  sun,  sip- 
ping his  chocolate,  took  a  letter  from  the  pocket  of 
his  elegantly-figured  morning  gown,  and,  giving  it 
to  the  man,  desired  him  to  deliver  it  in  the  course 
of  the  day  as  directed.  "  It  containsi,"  said  he  "  a 
trifle  for  the  widow  of  the  poor  fisherman  ivho  was 
drowned  last  week ;  "  and,  added  he,  "  see  that  my 
half-yearly  subscription  for  tlie  relief  of  the  house- 
less poor  be  paiii  to-morrow  ;  ^'  and  with  a  emile  he 
gave  his  empty  cup  to  the  valet,  and  passed  with  an 
air  of  contentment  into  his  garden,  where  his  gar- 
dener was  working ;  the  young  man  approached 
him — "Are  you  happy  now,  Thomas?"  was  the 
question  put  to  the  laborer. 

"Quite,  Sir,  and  I  shall  ever  bieas  the  day  that  I 
met  you.  If  you  had  not  taken  me  without  a  char- 
acter, mj  little  &mi1y  must  have  gone  to  the  work 
house,"  was  the  replj. 

"Well,"  added  the  joung  man,  "whether  tbe 
charge  against  jou  were  false  or  not — " 

"  Quite  false,  ^r,"  interrupted  the  man. 

"Wliether  it  was  &1se  or  not,  I  hope  that  my 
kindness  in  receiving  you  into  my  service  will  make 
you  gratcM,  and  that  your  gratitude  will  teach  you 
honesty  while  you  are  witli  me:  I  believe  the 
charge  of  theft  made  against  you  in  your  last  place 
to  be  unfounded,  and  trust  that  your  good  conduct 
here  will  prove  it  so." 

"It  shall,  Sir,  and  Heaven  bless  youl"  was  the 
reply  of  the  wrinkled  gardener.  And  the  young 
man  passed  on,  with  a  hght  step  and  a  cheek  flushed 

charitable  feeling  for  human  nature.  He  walked  to 
the  front  of  his  villa,  and  hung  over  tbe  gate  open- 
ing to  tbe  high-road :  while  looking  with  satisfaction 
on  all  around,  a  beautiful  girl  approached  the  gate, 
carrying  a  letter;  she  blushed  as  she  presented  it 
to  him.  It  waa  from  her  father,  an  industrious 
Iradeaman  in  the  neighborhood,  who,  in  losing  his 
wife,  bad,  in  his  sorrow.  Buffered  his  buaness  to  be 
neglected.  He  became  the  inmate  of  a  prison,  leav- 
ing his  eldeat  daughter,  tbe  bearer  of  the  letter,  and 
two  yonnger  children,  unprotected :  his  misfortunes 
leached  the  ears  of  tbe  young  philanthropist  now 
hanging  over  the  gate,  llie  tradesman's  debts  were 
pidd,  and  his  family  reinstated  in  their  old  house 
and  business.  This  letter  was  one  of  thanks:  be 
perused  it  with  pleasure,  asked  the  young  girl  into 
his  house,  directed  the  servants  to  offer  her  refresh- 
ments, and  put  a,  bank-note  into  her  hand  as  she  de- 
parted. The  girl  trembled,  curtsied,  and  went  home. 
The  young  man  reclined  in  his  easy  chur,  and, 
surveying  himself  in  a  PsgcKa  before  him,  was,  for 
the  moment,  tbe  happiest  man  in  existence ;  tbe 
blessings  and  pridses  of  all  who  had  experienced  his 
kindness  rang  in bia  ears.  "Everybody  respects 
me,"  said  he  ;  "  respects  me  !  they  love  me  !" — and, 
in  the  joy  of  bia  heart,  be  sprang  into  a  light  wherry 
that  was  moored  at  tbe  extremity  of  his  lawn,  and 
pulled  gdly  with  tbe  tide  down  the  river.  "  How 
delightful  it  is,"  thought  he,  "to  have  wealth  and 
apply  it  as  I  do  I  How  every  one  must  talk  of  me  I 
I  should  hke  to  hear  what  they  say ;  but  that  is 
impossible  ;  "  and,  with  a  sigh,  he  landed  at  Chel- 
sea, trusted  his  wherry  to  the  care  of  a  waterman, 
to  whom  he  flung  a  guinea,  and  to  "Poor  Jack  "  a 
crown.  Both  stared  after  him  in  astonishment.  "  I 
wonder  what  they  will  say  of  me  ?"  thought  he  to 
himself. 


His  cab  bad  followed  him  on  the  river-^de  ;  he 
leaped  into  it,  his  smart  tiger  hung  on,  behind,  and 
his  fine  horses  nobly  stepped  out  towards  town.  He 
dined  at  one  of  his  clubs,  and  reading  over  tbe  ad- 
vertisements in  tbe  newspaper  after  dinner,  his  con- 

of  distress  which  he  could  delight  himself  by  reliev- 
ing, found  one  object  of  compassion  perishing  for 
want  in  the  neighborhood  of  Walworth.  Not  a 
moment  was  to  be  lost :  he  would  fly  to  her  relief; 
and  ten  minutes  more  found  him  crossing  Waterioo 
Bridge  Jo  bia  way  to  the  abode  of  wretchedness. 
The  evening  was  as  clear,  and  as  calm,  as  the  morn- 
ing had  been  beautiful.  He  thought  again,  with 
heartfelt  satisfaction,  on  ol!  the  good  that  he  had 
done,  and  on  that  which  ho  was  going  to  do,  and,  as 
he  complacently  looked  upwards  to  the  brightly  shin- 
ing stars,  "Ob  lovely  worlds,"  be  exclaimed;  "if 
you  are  the  abodes  of  the  blessed,  surely  I  may  hope 
to  inhabit  one  of  you,  when  it  may  he  my  lot  to 
quit  this  less  favored  planet!"  His  reveries  were 
interrupted  by  observing  a  man  ascend  the  parapet 
of  the  bridge  within  a  few  yards  of  him,  who  flung 
his  arms  wildly  in  tbe  air,  and  seemed  preparing  to 
plunge  into  the  rolling  tide  beneath  ;  the  young  phi- 
lanthropist rushed  towards  him,  seized  him  by  the 
coat— a  shrill  and  unearthly  scream  hurst  from  the 
frustrated  suicide,  as  he  flrmly  held  him  back. 
Three  or  four  passengers  crossed  over  to  the  spot 
from  tbe  most  frequented  side  of  tlie  bridge ;  the 
man  was  dragged  from  tbe  parapet,  and  flung 
upon  the  ground. 

"He is  drunk!"  was  tbe  observation  of  tbe  pas- 
sengers, as  tbey  passed  on,  leaving  the  young  man 
alone  with  the  desperate  stranger. 

"Why  are  you  so  rasb?  what  ja  your  trouble! 
Tell  me,  and  I  will  relieve  you  if  I  can," 

The  man  staggered  exhausted  against  the  balus- 
trades; he  panted  for  breath.  The  question  was 
repeated. 

"  You  can  do  me  no  service,"  Said  the  unknown, 
"I  wish  to  die." 

"  Why  ?" 

"  Sir,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I  am  the  manager  of 
a  theatre  ;  to-morrow  is  Saturday,  and  I  cannot  pay 
my  salaries  ; "  and  the  would-be  suicide  glanced  at 
the  philanthropist  with  a  strange  leer. 

"  WTiat  sum  do  you  require  f ' 

"  A  hundred  pounds." 

"la  that  all?" 

"AU!"  added  the  manager  with  a  look  of  de- 
spondency, "How  can  I  face  my  people  wiUloat 
that  all  ?  How  many  families  will  go  dinuerless  on 
Sunday,  now  that  I  am  without  that  all!" 

"Ha!"  thought  the  philanthropist,  "how  many 
families  then  will  bless  my  name  if  I  supply  him 
with  the  means  of  paying  them  I"  "Yon  shall  have 
the  sum  that  you  require,"  said  the  young  man: 
"lead  me  to  a  place  where  I  can  obtain  pen  and 
inh,  and  I  will  instantly  write  you  a  check." 

"You  will!"  replied  tbe  manager,  rubbing  hia 
bands  with  glee.  "You  have  not  only  saved  my 
life,  but  have  sustained  my  character  for  punctual- 
ity in  my  payments,  without  which  a  manager,  from 
having  it  in  bis  power  to  be  the  pettiest  of  all  petty 
tyrants,  suddenly  becomes  the  most  inaignificant 
creature  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  Follow  me,  my 
kind,  my  best  friend;  it  is  a  non-play  night — the 
anniversary  of  Charles  tbe  Martyr ;  the  actors  only 
suflfet  for  that  event  nowadays — poor  devils!"  and 
the  manager  again  rubbed  bis  hiuids,  and  seemed 
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to  chucMe  at  something  tliat  tickled  bis  fancy 
mightily.  He  led  tlie  way  ;  tliey  arriyed  at  the  the- 
atre, entered  it  by  a  small  door  in  a  back  street, 
and  were  soon  Bcated  in  a  dark  and  dingy  room,  the 
walls  of  which  were  hung  with  files  of  play-bills. 
An  office  table  with  a  desk  upon  it  occupied  the 
centre  of  the  apartment ;  some  faded  damask  chairs, 
with  dirty  white  and  gold  arms  and  legs,  completed 
the  rest  o*  the  furniture.  On  the  table  were  seve- 
ral soiled  manuscripts  and  paper  parcels  tied  up  and 
directed. 

"These  are  rejected  dramas,"  said  the  manager, 
as  he  perceived  hia  friend  eyeing  them.  "Every 
man  to  whom  I  return  one  of  those  parcels  ia  hence- 
forth my  enemy  for  life."  He  then  threw  himself 
into  a  chair,  and  assumed  a  look  of  vaat  importance. 
"  There  are  pen,  init  and  paper,"  siud  he. 

"And  there,"  added  the  young  man,  "is  the 
check." 

"Attend  in  the  treaaury  to-morrow,"  aaid  the 
manager,  "and  behold  the  gratified  faces  of  my 
company ;  for,"  aaid  he,  in  his  ear,  "  they  do  not 
eipect  a  halfpenny.    Tou  will  hear  what  they  say." 

"Shall  I!"  eiclaimed  the  philanthropist,  and  his 
bee  fiushed  with  delight. 

The  manager  now  fixed  his  eyes  on  bis  JHend, 
and  seemed  to  read  hia  very  soul. 

"  1  have  no  doubt,"  said  he,  "  that  you  have  done 
many  kind  actions  like  this?" 

"Yea,"  replied  the  young  man. 

"  And  you  iind  every  body  grateful  ?" 

"I  think  I  do." 

"And  in  your  own  circle  of  course  you  are  be- 

"I  believe  I  am." 

"And  the  objecta  of  your  charity  reverence  you  ?" 

"  I  believe  they  do." 

"But  you  wish,"  aaid  the  manager,  his  eyes 
twinkling  with  an  arch  eipreasion;  "you  wiah,  I 
dare  say,  to  hear  what  is  really  said  of  you  ?" 

"To  confess  the  truth,  it  would  greatly  gratify 


added  the  manager,  "you  have  this 
i  a  great  kindness ;  perhaps  it  is  in 
eturn  the  favor  by  ^ving  you  your 


"Well, 
Tugbt  don 

"What!"  eiclaimed  the  young  man;  "give  me 
to  hear  what  is  really  aaid  of  me — ia  it  possible  ?" 

"  Possible  I"  aaid  the  manager,  and  he  burst  into 
a  laugh,  HO  long  and  bo  loud,  that  the  philanthropist 
doubted  the  sanity  of  the  Thespian  ruler ;  but  as  he 
laughed  ao  merrily,  his  countenance  underwent  a 
complete  change,  the  clothes  in  which  he  was  at- 
tired seemed  to  become  uninhabited,  like  the 
dresses  in  the  opening  of  a  Christmas  pantomime 
before  the  changes  to  the  motley  group  take  place 
— his  head  sank  into  his  coat — hia  coat  into  his 
nether  garments — they,  in  their  turn,  fell  into  his 
stockings,  and,  sitting  on  the  ground  before  the  be- 
wildered young  man,  appeared  an  odd  little  figure, 
about  three  feet  in  height — his  legs  most  grotesque- 
ly bowed,  and  aupporling  a  very  corpulent  body. 
His  head  was  large,  his  nose  long  and  hooked,  and 
a  mouth,  that  alternately  eipandod  from  ear  to  ear, 
and  instantaneously  drew  up  into  a  small  oval  of 
the  size  of  an  egg  ;  he  held  a  brown  tin  ear-trumpet 
in  his  hand,  his  dress  was  a  tightly-fitting  suit  of 
yeUow,  spotted  with  black,  and,  at  the  first  glance, 
he  looked  like  a  huge  frog;  his  face,  however,  was 
rod  and  jolly,  and  his  little  black  eyes  seemed  on 
fire  with  delight. 


"Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  he;  "a  theatre  ia  the 
legitimate  place  for  transformation,  and  where  could 
I  undergo  mine  in  a  more  befitting  locality  ?  I  am 
the  embodied  organ  of  inquisiliveneas ;  many,  many 
years  ago  I  was  an  insignificant  lump  on  the  cra- 
nium of  the  last  wife  of  the  great  Blue-beard.  At 
her  death,  I  was  released  from  obscurity,  and  took 
my  place  amongst  the  myriads  of  liberated  organs 
of  every  human  passion  that  throngs  the  inviaible 
.:_     n-i.__.  11.^,.  ._.     .^  .  when  I  wish  to  pry 


ir  that 


!,  I  C: 


of  the  crown  of  jour  hat,  

diately  gave  an  evidence  of  the  truth  of  his  boast, 
by  fixing  OD  the  alarmed  philanthropist  a  pajr  of 
immense  black  orbs,  which  he  as  suddenly  reduced 
to  their  former  twmkling  dimensions.  Again  he 
laughed  long  and  loud  at  the  astonishment  of  the 
young  man. 

"Behold,"  said  he,  pointing  to  his  tin  tube, 
"when  I  apply  this  instrument  to  my  ear,  I  can 
plainly  distinguiah  all  that  is  aaid  of  me  amongst  my 
companions  behind  my  back."  He  placed  it  to  hia 
ear; — "That's  right,"  said  he,  with  a  grin.  "Go 
on — defame  !^ detract ! — backbite! — I  can  hear 
you — those  infernal  organs  of  destructiveness  and 
philoprogenitive  neas  are  pving  me  a  fine  character. 
I  know  that  I  am  far  from  a  paragon  of  excellence, 
but  really  not  such  a  wretch  as  my  friends  wish  to 
make  me  out.  Ah  !  now  I  see  you  have  an  inkling 
to  try  my  trumpet ;  take  it,  my  friend  ; — don't  be 
alarmed,  it  won't  bite  you." 

He  banded  his  tube  to  the  yonng  man,  who  in- 
stinctively applied  it  to  the  proper  organ — he  imme- 
diately turned  pale. 

"What  do  they  sayf"  inquired  the   embodied 

"  Is  it  possible  f"  .qaculated  the  philanthropist. 

"  My  friend,"  said  the  Uttle  gentleman,  in  the  suit 
of  spotted  yellow,  "What  is  the  matter?" 

"  I  hear  a  dozen  voices  reviHng  me." 

"■Indeed!  what  do  they  say  ?" 

"  I  relieved  a  fisherman's  young  widow  this  morn- 
ing, aud  her  friends  are  persuading  her  that  I  have 
a  base  motive  for  my  charity," 

"  And  she  believes  them,  no  doubt,"  aaid  the  ei- 
manager. 

"She  does:  her  reply  is  'who'd  have  thought 
it?'  and  I  plainly  hear  her  simper  of  satisfaction. 

Another  peal  of  laughter  from  the  bow-legged 
gentleman  shook  the  apartment. 

"Try  again,"  said  he  ;  "better  luck  neit  time." 

The  young  man's  lace  once  more  paled  with 
rage-. 

"  What  now  ?    inquired  the  owner  of  the  tube. 

"My  gardener,  that  I  took  into  my  aerviee  with- 
out a  character,  ia  talking  to  his  wife.  The  man 
was  accused  of  theft,  was  starving,  and  I  took  pity 

"Well,  what  does  he  say  of  you?" 

"Hia  opinion  is,  that  as  I  seem  so  rich,  and  have 
taken  him  without  a  character,  if  I  don't  work  a 
private  stiU,  he  is  almost  sure  that  I  am  one  of  the 
swell  mob,  and  he  shall  begin  to  look  about  him — 
a  wretch !" 

The  little  gentleman  rolled  about  the  floor  in  ec- 
Btasies :  again  the  tube  was  at  the  eager  car  of  the 
young  man,  whose  countenance  refiectcd  hia  vexa- 


"Wbat  now?"  inquired  the  man  with  the  mouth, 

a  burleaijue  tone  of  commiseration. 

"A  party  of  friends,  to  whom  I  gave  a  splendid 
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dinner  last  week,  are  discussing  mj  charitable  dis- 

"  And  what  do  they  say  ?" 

"They  attribute  all  that  I  have  done  to  ostenta- 
tion. Even  my  Bubecriplion  to  the  Society  for  the 
Belief  of  the  Houeeless  Poor  tannot  escape  their 
Baeere.  'Poor  young  man!'  says  one,  'he  feels 
gradfied  at  reading  bis  name  among  the  list  of  sub- 

"Ah!"  responded  the  owner  of  the  tube,  with  a 
profound  sigh: — "How  bitt«r  it  is,  eoraetimes,  to 
Ueten  to  the  truth;"  and  then  he  grinned  again 
from  ear  to  ear,  his  mouth  immedialely  afterwards 
assuming  its  oval  form,  as  he  cast  a  adelong  glance 
at  the  mortified  philanthropist.  "Can  you  hear 
any  thing  further?"  said  he. 

"Yes." 

"  What  ?" 

"  The  tradesman  whom  I  released  from  prison  is 
talking  to  his  daughter — a  beautiful  giri.  who 
brought  me  a  letter  of  thanks  from  her  feither  this 
morning." 

"  Indeed !  Ton  are  the  subject  of  their  disoom 
no  doubt.     What  may  they  say  ?" 

"The&theris  asking  his  girl  how  I  behaved 

her;  she  replies,  'most  kindly,  and  that  she  thinks  I 

pressed  her  hand  at  partmg,  when  I  presented  her 


■ney. 


And  the  father,  what  says  he  ?" 
Pooh !— pshal— no  such  thing." 
"  The  tather  says  so  ?" 
"No,  no,  'tis  my  reply  to  his  ridiculous  assertion." 
"And  what  is  that?" 

"  He  tails  his  daughter,  that  if  she  minds  htiw  she 
plays  her  cards,  she  may  be  my  wife ;  and  ascribes 
"  my  kindness  to  him,  my  releasing  him  from 
on,  my  paying  his  debts,  and  re-establishing  him 


prison,  my  paying 
inbuanoss,  1- 
"What?" 


with  the  giri's  charms. 


■s  her  to  be  constant  in  her  attendance  at  church 
J3  take  her  Utile  sister  only  with  her,  and  he  has 
doubt  that  some  afternoon  I  may  offer  my  arm, 
which  she  must  timidly  take." 

"  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear !"  sighed  the  owner  of  the 
^ube,  "  what  a  world  it  is  !" 
The  young  man's  faee  now  turned  red  with  fury, 
"Anything  more?"  asked  the  embodied  oi^an. 
■'  Who  is  speaking  of  you  now  ?" 

"  The  man  by  the  river-side,  to  whom  I  gave  the 
sare  of  my  wherry,  and  Jack-in-the-water ;  they  are 
gossiping  over  a  cool  tankard  at  the  Adam  and  Eve 
'ley  are  speaking  of  me." 
What  do  they  Say  ?" 

The  devil,"  exclaimed  the  philanthropist,  and  he 
dashed  the  tube  on  the  ground;  it  seemed  to  fly 
:.  .  a  thousand  pieces — a  loud  clap  of  thunder 
shook  the  building.  The  young  man  received  a 
violentiblow,  and  fell  stunned  upon  the  floor.  On 
recovering,  the  white  lines  with  which  the  shutters 
of  the  room  were  ruled  told  him  that  it  was  break  of 
day.  He  groped  about  in  fear  and  astonishment, 
and,  when  recollection  of  the  incidents  of  the  past 
night  returned  to  him,  he  aniiously  sought  the  door 
of  the  apartment,  and  explored  his  way  thence 
through  the  dark  wings  of  the  play-house; — the 
night-porter  bad  opened  the  stage-door,  ajid  was 
Eurveymg  the  state  of  the  weather  on  the  pave- 
ment. The  philanthropist  darted  unobserved  into 
the  street,  called  a  hackney-coach,  and  in  two  hours 
was  stretched  upon  his  bed,  with  an  aching  head, 
and  a  heart  burstmg  with  vesation. 

Forty  years  and  more  gMei  away.  The  Toung 
Philanthropist  of  the  elegant  vQla  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  and  the  Old  Brute  of  the  lonely  street 
near  the  Abbey,  were  one  and  the  same  person, 
changed  only  by  years  and  a  matured  knowledge  of 
the  worid. 


In  certain  clubs  in  London,  it  has  been  found 
useful  to  check  the  inchnation  to  classical  quota- 
tion, by  introducing  a  tmti^alor,  to  which  portion 
some  well-known  humorist  is  generally  appointed. 
When  any  gentleman  indulges  in  Horatian  or  Vii^ 
gilian  rhapsodies,  or  introduces  a  pedantic  or  out- 
oi-the  way  phrase  of  foreign  origin,  aery  of  "Trans- 
lator!" brings  that  functionary  to  the  rescue— his 
duty  being  to  paraphrase  the  meaning,  if  possible, 
but  at  the  same  time  invest  it  with  some  ridioulous 
association. 

Mr.  Paul  Bedford,  a  well  known  comedian,  was 
at  one  time  the  Translator  of  a  certain  society  near 
Drury  Lane.  A  gentleman  conversed  learnedly  on 
theclassiealmeaningof  the  word  OmniSu*.  "Trans- 
lator," said  the  Preadent,  v6rT  gravely,  "what  is 
the  English  for  omnibus?"  "Shillibeerl"  replied 
Bedford  instantly. 

A  certidn  musician  having  been  seen  flirting  with 
a  feir  one  at  the  box-door  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre, 
was  charged,  on  entering  the  club,  with  inconstancy 
towards  the  fcif  proprietor  of  his  heart  and  hand. 
"  JV^oB,"  he  exclaimed,  "  Je  taiafid^e  P'  The  trans- 
lator was  instantly  called  for,  who  rendered  it  thus, 
—"lam  a^ddler."  The  person  in  question  was 
celebrated  for  bis  artjstie  eicellence  on  "  the  merry 
bit  of  wood." 


A   BOLD    TRANSLATOR. 

The  transktor,  when  called  on  to  explain  the 
hackneyed  phrase,  "  De  morbdt  nil  nisi  boraim," 
answered,  "  It  is  the  watchword  of  the  resurrection 
men — 'when  dead,  how  nicely  well  bone  'em!'" 
(i.  «.  steal  them.) 


_^  on  a  speaker,  who,  at 
a  public  meeting,  had  notes  handed  up  to  him, 
"  from  which  hints  be  spoke,"  a  gentleman  advert- 
ing to  it  used  the  phrase,  "  Gladiator  iit  arend." 
"Translator!"  sounded  loudly,  on  all  sides;  when 
the  ingenious  gentleman  explabied  that  it  arose 
from  the  destruction  of  a  woman  by  a  Roman,  who 
devoured  her,  and,  in  the  joy  of  a  successful  re- 
venge, declared,  he  was  "glad  h-  -'•  *™  '"  *'"' 


Talking  of  antediluvian  and  pre-adamite  relics, 
the  Megatherium  was  named.  Some  skeptical  per- 
sons present  denied  that  such  an  animal  ever  ex- 
isted. "Translator,"  cried  the  president,  "what 
animals  existed  before  Adam's  lime?"  "Nothing 
but  one  chay-hott  (chaos),"  said  the  eruiiite  officer. 
Kor  was  this  the  only  use  made  of  (his  word ;  for, 
in  a  learned  dispute  as  to  Bryant's  denial  of  Troy 
and  its  siege,  the  Translator  was  called  on  to  name 
the  earliest  conflict  on  record,  "It  was  in  the  reign 
of  chaos,"  he  repbed,  "  when  nihil  _^i." 
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Bow  delightful  is  the  pursuit  of  nal 
To  Btudj  the  habits  aod  niannera  of  ftuta, — to  eon- 
lemplate  tlie  induetrious  Epider — little  wearer  that 
DOTer  Btarvee  for  want  of  employ, — to  obserTe  the 
"busy  bee,"  instinct  with  that  appetite  for  sweeta 
which  it  shaces  with  the  equally  happj,  but  alas ! 
the  less  industrious  truant,  collecting  the  Baccharine 
principle  "from  every  opening  flower," — to  form  a 
continually  increasing  circle  of  acquaintance  with 
the  verdant  inhabitante  of  the  vegetable  kingdom, 
and  the  interesting  inmates  of  the  Zoological  Gai^ 
dens  these  indeed  are  the  occupations  which 
render  life  one  summer  a  day    which  enhance  the 


beatitude,  and  sweeten  the  tea-cup  of  domestic  bliss. 
To  (he  reflective  and  observant  mind,  the  blow-fly, 
blue  maiander,  regaling  itself  on  the  sirloin  des- 
tined lo  grace  to-morrow  the  family  board ;  the 
mouse,  tiny  thief,  lunuiiating  in  fencied  secret  on 
the  new  Stilton  in  the  larder ;  nay,  even  the  unbid- 
den cockroach  helping  himself  to  the  Christmas 
pie, — become  objects  <J  instructive  survey. 

Actuated  by  an  appetite  for  useful  knowledge, 
which  has  prompted  the  foregoing  reflections,  I 
connected  myself  some  years  ago  with  a  literary 
and  scientific  society,  which  had  been  formed  at 
Islington,  where  I  reside,  among  a  email  but  re- 
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Bpectablo  circle  of  friends.  Our  members  are  in- 
elusiTe  of  atveral  ladies — among  them,  of  Mrs. 
Brown,  the  amiable  partner  of  my  lot,  with  whom 
I  have  Uved  in  an  uninterruped  state  of  fvlicity  for 
a  longer  time  than,  perhaps,  she  will  allow  me  to 
state.  The  predilections  of  Mrs.  B.  are  precisely 
siqiilar  to  mj  own;  and  having  no  family,  we  are 
enabled  to  devote  the  greater  part  of  our  time  to 
indulgence  in  out  favorite  pursuits. 

Our  society  meets  at  the  bouse  of  each  member 
in  eolation,  at  half-past  six  precisely.  After  an  es- 
Mlarating  cup  of  tea,  ivc  proceed  to  business,  and  a 
lecture  is  delivered  by  the  host  of  the  evening,  on 
the  oompoation  of  water,  the  nature  and  proper- 
ties of  steam,  the  constraction  of  the  barometer  and 
thermometer,  or  some  other  improving  and  cnter- 
tdning  subject.  Sometimes  our  recreations  are  di- 
verdfied  and  enlivened  by  a  discourse  from  one  of 
our  number,  who  is  a  young  medical  man,  on  the 
conformation  of  the  skeleton,  the  circulation  of  the 
blood,  and  the  like  arcana  of  the  healing  art.  At 
oiir  last  meeting,  we  were  gratified  with  a  paper  on 
hydraulics,  as  enemplilied  by  the  coromoa  pump. 

One  evening,  our  young  professional  friend,  whose 
name  I  may  mention  is  Mr.  John  Hunter  Dummer, 
obliged  us  with  a  lecture  on  the  sciences  of  mes- 
merism and  phrenology.  Never  having  had  the 
means,  previously,  of  acquiring  any  information  on 
these  subjects,  1  had  formed  no  opinion  respecting 
them;  I  therefore  hailed  tbe  opportunity  thus  af- 
forded me  of  enlar^ng  my  stock  of  Ideas.  Mr. 
Dummer  very  much  disposed  me  to  believe  that 
there  was  something  in  the  doctrines  which  ho  ad- 
vocated, particularly  as  he  appealed  in  confirmation 
of  them  to  &cts,  which,  as  he  with  great  truth  re- 
marked, were  stubborn  things.  I&solved,  as  he 
recommended,  to  make  observation  of  NMure  the 
teat  of  truth,  1  took  home  with  me  a  phrenological 
bust,  accompanied  by  a  card,  descriptive  of  the 
dilTerent  orgau^  which  he  was  so  kind  as  to  lend 

On  arriving  at  Our  little  domicile,  I  immediately 
commenced  my  researches  by  examining  the  head 
of  Mrs.  B.  The  first  point  in  her  organiaatiou 
which  struck  me,  was  the  great  fulness  of  the  occi- 
put or  back  of  the  head.  On  comparing  notes  with 
the  bust,  I  found  that  this  was  the  region  of  the 
organ  termed  "  Philoprogenitiveness."  I  looked 
out  "  Phitoprogeniliveness  "  upon  the  card,  where 
I  found  the  results  of  its  predominance  described 
as  follows : — 

"  Verg  Large. — Eitreme  fondness  for  chQdren 
and  young  creatures  in  general.  Apt  to  lead  to  in- 
dulging and  spoiling  youth,  also  to  petting  and  ca- 
ressing small  animals.  Often  occadons  extreme 
desire  for  ofispring,  and  regret  at  the  non-enjoy- 
ment of  tMt  supposed  blessing." 

This  was  very  singular.  Mrs.  B.  had  at  that  very 
moment  Tiny,  a  little  King  Charles's  spaniel,  whom 
she  washes  and  combs  every  morning  with  her  own 
hajids,  and  has  fed  so  bountilUly  that  he  has  be- 
come quite  corpulent  in  her  lap ;  and  Tib,  her  fa- 
vorite tortoise-shell,  was  purring  behind  her  chair. 
The  nest  evening  the  little  Edwardses  over  the 
way,  whom  she  is  continually  regaling  with  sugar- 
plums and  raspberry  jam,  were  coming  to  tea,  Xrt 
inoct  our  little  nephews  and  nieces;  and  I  could 
not  but  iie  mterestingly  reminded  of  the  circum- 
stance, that  the  sole  aRHctioQ  of  my  good  ladj  is 
that  no  olive  branches  have  glaced  our  otherwi 
unique  mahogany. 


remarked  her  considerable  prominence  at 
and  recollected  with  a  fond  sigh  of  retro- 
spection, that  die  circumstance  which,  in  youth's 
filed  my  destiny  for  life,  was  hearing 
a  summer-house  at  Brinton,  "  0  'tis  the 
melody" we  heard  in  former  years !" 

I  found,  also,  "  Alimentiveness,"  or  tho  organ  of 
appe1it«  for  food,  very  highly  developed,  and  re- 
membered tliat  she  had  that  very  morning  inquired, 
with  a  languishing  gaze  upon  vacancy,  when  ducks 
and  green  peas  would  be  reasonable  enough  for  our 
circumstances.  Her  predilection  for  bubble  and 
squeak  occurred,  in  addition,  to  my  mind;  as  did 
moreover,  ("  Construetiveness  "  was  large,  too,)  her 
proficiency  in  the  preparation  of  jellies,  pickles, 
preserves,  and  in  the  other  mysteries  of  the  culi- 

"  Causality,"  the  organ  of  perceiving  the  relation 
of  cause  and  effect,  was  moderate  in  size.  Accord- 
ingly, Mrs.  B.  has  always  experienced  a  difficulty  in 
understanding  the  dependence  of  the  boiling  point 
of  water  ou  elevation  above  the  level  of  ^e  sea, 
and  tho  connection  between  lobster-salad  and  indi- 
gestion. She  is  moreover  prone,  when  asked  to 
assign  a  reason  for  such  and  such  a  fact,  to  answer, 
"  Because  it  is."  I  had  inquired  of  her  a  few  days 
before,  why  corned  beef  was  sometimes  variegated 
on  its  exterior,  and  she  gave  me  that  reply. 

These  striking  coincidences  at  once  rendered  me 
a  zealous  convert  to  phrenology.  I  then  tried  to 
mesmerize  my  partner,  and  she  very  soon  became 
a  sleeinng  one  ;  but  as  in  about  half  an  hour  she 
suddenly  awoke  with  a  start,  and  wanted  to  know 
if  it  was  not  almost  supper  time,  I  am  not  quite 
sure  that  the  sleep  was  not  simply  natural. 

The  next  day,  I  eiamined  the  heads  of  our  do- 
mestics,— not  without  some  opposition  on  the  part  of 
the  cook,  who,  I  imagine,  at  first  misapprehended  my 
object.  She  had  a  very  large  "  Destructivcness,"  and, 
certainly,  her  temper  is  none  of  the  most  equable. 
The  housemaid  was  deficient  in  "  Order ;!'  a  defect 
which  her  stockings,  eihibiting  the  chasm  vulgariy 
called  a  potato — her  shoes,  which  were  down  at  heel 
— and  the  general  hue  of  her  visage,  which  once  in- 
duced a  wag,  who  visited  at  my  house,  to  say,  that 
she  must  have  been  cleaning  her  face  with  the 
blacking-brush — abundantly  esempllfled ;  and  which 
the  dusty  condition  of  the  mantelpiece,  the  litter 
usually  observable  in  the  passage,  and  the  inade- 
quately rinsed  breakfast  cups,  had  too  often  borne 

Our  knife,  errand,  and  foot-boy,  or  page,  was  en- 
dowed with  an  extraordinary  "Locality,"  which, 
among  other  things,  occasions  a  desire  for  change 
of  place.  I  had  never  observed  any  indications  of 
the  faculty  in  the  boy ;  but  he  came  a  few  days 
afterwards  to  give  warning,  wishing  to  change  his 
place,  as  he  said,  to  better  himself— but,  as  I  am  con- 
vinced, acting  under  the  infiuence  of  his  "Locality." 
When  he  wag  gone,  1  made  up  my  mind  to  choose 
lor  on  phrenological  principles ;  one  of  the 
of  phrenology  having  been  stated  by  Mr. 
o  be,  its  applicability  to  the  selection  of 
Accordingly,  I  rejected  numerous  appli- 


who 


with  tho  best  re- 


t  finding  their  organizations  ii 


conformity  with  their  alleged  character ; 
nally,  made  choice  of  one,  whose  head,  in  my  judg- 
ment, was  to  be  depended  on.  He  seemed  to  have 
a  fine  moral  development,  with  particularly  large 
"Wit,"    "  Form,"    "Imitation,"    "  Constructive- 
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ness,"  "  Adhesiveness,"  "  Maryellousneas,"  and,  as  I 
thought,  "  Ideality." 

When  I  inquired  what  his  name  was,  he  answer- 
ed, "Bill  Summers."  I  considered  his  substitution 
of  "  Bill "  for  "  William  "  aa  a  proof  of  the  facet  oua 
tendency  of  his  mind — which,  admiring  innocent 
mirth  rather  than  otherwise,  I  considered  by  no 
meanj  a  disqualification  on  his  purt  for  my  service 

I  soon  found  that  the  disposition  to  humorous 
manifestations  was  really  very  strong  in  this  youn^ 
gentleman,  end  was  manifested  in  a  variety  of  ways 
If  his  fellow-servants  asked  him  for  any  thing  he 
would  oilen  playfully  demand  whether  they  did  not 
wish  they  might,  get  it?  At  the  same  time,  he 
generally  put  his  thumb  up  to  his  nose,  and  twid 
died  his  extended  fingers.  He  would  inquire  of 
young  passers-by .  at  the  area  railings,  of  whom  he 
had  no  previousa«quaintance,  the  state  of  the  health 
of  their  maternal  parcntsf  whether  those  relatives 
were  aware  of  their  being  from  home  ?  if  they  had 
disposed  of  their  mangles  t  and  many  similar  quee 
tions,  which,  though  they  had  rather  the  semblance 
of  impertinence,  were  no  doubt  dictated  by  a  pure 
love  of  drollery. 

This  "  Wit "  or  "  Mirthfulness,"  acting  along  with 
"Imitation,"  and  perhaps  " Tune,"  oftentimes  oc- 
casioned bim  to  indulge  in  the  utterance  of  various 
noises,  which  I  supposed  were  intended  to  resemble 
the  cries  of  different  anunals.  Of  these,  a  favorite 
one  was  a  note  something  like  the  cali  of  the  lap- 
wing, another  was  similar  to  that  of  the  turkey. 
The  duck  he  imitated  to  perfection 

"  Constructiveness,"  the  organ  of  manual  adroit- 
ness, he  evinced  by  a  singular  dexterity  [n  flin^ng 
stones,  which  sometimes  eicited  my  admiration,  in 
spte  of  ray  perception  of  the  dangerous  tendency 
of  the  amoseraent.  He  was  very  fond  also  of  piHng 
little  grottos  with  oyster-shells,  which  ho  collected 
while  going  on  errands.  His  "  Matvellousness,"  or 
"Wonder,"  was  very  apt  to  make  him  loiter  in 
order  to  stare  at  sights.  This  habit  someiimes  oc- 
casioned us  a  little  inconvenience;  but  then  how 
interesting  it  was  to  observe  the  exemplification  of 
truth '.  He  was  always  especially  attracted  by  the 
performance  of  PuncA,  which  gratified  the  drama- 
tic turn  arising  fiom  his  "  Imitation,"  and  was  also 
a  rich  treat  Co  tus  "  Mirthfulneas." 

The  faculty  last  mentioned  in  him  was  eminently 
practical,  and  the  cook  and  housemiud  had  often  to 
complain  of  its  results,  which  were,  sticking  needles 
point  uppermost  in  their  chairs,  putting  chopped 
horse-hair  in  their  beds,  insects  on  the  sly  down 
their  backs,  and  other  like  pleasantries.  A  neigh- 
bor, an  antiquated  spinster,  one  day  sent  in  to 
complain  that  he  had  anged  her  cat's  whiskers,  and 
shaved  its  tail;  but  upon  a  careful  admeasurement, 
finding  "  Benevolence  "  to  be  decidedly  large,  I  ac- 
quitted bim  of  so  cruel  a  joke. 

Of  hisTteli  developed  "Form,"  whereon  the  talent 
for  drawing  depends,  I  observed  a  manifestation 
very  shortly  after  his  arrival.  I  was  looking  out  of 
a  back  window  which  commanded  a  view  of  the 
yard,  and  the  knife-shed  therein  ^tuated,  where  he 
had  some  work  to  do.  This  he  had  temporarily 
abandoned,  and  was  engaged  in  making  a  sketch  in 
white  chalk  upon  the  wall.  First  he  drew  a  per- 
pendicular line  about  two  feet  long,  then  a  trans- 
verse one  three-fonrths  shorter,  at  right  angles  with 
the  top  of  it.  The  fbrmer  he  connected  with  the 
latter  by  a  diagonal  stroke,  commencing  at  the  ier- 
mination  of  the  one,  and  joining  tJie  other  some 


four  inches  down  its  length.  From  the  point  of 
the  scalene  triangle  thus  formed,  he  dropped  a 
fourth  line  about  half  a  foot  in  Icngtb,  and  this  he 
joined  at  its  termination  to  the  lateral  part  of  a 
small  rregular  c  rcle  beneath  and  united  to  which 
he  described  a  larger  oval  w  th  a  short  horizontal 
hne  tr  furcate  at  the  end  exte  i  d  from  either  side, 
ind  two  B  n  lar  1  ea  but  longer  a  little  inclined 
ou  wardly  depend  ng  trom  below  t — thug  : 


Having  completed  this  de^go,  which,  as  will  be 
seen,  was  a  pictorial  commentary  on  the  law  of 
capital  punishment,  he  put  his  hands  into  his  pockets 
under  his  apron,  and  fell  to  capering  and  whistling 
in  high  glee  at  the  success  of  his  performance; 
but,  upon  turning  round,  and  catching  sight  of  me 
at  the  window,  he  hazily  resumed  his  employment. 
I  had  called  Mrs,  Brown,  to  show  the  amusement 
which  I  derived  from  witnessing  his  proceedings, 
and  we  both  agreed  that  the  subject  which  he  had 
chosen  for  illustration — the  tendency  and  reward  of 
crime — was  in  complete  harmony  with  his  large 
"  Conscientiousness,"  and  strongly  indicative  of  his 

His  "Adhesiveness"  was  shown  in  the  delight 
which  he  evidently  derived  from  the  interchange  of 
ideas  with  the  butcher  and  baker  boys  at  the  area, 
wherein  he  would  sometimes  spend  more  time  than 
I  quite  approved  of. 

In  one  respect,  however,  I  was  at  a  loss  to  recon- 
cile his  character  with  his  development.  He  seemed, 
as  1  said,  to  have  large  "Ideahty,"  the  protuber- 
ance indicative  of  the  poet.  Nevertheless,  he  never 
made  any  verses  that  1  knew  of,  and  though  he 
knew  a  few  songs,  they  were  principally  of  the  de- 
scription termed  "  Negro  Melodies,"  which  can 
hardly  be  said  to  be  of  a  poetical  or  sentimental 
character.  Indeed,  they  were,  for  the  most  part, 
scarcely  intelligible — there  was  one,  in  particular, 
in  which  one  "  Josey  "  was  invited  to  "jim  along," 
I  could  make  no  head  or  tail  of  it. 

To  make  sure  that  my  phrenolo^cal  estiinate  had 
been  correct,  I  induced  him,  by  the  presentof  five 
shiUings,  to  allow  bis  head  to  be  shaved,  and  to  let 
me  trace  out  the  difi'erenC  organs  thereon  in  ink.  I 
chose  some  of  Mrs.  Brown's  marking  ink  for  Iba 
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purpose,  which  being  principiillf  composed  of  ni- 
trate of  silver  or  luimr  caustic,  wns  iuetTuceable  by 
sblution.  I  mappi^d  out  the  bare  si'aip  in  exact 
conformity  with  the  bust,  and  was  con&rmed  in  the 
conviction  that  I  had  made  no  mistake. 

Shortly  afternards,  several  spoons  were  missing. 
The  cook  and  housemaid,  on  being  taxed  wilh  the  ; 
thetl:,  indignantly  denied  it ;  nnd  the  idea  that 
so  well  organized  a  boy  as  William  vaa  capable  of 
such  a,  delinquency,  was  preposterous.  Mrs.  B.  had 
a  tame  magpie,  and  having  read  in  various  books 
of  natural  history  of  the  propensity  of  this  creature 
to  pilfer  and  secrete  such  articles,  we  determined, 
not  without  great  reluctance  on  my  wife's  part,  that 
the  bird's  neck  should  be  wruag^ — an  operation 
which  was  perfonned  by  WtUiam,  and  which  he  ap- 

eould  have  been  predicted  from  bis  large  "  Benev- 
olence." 

We  had  occa^gnally  before  observed  the  marks 
of  smutty  fingers  on  the  eitcrior  of  mince  and  apple 
pies,  and  had  fancied  that  an  undue  diminution  had 
taken  place  in  their  contents  during  their  reserva- 
tion in  the  larder.  At  length,  too,  the  beer,  which 
it  was  William's  province  to  fetch,  began  to  assume 
a  much  more  aqueoua  character  than  is  ilonaisCent 
with  Barclayian  integrity.  This  circumstance,  in 
sjHte  of  our  preconceived  ojunion  of  the  lad's  hon- 
esty, gradually  induced  us  to  question  his  preten- 
sions to  that  virtue ;  at  last,  Mrs.  Brown,  having 
lost  a  brooch,  and  a  diligent  search  having  been 
vainly  instituted  in  the  other  servants'  boxes,  the 
bed-room  of  Master  William  was  examined,  under 
the  auspices  of  F  34,  when,  to  one  astonishment 


"e  discovered  behind  a  loose  brick  ii 


le  chim- 


The  youth  was  with  little  loss  of  time  conveyed, 
in  the  charge  of  P  to  the  Clerkenwell  Police-office, 
and  thence  in  a  Tan  to  Newgate.  Before  he  left, 
we  called  in  Mr.  Dummer  to  look  at  his  head,  and 
explain  its  discordance  with  what  he  had  turned 
oat  to  be.  And  now  comes  the  climax  of  my  narra- 
tion, which  I  record  for  the  benefit  of  inexperienced 
phrenologists.  What  I  had  marked  out  as  "Idea- 
lity" was  declared  by  Mr.  D.  to  be  in  reality  "  Ac- 
quisitiveness," which,  in  this  instance  was  so  lat^e 
as  to  come  three  inches  in  advance  of  its  legitimate 
boiindajy,  and  to  occupy  the  place  of  the  former 
organ.  Here,  tberefore,  as  that  gentleman  remark- 
ed, was  one  of  those  beautiful  exceptions  which 
prove  a  rule. 

William  is  now  in  Australia.  I  have  determined, 
in  future,  not  to  trust  to  my  own  skill  as  a  manipu- 
lator in  determining  on  a  servant's  character ;  but, 
instead,  shall  have  some  recourse  for  that  purpose 
to  the  assistance  of  a  practised  professor  of  phre- 
nology. The  guinea  thus  laid  out  will  be  well  spent 
in  the  purchase  of  a  guarantee  against  deception 
and  loss. 

Tlie  cook  and  housemaid,  who,  indignant  at  hav- 
ing been  suspected,  had  pven  us  warning,  both  de- 
clared that  the  boy  was  not  only  a  thief,  but  an  in- 
corri^ble  storyteller.  This  feature  of  his  character 
was  beautifully  accordant  with  his  great  "  Marvel- 
lousnees."  On  the  whole,  I  consider  my  phrenolo- 
gical experiment  to  have  been  highly  satisfactory. 


SOME    RECOLLECTIONS    OF    GRIMALDI. 


An  attempt  to  describe  Mr.  Grimaldi's  Clown  has 
always  proved  a  failure;  his  humor  could  not  be 
tied  down  to  pen,  ink,  and  paper  ;  it  was  an  essence 
tjDO  subtle  to  yield  to  mere  phraseology.  Hifl  eyes, 
large,  globular,  and  sparkling,  rolled  in  a  riot  of 
joy  i  his  mouth,  capacious,  yet  with  a  never-ending 
power  of  extenaion,  could  convey  all  sorts  of  physi- 
cal enjoyment  and  distaste ;  his  nose  was  not  the 
mere  bowsprit  appendage  we  find  that  respectable 
feature  to  be  in  general :  it  was  a  vivacious  excres- 
cence capable  of  exhibiting  disdain,  fear,  anger, 
even  joy.  We  think  we  see  him  now  screwing  it  on 
one  side ;  his  eyes,  nearly  closed,  but  twinkling 
forth  bis  rapture ;  and  his  tongue  a  little  extended 
In  the  fulness  of  hia  enjoyment;  his  chin  be  had  a 
power  of  lowering,  we  wSl  not  aay  to  what  button 
of  his  waistcoat,  but  certunly  the  drop  was  an 
alarming  one. 

It  always  appeared  to  us  that  Grimaldi  mmed  hii 
ears ;  and  this,  anatomically  speaking,  is  not  an  im- 
possibility. Be  it  as  it  may,  the  way  in  which  be 
drew  down  his  lower  jaw  on  any  sudden  surprise 
gave  this  effect  to  the  auricular  organs.  Speech 
would  have  been  thrown  away  in  his  performance 
of  Clown;  every  limb  of  him  had  a,  language. 
What  eloquent  legs  were  his !  Look  at  him  approach- 
ing that  cottage  of  gentility ;  the  man  is  changed  : 
see  how  he  stands  looking  at  the  window,  at  which 
hangs  a  bonnet :  his  back  is  toward  you ;  but  it  tells 
the  tale,  the  lady  within  is  to  be  won.  Look  how 
he  bends  toward  the  balcony — Komeo  in  red  and 


while :  see  how  mincingly  he  puts  forth  his  foot, 
and  passes  his  hand  over  his  garments;  he  must 
woo  in  another  shape  ;  he  turns  round  in  utter  be- 
wilderment; anon,  a  boy  paases— he  plays  at  mar- 
bles with  Mm,  Brst  for  money,  then  for  his  jacket ; 
he  wins  it:  a  dandy  passe8--he  abstracts  his  coat 
tuls  :  a  miller — he  steals  a  sack :  he  has  stolen  yon- 
der chimney-pot,  and  made  a  hat;  taken  that  dan- 
thzette's  shawl,  and  converted  it  into  a  waistcoat; 
the  sack  becomes  white  ducks ;  the  tails  render  the 
jacket  a  coat ;  a  cellar-door  iren  ring  forms  an  eye- 
glass ;  and  he  moves,  an  admirable  caricature  of 
the  prevailing  iashion  of  the  day. 

Then,  was  there  ever  such  a  coach-builder  ?  Go 
to  school,  Mr.  Houlditch;  for,  with  a  coal-scuttle 
and  a  few  cheeses,  Grimaldi  would  construct  you  a 
vehicle  at  a  moment's  notice.  Is  his  vegetable  man 
unforgotteu  f  He  was  no  paltry  humorist  who  con- 
ceived the  notion  of  making  a  melon  into  a  head, 
and  turnips  and  radishes  do  the  duty  of  bands  and 
fingera.  His  love-making — what  infinite  variety  in 
his  approaches  ?  His  boisterous  freedom  with  the 
London  fish-dealer ;  his  aailor-like  jollity  at  Ports- 
mouth; bis  exquisite  nonchalant  air  when  attired 
as  a  dandy ;  and  his  undeniable  all-overishness  when 
as  Clown,  he  meant  to  impress,  being  suddenly 
smitten  by  the  beauty  of  his  fair  enalaver.  It  waa 
all  what  we  had  an  hundred  times  seen,  without  the 
innate  ridiculousness  of  the  things  being  made  ap- 
parent to  us.  Grimaldi  had  looked  on  the  follies  of 
humanity,  and  fairly  turned  the  seamy  side  without. 
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Then,  hia  treatment  of  that  old  man  villanona, 
"yclept  Pantaloon,"  whom,  old  and  infirm  aa  he  is, 
noone  piticB  at  all,  though  he  ia  treated  by  all  the 
Iiersons  of  the  medley  drama  in  a  way  that  no  elder- 
ly eentleman  should  be  expected  to  endure.  We 
applauded  and  rejoiced  in  those  viceB  in  Grimaldi 
that  we  hated  in  the  Pantaloon ;  here  ia  a  bone  for 
your  metaph jaiciaos  to  pick  ;  we  were  quite  blind 
to  the  moral  delinquency  of  Mons.  Clown's  habits  ; 
lie  was  a  thief — we  loved  him,  nevertheless  ;  a  cow- 
ard, a  moat  detestable  coward — atill  we  loved  him : 
he  was  cruel,  treacherous,  unmanly,  ungenerous, 
greedy,  and  the  truth  waa  not  in  him — yet,  for  all 
tbia,  multiplied  up  to  murder,  if  you  would,  we  loved 
him,  and  rejoiced  in  hia  anccesaes.  Clown,  (Gri- 
maldi's  Clown  we  mean,)  Punch,  and  Falstaff  (Shak- 
Spere  can  afford  to  be  put  in  any  company),  are  all 
darlings  of  our  souls,  though,  if  we  reason  about 
the  matter,  we  find  them  to  be  all  moat  incomprc- 
henaible  vagabonda.  Grimaldi  had  certfdnly  studied 
the  gamut  of  merriment,  and  knew  every  note  of 
its  compass,  and  eould  discourae  most  excellent  mu- 
sic. He  was  the  finest  practical  satirist  we  ever  had, 
— Hogarth  in  action;*  during  his  day  there  were  ao 

•  RememtBr  his  scene  when  ho  optns  three  ovBtcra,  and 


hundred  clever  men,  but  no  single  Clown.  Foliet 
was  a  jumper  only ;  Laurent  was  ingenious,  not 
humorous  ;  Bradbury  was  a  man  of  great  strength, 
but  Ms  was  very  dreary  merriment;  Kirby  was  too 
confined;  Bristow,  Harlland,  and  that  school,  were 
mere  imitators  of  the  great  original;  Paulo  and 
Southby,  both  clever,  never  stood  the  slightest 
chance  in  competition  with  him  ;  and  young  Joe 
was  only  the  shadow  of  the  shade  of  that  Grimaldi 
that  our  boyhood  recalls ;  he  Only  approached  to  an 
imitation  of  the  style  of  hia  father  in  his  latter  and 
weaker  day. 

Pantomimes  are  now  virtually  eitinct;  Stanfield 
and  Roberts  have  made  picture  galleries  of  them. 
Be  it  so.  Grimaldi  will  in  a  few  years  be  but  a 
name;  and  our  children's  children  must  be  content 
to  take  the  tale  of  his  merits  on  the  credit  of  their 
ancestors.  We  believe  in  Garrick,  whom  wc  never 
saw,  and  those  to  come  may  believe  in  Grimaldi; 
for,  though  in  a  low  department  of  art,  he  was  the 
most  wonderful  creature  of  hia  day,  and  tar  mote 
unapproachable  in  hia  excellence  than  Kean  or 
Kemble  in  theira.  He  sleeps  well,  and  had  happily 
quitted  the  atage  ere  pantomimes  bad  been  driven 
from  it ;  he  was  a  harmless,  and  a  kind  man,  had 
many  friends,  and    few   enemies.—- 6'ii   tibi   terra 


THEODORE  HOOK. 


About  this  time  Mr.  Barham  found  opportunitiea 
of  renewing  his  acquaintance  with  one  who,  in  many 
respects,  was  to  be  ranked  among  the  most  estraor- 
dinary  men  of  hia  age,  the  late  Mr.  Theodore  Hook. 
To  Bay  nothing  of  tbia  gentleman's  unequalled  hap- 
[dness  in  impromptu  veraifieadon,  conveying,  as  he 
not  imfrequently  did,  a  perfect  epigram  in  every 
stanza — a  talent,  by  the  way,  which  sundry  rivala 
have  affected  to  consider  mere  knack,  and  one  of 
whom  still  bears  in  hia  side  the  lethalis  anmdo  of 
Jamca  Smith,  for  hie  bungling  effort  at  imitation ; 
to  pass  by  that  particular  province  of  practical  ha- 
moF*  with  which  his  name  is  so  commonly  asso- 
ciated, and  in  which  he  was  /aeiti  princeps,  Mr. 
Hoot  yet  possessed  depth  and  originality  of  mind, 
little  dreamed  of,  probably,  by  those  who  were  con- 
tent to  ba£k  in  the  sunshine  of  his  wit,  and  to  gaze 
with  wonder  at  the  superficial  talents  which  he  ex- 
hibited at  table,  but  sufflcieut,  nevertheless,  to  place 

•  Much  as  Mr.  Hsrhmn,  with  all  reasonable  and  right- 

cal  jokea,  there  was  somethLBg  bo  original  and  irreslsliblr 
ludlEwua  in  the  positions  brought  about  by  Theodore  Hook's 
hnmor,  as  to  draw  a  smile  from  the  most  nnbendlng.  The 
only  thing  of  Ihe  kind  In  which  Mr.  B.  was  ever  petaonilly 
ongnged  was-uBi  boj-st  Cinterbury,  when,  with  a  school- 
fellow, now  a  gillint  major,  "famed  (hr  deeds  of  arms,"  he 
entered  a  Quakers'  meetlDg-housB :  looking  round  at  the 
grave  assembly,  the  latter  held  up  a  penny  tart,  and  s^d  sol- 
emnly, -  Whoever  speaks  first  shall  have  this  pie."— -Go 
thy  way,"  commenced  a  drab-colored  gentleman,  rising,— 

D ,  placing  It  before  the  astounded  speaker,  and  hastily 

effecting  his  escape. 
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good  thmgs,  or  "  diner-out  of  the  first  w 
those  indeed  who  have  never  been  fortunate  enough 
to  witness  those  estraordinary  displays,  no  descrip- 
tion can  convey  even  a  faint  idea  of  the  brilliancy 
of  hia  conversational  powers,  of  the  inexhaustiMe 
prodigality  with  which  be  showered  around  puna, 
bon  mota,  apt  quotationa,  and  every  variety  of  an- 
ecdote ;  throwing  life  and  humor  into  all  by  the  ex- 
quiate  adaptation  of  eye,  tone,  and  gesture  to  hia 
subject.  His  writings  fail  to  impress  one  in  any  way 


Of  the  few  aketchea  of  him  that  have  been  g^ven 
in  novela,  not  one  can  claim  the  merit  of  being  more 
than  a  most  shadowy  reaemblance.  It  needs  a  gra- 
phic skill,  Burpassing  bis  own,  to  draw  hia  portrait 
with  any  approach  lo  correctness;  indeed,  it  were 
well  nigh  as  easy  to  depict  on  canvas  the  diamond's 
blaae,  aa  to  portray  that  mtensity  of  genius,  Uiat 
dazzling  vivacity  of  apirit,  which  distinguished  him 
even  among  the  peers  of  intellect.  Nowhere,  per- 
haps, is  failure  more  cons|rfenons  than  m  the  miser- 
able and  meagre  attempt  in  "  Cocingsby."  Not  the 
faintest  glow  of  humor,  not  one  flash  of  wit,  not  an 
ebullition  of  merriment  breaks  forth  from  first  to 
last ;  the  author,  in  utter  incapacity  for  the  task, 
contents  himself  with  simply  observing,  "  Here  Mr. 
Lucian  Gay  (the  name  under  which  Hook  is  intro- 
duced) waa  vastly  amadng — there  he  made  rtie 
table  roar,"  etc.,  much  in  the  manner  of  the  provi- 
dent artist,  who,  to  obviate  mistake,  affixed  the 
notice  to  his  painting :  "  This  is  the  lion— this  ia  the 
dog."  Of  the  moral  portraiture,  we  will  venture  to 
say  that  it  is  as  unjust  as  the  material  is  weak.  For  a 
more  accurate  estimate  of  his  character  and  position, 
and  for  an  account  of  the  muD  incidents  of  his  life, 
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we  may  refer  the  reader  to  aa  able,  though  not  over 
indulgent,  article  in  "  The  Quarterly  Keview." 

Of  what  occurred,  at  that  which  appears  to  have 
been  Mr.  Barham's  first  interview  with  his  old  com- 
panion after  their  separation  at  college,  we  have  a 
iomewhat  detailed  account ; — 

"November  6tli. — Faaaed  one  of  the  pleasantest 

evenings  I  ever  spent  at  Lord 'a.    The  company, 

beside  the  host  and  hostess,  consisted  of  Mr.  Can- 
non, Mr.  C.  Walpole,  Mr.  Hill,  generally  known  as 
'Tom  Hill,'  Theodore  Hook,  and  mjsell  It  was 
Hook'a  first  visit  there,  and  none  of  the  party  but 
myself.  Cannon,  and  Hill,  who  were  old  friends  of 
his,  had  ever  leen  him  before.  While  at  dinner  he 
began  to  bo  eicessively  amuwng.  The  subject  of 
convepsation  was  an  absurdly  bombastic  prologne, 

which  liad  been  given  to  C ,  of  D.  L.  T.,  to  get 

by  heart,  as  a  hoai,  beginning — 

When  flrat  the  drama's  mnse  by  froedom  reared. 
In  Grecian  aplendor  muLdomod  appeared,  olc 

"  Giattic,  whose  vanity  is  proverbial,  was  included 
in  the  joke.  The  stage-manager,  who  had  the  ar- 
ranging of  it,  offered  him  also  some  equally  ridicu- 
lous lines,  which  he  said  the  author  of  the  new  com- 
edy had  written  for  himself,  but  that  be  bad  not 
sufficient  nerve  to  deliver  them. 

" '  No  man  on  the  stage  has  such  nerve  aa  I,'  in- 
termpted  Gattie. 

"  '  Then  it  must  be  spoken  in  five  characters  ;  the 
dresses  to  be  thrown  off  one  after  the  other.' 

"  '  No  performer  can  change  his  dress  so  quickly 
as  I  can,'  qnoth  Gattie. 

"  '  Then  I  am  afraid  of  the  French  dialect  and  the 
Irish  brogue.' 

"  'I'm  the  only  Frenchman  and  Irishman  on  the 
stage,'  roared  Gattie. 

"  The  boai  was  complete,  and  poor  Gattie  sat  up 
the  whole  night  to  leam  the  epilogue ;  went  through 
three  rehearsals  with  live  dresses  on,  one  over  tl 
other,  as  a  Lady,  a  Dutchman,  a  Highlander, 
Teague,  and    lastly,   as   '  Monsieur  Tonson   con 
agun.'    All  sorts  of  impediments  were  thrown 
bis  way,  such  as  sticking  his  breeches  to  his  kilt, 
etc    The  time  at  length  arrived,  when  the  stage- 
manager  informed  Mm  with  a  long  face,  that  Col- 
man,  the  licenser,  instigated,  no  doubt,  by  Mathews, 
who  trembled  for  his  reputation,  had  refused  to 
license  the  epilogue :  and  poor  Gattie,  after  waiting 
during  the  whole  of  the  interlude,  in  hopes  that  the 
license  might  yet  come  down,  was  obliged  ' 
most  reluctantly  and  disrobe. 

"Hook  took  occasion  fpom  this  story  I 
part  of  a  prologue  which  he  once  spoke  a! 
teur,  before  a  country  audience,  withoat  c 
being  intelligible  from  the  beginning  to  the  end. 
He  afterwards  preached  part  o 

style  of  the  Rev. ,  of  Norwich,  of  whom  ho 

gave  a  very  humorous  account ; 

of  Cbe  harangue  could  be  understood,  and  yet  you 

could  not  help,  all  through,  straining  your 

tion  to  catch  the  meaning.    He  then  gave  ui 

absurd  particulara  of  the  Berners  street  hoax, 

he  admitted  was  contrived  by  himself  and  Henry 

H ,  who  was  formerly  contemporary  with  me  at 

Brazenose,  and  whom  I  knew  there,  now  a  popular 
preacher.  He  also  mentioned  another  of  a  similat 
character,  but  prcvioue  in  point  of  time,  of  which 
be  had  been  the  sole  originator.  The  object  of  it 
was  Bi  Quaker  who  lived  in  Henrietta  street,  Covent 
Garden.    Among  other  iMnga  brought  to  bis  bouse 


;re  the  dresses  of  a  Punch  and  nine  blue  devils, 
...,d  the  body  of  a  man  from  .  Lambcth-bone  house, 
who  had  the  day  before  been  found  drowned  in  the 
Thames. 

"  In  the  evening,  after  Lady had  sung,  '  Tve 

been  roaming,'  Hook  placed  himself  at  the  piano- 
forte, and  gave  a  most  extraordinary  display  of  bis 
powera,  both  as  a  musician  and  an  improvisatore. 
Hia  Bsaumed  oliject  was  to  give  a  specimen  of  the 
burlettaa  formerly  produced  at  Sadlers'  Wells,  and 
he  went  through  the  whole  of  one  which  he  com- 
posed upon  the  spot.  He  commenced  with  the  tun- 
ing of  the  instruments,  the  prompter's  bell,  the  rap- 
ping of  th    fiddlest   k  by  th    lead       f  th    b    d, 

ind  the       rt        till  th         tidn  b  mg     ppo    d  to 

iae,  he  pro  "eed  d  to  d  scnb    — 

"The   first   so        —A  t  y     ill  g  — c  ttage 
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And  &  lather  bits  feelings,  though  never  eo  poor. 

'  Enter  Squire  with  hia  train. — Grand  chorus  of 

huntsmen — 'Merry  toned  horn,Blythe  is  the  mom,' 

' Hark  forward,  away,  Glorious  day,'  'Bright  Phce- 

"The  Squire  dismisses  all  save  Confidant,  to 
whom,  in  recitative,  he  avows  his  design  of  carry- 
ing oif  the  old  man's  daughter,  then  sings  under 
her  window.  The  casement  up  one  pidr  of  stairs 
opens.  Susan  appears  at  it,  and  singfr— asking 
whether  the  voice  which  has  been  serenading  her 
is  that  of  her  'true  blue  William,  who  on  the  seas, 
— is  blown  about  by  every  breeze.'  The  Squire 
hiding  behind  the  tree  she  descends  to  satisfy  her- 
self; is  accosted  by  him,  and  refuses  his  offer:  he 
attempts  force.  The  old  man  interferes,  lectures 
the  Squire,  locks  up  his  daughter,  and  eiit  (p.  b.) 
Squire  sings  a  sang  expressive  of  rage  and  bis  de- 
termination to  obtain  the  girl,  and  eiit  (p.  s.) 

"  Whistle — Scene  changes  with  a  slap. — Public- 
house  door;  sailors  carousing  with  long  pig-tails, 
checked  shirts,  glazed  hats,  and  blue  trousers. 
Chorus — '  Jolly  tars.  Plough  the  main, — Kiss  the 
girls.  Sea  ag^n.'  William,  in  recitative,  states  that 
he  has  been  '  With  brave  Rodney,'  and  has  got 
'  Gold  galore ; '  tells  his  messmates  he  has  heard  a 
land-lubber  means  to  run  away  with  his  sweetheart, 
and  asks  their  assistance.  They  promise  it. 
Tip  us  yonr  fln  I  'We-ll  stick  fye,  mj  hearty, 
And  beat  hlml  Havea'twe  beat  Boneypartyl 

Solo,  by  WilKam, '  Girl  of  my  heart,  Never  part. 
Chorus  of  sailors — 'Shiver  niy  timbers,'  'Smoke, 
and  fire,  d— n  the  Squire,'  etc.,  etc.  (Whistle— 
scene  closes — slap.) 

"Scene — the  village  as  befbre.  Enter  Squire; 
reconnoitres  in  recitative ;  beckons  on  gipsies,  head- 
ed by  confidant  in  red.  Chorus  of  gipsies  entering 
—  '  Hark  I    bark  I      Butchers'  dogs  bark  1      Bow, 
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I  the  bush,  Hueh,  huah,  hush."  'Bow,  wow, 
'Hush,  hush.'  'Bow,  WOK.'  'Hush!  hush! 
'    Enter  Susan  from  cottage.     Recitative, 


"Gipsies  rush  on  and  seize  her;  aha  Bcreoma 
Squire  comes  forward.  Recitative  affettuoso— '  Shi 
seornfu!,  imploring,  (uiioug,  frightened!'  Squin 
offers  to  seize  her ;  True  Blue  nishea  down  and  in 
terposes ;  Music  agitato ;  Sailors  in  pig-tails  beat  off 
gipsies ;  Confidant  runs  up  the  tree ;  True  Blue  col- 
late Squire.    Eut«r  GaOer : — 

Her-diiy!  whst's  all  His  clatter : 
William  ashure  ?-whj  whifa  the  matter  f 
"William  releases  Squire,  turns  to  Sue;  she 
screams  and  runs  to  him;  enbrace  ;  'LoveljSue; 
Own  True  Blue ; '  faints  ;  Gaffer  goes  for  gjn  ;  she 
recovers,  and  refuses  it ;  Gaffer  winks,  and  drmka 
it  himself;  Squire,  Recitative^'  Never  knew,  about 
True  Blue  ;  constant  Sue  ; '  '  Devihah  glad,  here,  my 
lad;  wliat  says  dad?'  William,  recitative — 'I'hank 
ye.  Squire;  heart's  desire ;  roam  no  more  ;  moored 
ashore.'  Squire  joins  lovers— 'Take  her  hand; 
house,  and  bit  of  land ;  my  own  ground ; 

Grand  chorus  huntsmen,  gipsies,  and  sailors  with 
pig-tails;  Solo,  Susan— ' Constant  Sue;  own  True 
Blue.'  Chorus ;  Solo,  William—'  Dearest  wite,  laid 
up  for  life.'  Chorus ;  Solo,  Squire — '  Happy  lovers, 
truth  discovers.'  Chorus ;  Solo,  Gaffer — '  Curtain 
draws,  your  applause.'  Grand  Chorus;  huntsmen, 
gipsies,  s«lora  in  pig-taila;  William  and  Susan  in 
centre ;  Gaffer  (o.  P.),  Squire  (p.  s),  retires  singing. 
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BiU  S'S^^  weiWing  day." 
Such  is  a  brief  sketch,  or  skeleton,  thrown  to- 
gether from  memory,  of  one  of  those  eitempora- 
ncoua  melo-dramas  with  which  Hook,  when  in  the 
vein,  would  keep  his  audience  in  coni-ulsions  for  the 
best  part  of  an  hour.  Perhaps  had  his  improvisa- 
tiiing  powers  been  restricted  to  that  particular  class 
of  compo^tion,  the  impromptu  might  have  been 
questioned ;  but  he  more  generally  took  for  subjects 
of  his  drollery  the  company  present,  never  succeed- 
ing  better  than  when  ho  had  been  kept  in  ignorance 
of  the  names  of  those  he  was  about  to  meet ;  but,  at 
all  times,  the  fiicilitj  with  which  he  wrought  in 
what  had  occurred  at  table,  and  the  points  he  made 
bearing  upon  circumatances  impossible  to  have  been 
foreseen,  afforded  suEScient  proof  that  the  whole 
was  unpremeditated.  Neither  in  this,  nor  in  any 
other  of  his  conversational  triumphs,  was  there  any 
thing  of  trickery  or  effort.  No  abruptness  was  ap- 
parent in  the  introduction  of  an  anecdote ;  no  eager 
lookmg  for  an  opportunity  to  fire  off  a  pun,  and  no 
anxiety  tonohing  the  fate  of  what  he  had  said.  In 
fact,  he  had  none  of  the  artiBce  of  the  profeaaonal 
wit  about  him,  and  none  of  that  assumption  and 
caprice  which  minor  '  Lions '  eshibit  so  liberally  to 
their  admirers.  It  may  bo  iairly  said,  as  he  knew 
no  rival,  ao  he  has  left  no  successor; 

Xatiiralofice,  epofnippela  atampa. 
"March  13,  lS28,~Lord ,  Sir  A.  B .Theo- 
dore Hook,  Stephen  Price  and  Cannon  dined  here. 
Cannon  told  a  story  of  a  manager  at  a  country  the- 


atre, who,  havmg  ^ven  out  the  plav  of  'Douglas,' 
found  the  whole  entertainment  nearly  put  to  a  stop 
by  the  arrest  of  'Young  Korval'  as  he  was  enter- 
ing the  theatre.  In  this  dilemma,  no  other  performer 
of  the  company  being  able  to  take  the  part,  he 
dressed  up  a  ttdi,  gawky  lad  who  snuffed  the  can> 
dies,  in  a  plaid  and  phiiabeg,  and  pushing  him  on 
the  stage,  advanced  himself  to  the  footlights  with 
the  book  in  his  hand,  and  addressed  the  audience 
with,  'Ladies  and  Gentlemen — 
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Fm  this  f  onug  gentleman  bad  heard;  eto. 
And  so  on  through  the  whole  of  the  play,  much  to 
the  delectation  of  the  audience. 

"In  the  evening.  Hook  went  to  the  piano,  and 
played  and  sang  a  long  extempore  song,  principally 
levelled  against  Camion,  who  had  gone  up  earlier 
than  the  rest,  and  fallen  asleep  on  the  sofa  in  the 
drawing-room.  Sir  A,  B — — ,  who  now  met  the 
former  for  the  first  time,  expressed  a  wish  to  wit- 
ness more  of  his  talent  as  an  improvisatore,  and 
gave  him  Sir  Christopher  Wren*  as  a  subject,  on 
which  he  immediately  commenced  and  sang,  without 
a  moment's  he^tation,  twenty  or  thirty  stanzas  to  a 
different  air,  all  replete  with  humor. 

"  March  23.— Dmed  at  Sir  A,  B %  who  was 

summoned  away  to  attend  the  king-  •  «  •  • 
Hook  made  but  one  pun :  on  Walpole's  remarking 
that,  of  two  paintings  mentioned,  one  was  'a  shade 
above  the  other  in  point  of  merit,'  he  replied,  '  I 
presume  you  mean  to  say  it  was  a  shade  <n:er  (chef 

"  He  told  us  an  amusing  story  of  his  going  down 
to  Worcester,  to  see  his  brother,  the  dean,  with 
Henry  H-^  (his  companion  in  many  of  his  frolics). 
They  arrived  separately  at  the  coach,  and  takmg 
their  places  inside,  opposite  to  each  other,  pretend- 
ed to  be  strangers.  After  some  time,  they  began  to 
hoax  their  feUow  travellers — the  one  affecting  to 
see  a  great  many  things  not  to  be  seen,  the  other 
confirming  it  and  admiring  them. 

"  '  What  a  beautiful  house  that  on  the  hill !'  cried 

H ,  when  no  house  was  near  the  spot ;  '  it  must 

command  a  most  magnificent  prospect  from  the  el- 
evation on  which  it  stands.' 

"  '  Why,  yes,'  returned  Hook,  '  the  view  must  be 
eit«naive  enough,  but  I  cannot  think  those  windows 
in  good  taste  ;  to  run  out  bay  windows  in  a  Gothic 
front,  in  my  opinion,  ruins  the  effect  of  the  whole 
building.' 

"  '  Ah  !  that  is  the  new  proprietor's  doings,'  was 
the  reply,  '  they  were  not  there  when  the  Marquis 


Here  one  of  their  i 
fered ;  he  had  been  stretching  his  neck  for  sc 
le,  in  the  vun  hope  of  getting  a  glimpse  of  the 
naion  in  question,  and  now  Mked, 
■'  'Pray,  Sir,  what  house  do  you  mean?  I  don't 
!  any.' 

' '  That,  Sir,  with  the  turrets  and  Jai^e  hay  win- 
ns  on  the  hill,'  said  Hook,  with  profound  gravity, 

pointing  to  a  thick  wood. 

'  '  "  '  '  '     old  gentleman,  bobbing 

about  to  catch  the  desired  object,  '  I  can't  see  it  for 

those  confounded  trees,' 

The  old  gentleman,  luckily  for  them,  proved  an 
ifatigable  asker  of  questions,  and  the  answers 

•  Mr.  Barham'g  bansa  wu  bituitcd  In  Bt  Paul's  Choichyard. 
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HIKING   A   COOK. 


he  received,  of  course,  added  muuh  to  his  etotk  of 
genuine  information. 

"'Fraj,  Sir,  do  you  happen  to  know  to  whom 
that  house  belongs  f  inquired  he,  pointing  to  a. 
magnificent  nmnaioQ  and  handsome  parli  in  the  dis- 

'"That,  Sir,' replied  Hook, 'ia  Womberly  Hall, 
the  Heat  of  Sir  Abraham  Hume,  which  he  won  at 
billiards  from  the  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells.' 

"  '  You  don't  say  so  I'  cried  the  old  gentleman  in 
pious  horror,  and  taking  out  his  pocket-book,  beg- 
ged his  informant  to  repeat  the  name  of  the  seat, 
which  he  readily  did,  and  it  was  entered  accordingly 
— the  old  gentleman  shaking  his  head  gravely  tlie 
while,  and  bewailing  the  profligacy  of  an  age  in 
which  dignitaries  of  the  church  encouraged  gam- 
bling to  so  alarming  an  extent, 

**Thc  frequency  of  the  remarks,  however,  made 
by  the  associates  on  objects  which  the  eyesight  of 
no  one  else  was  good  enough  to  take  in,  began  at 
length  to  eicite  some  suspicion,  and  Hook's  burst- 
ing suddenly  into  a  rapturous  ciclamation  at  'the 
magnificent  buret  of  the  ocean '  in  tJie  midst  of  an 
inland  country — a  Wiltshire  farmer  who  had  been 
for  some  lime  staring  alternately  at  them  and  the 
wbdow,  thrust  out  his  head,  and  ailer  reconnoi- 
tring for  a  couple  of  minutes,  drew  it  in  again,  and 
looking  full  in  the  face  of  the  aea-ganer,  exchumed 
with  considerable  empha^s, 

"  '  Well,  now,  then,  I'm  d— d  if  I  think  yon  can 
Bee  the  ocean,  aa  you  call  it,  for  all  yon  pretends,' 
— and   continued   very    sulky   all  the  rest  of  the 

One  more  instance  of  Mr.  Theodore  Hook's  in- 
nate loTe  of  hoaiing. 

"December  8. — Hook  called,  and  in  the  coarse 
of  conversation  gave  me  an  account  of  his  going 
to  Lord  Melville's  trial  with  a  friend.  They 
-arly,  and  were  engaged  " 


At  t: 


n  when  the 


looking  lady,  whom  he  afterwards  found  to  be  a 
reaident  at  Rye,  in  Susaes,  touched  his  arm  and 

" '  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  pray  who  are  those 
gentlemen  in  red  now  coming  in?' 

'"Those,  Ma'am,'  returned  Theodore,  'arc  the 
Bacons  of  England ;  in  these  cases  the  junior  Peers 
always  come  first.' 

"  '  Thank  you.  Sir,  much  obliged  to  you.  Louisa, 
my  dear!    (turning  to  a  pri  about  fourteen)  tell 


Jane  (about  ten),  those  are  (he  Barons  of  England, 
and  the  Juniors,  (that's  the  youngest,  you  know) 
always  goes  first.  Tell  her  to  be  sure  and  remem- 
ber (hat,  when  we  get  home.' 

"  'Dear  me,  Mai'  said  Louisa,  'can  that  gentle- 
man be  one  of  the  youngest!  1  am  aure  he  looks 
very  old.' 

"  'Human  nature,'  added  Hook,  'could  not  stand 
thia ;  any  one,  though  with  no  more  mischief  in 
him  than  a  dove,  must  have  been  excitod  to  a. 

"  'And  pray,  Hr,'  continued  the  lady,  'what  gen- 
tlemen are  these?'  pointing  to  the  Biahops  who 
came  next  in  order,  in  the  dress  which  they  wear 
on  state  occasions,  viz.,  the  rochet  and  lawn  aleeves 
over  their  doctors'  robes. 

"'Gentlemen,  Madam!'  said  Hook,  'these  are 
not  gentlemen ;  these  are  ladies,  elderly  ladies — 
the  Dowager  Peeresses  in  their  own  right.' 

"  The  fair  inquirer  fiied  a  penetrating  glance 
upon  his  countenance,  saying,  as  plainly  as  an  eye 
can  say,  '  Are  you  quizzmg  me  or  no  ?'  Not  a  mus- 
cle moved ;  till  at  last,  tolerably  weQ  aatiafied  with 
her  acmtiny,  she  turned  round  and  whispered, — 

'"Louisa,  dear,  the  gentleman  »oys  that  these 
are  elderly  ladies  and  Dowager  Peeresses  in  their 
own  right.     Tell  Jane  not  to  forget  that.' 

"Alt  went  on  smoothly,  till  the  Speaker  of  the 
House  of  Commons  attracted  her  attention  by  the 
rich  embroidery  of  his  robes. 

"'Pray,  Sir,'  aaid  she,  'and  who  is  that  finc-!ook- 
ing  peraon  opposite  ?' 

"'That,  Madam,' was  the  answer,  'is  Cardinal 
Wolsey  !' 

'"No,  Sir!'  cried  the  lady,  drawmg  heraelf  up, 
and  caatmg  at  her  informant  >  look  of  angry  dis- 
dain, '  we  knows  a  little  better  than  that ;  Cardinal 
Wolaey  lias  been  dead  many  a  good  yearl' 

"  '  No  such  thing,  my  dear  Madam,  I  aasure  you,' 
replied  Hook,  with  a  gravity  that  must  have  been 
almost  preternatural,  'it  has  been,  I  know,  so  re- 
ported in  the  country,  but  without  the  least  founda- 
tion in  fiiet ;  those  rascally  newspapers  will  say 
any  thing.' 

"The  good  old  gentlewoman  appeared  thunder- 
struck, opened  her  eyea  to  their  full  extent,  and 
gasped  like  a  dying  carp;  vox  fandbiu  htfiit ;  seiz- 
ing a  daughter  with  each  hand,  she  harried  without 
a  word  from  the  spot." 


In  the  morning,  the  old  gentleman  received  the 
visits  of  sundry  tradesmen,  t*  whom  he  had  given 
orders  for  different  articles  of  dress ;  and  Wilson, 
who  was  fully  installed  m  his  high  office,  presented 
for  his  approbation,  Monsieur  Rissolle,  "without 
exception,  the  best  eoot  in  the  United  Kingdom." 

ITie  particular  profession  of  thia  person,  the  Col- 
onel, who  understood  very  little  French,  was  for 
some  time  puzzled  to  find  out ;  he  heard  a  vocabu- 
lary of  dishes  ennmerated  with  grace  and  fluency, 
he  saw  a  remarkably  gentlemanly-looking  man,  his 
well-tied  neckcloth,  bis  well-trimmed  whiakera,  his 
white  kid  gloves,  his  glossy  hat,  his  massive  chain 
endrcling  his  neck,  and  protecimg  a  repeating  Bre- 
fi6 


guet,  ail  pronouncing  the  man  of  ton  ;  and  when  he 
came  really  to  comprehend  that  the  sweet-scented, 
ring-fingered  gentleman  before  him,  was  wilhng  to 
dress  a  dinner  on  trial,  for  the  purpose  of  display- 
ing his  skill,  he  waa  thunderstruck. 

"Do  I  mistake?"  said  the  Colonel:  "I  really  beg 
pardon— it  ia  fifty-eight  years  since  I  learned  French 
—am  I  speaking  to— a— (and  he  hardly  dared  to 
pronounce  the  word) — cook  ?" 

"Qui,  Monsieur,"  said  M.  Rissolle;  "I  believe  I 
have  de  first  reputation  in  the  profession;  I  live 
four  years  wiz  de  Marqui  de  Chester,  and  Je  me 
flatte  dat,  if  I  had  not  turn  him  ofT  last  months,  I 
should  have  superintend  his  cuisine  at  dis  moment." 
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"Oh, you  have  diacliarged  the  Marquis,  8ir?"E0 
the  Colonel. 

"Yea,  mon  Colonel,  I  dieoharge  him;  because! 
cast  affront  upou  mc,  insupportable  to  an  artist 


"Artist  I"  menttMy  ^acfflaied '\h&  Colonel. 

"Mon  Colonel,  de  Marqui  had  de  mauvais  goOt 
one  da?,  when  he  had  large  partie  to  dine,  to  put 
salt  into  Ma  soup,  before  idl  his  compagnie." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Arden  ;  "  and,  ma^  I  ask,  is  that 
considered  a  crime,  sir,  in  your  code?" 
.    "I  don't  know  Code,"  said  the  man,  "Morue?— 
dat  is  salt  enough  without." 

"I  don't  mean  iAo(,  sir,"  said  the  Colotiel ;  "I 
ask,  is  it  a  crime  for  a  gentleman  f  o  put  salt  into  his 

"Sot  acrime,  mon  Colonel,"  said  EiaaoUe,  "but 
it  woald  be  de  ruin  of  me,  aa  cook,  Ehould  it  be 
known  to  the  worid, — bo  I  told  his  Lord^ip  I  must 
leave  him ;  that  de  butler  had  said,  dat  ho  saw  his 
Lordship  put  de  salt  into  de  Boup,  which  was  to  pro- 
olium  to  the  universe  dat  I  did  not  know  de  propre 
qoantite  of  salt  required  to  season  mj  aoup. 

"And  you  left  his  Lordship  for  ikalf  inqmred 
the  astonished  country  gentleman. 

"Oui,  sir,  his  Lori^hip  gave  me  excellent  char- 
acter; I  go  afterward  to  live  wid  my  Lord  Trefoil, 
very  good,  respectable  man,  my  Lord,  of  good  fam- 
ily, and  very  honest  man,  I  beheve— but  de  king, 
one  day,  made  him  his  governeur  in  Ireland,  and  I 
found  I  could  not  live  in  dat  devil  Dublin." 

"No  I" 

"No,  mon  Colonel— it  is  fine  city?"  siud  Kiasolle 
— "  good  place — but  dere  is  no  Itoiian  Opera." 

"  How  shocking  I"  said  Arden,  "  and  you  left  his 
Excellencj  on  thai  occount  f " 

"Oui,  mon  Colonel" 

"Why,  hia  Excellency  managed  to  Uve  there 
without  an  Italian  Opera,"  said  Arden. 

"  Yes,  mon  Colonel,  c'est  vrai — -but  I  presume  he 
did  not  knov  dere  was  none  when  he  took  the  place 
'—I  have  de  character  from  my  lord,  to  state  why  I 


from  Lord  Trefoil,  who,  being  a  joker,  as  well  as 
a  minister,  had  actually  stated  the  fact  related  by 
the  unconsciousturnspit,  as  the  reason  for  their  sep- 

"  And  pray,  sir,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  what  wages 

"Wajosl  Je  n'entend  pas,  mon  Colonel,"  an- 
answered  Rissolle  ;  "  do  you  mean  de  stipend — de 
salarie  ?" 

"Ab  you  please,"  Bind  Arden. 

"My  Lor  Trefoil,"  said  Bisaolle,  "give  to  me 
seven  hundred  pounds  a-year,  my  wine,  and  horse 
and  tilbury,  with  small  ligre  for  him." 

"Small  what,  sir?"  esclaimed  the  astonished  Col- 
onel. 

"Tigre,"  sud  RiBsolle,  "little  man-boy,  to  hold 
de  horse." 

"  Ah  I"  said  Arden,  "  seven  hundred  pounds  a- 
year,  and  a  tiger!" 

"  Exclusive  of  de  pitisaerrie,  mon  Colonel,  I  never 
touch  dat  departement,  but  I  have  de  honor  to  re- 
commend Jenkin,  my  slater's  husband,  for  the  pd- 
finseme,  at  five  hundred  pound,  and  hia  wme.  Oh 
Jenkin  is  dog  ship  at  dat,  mon  Colonel." 

"  Oh !  exclusive  of  pastry,"  Bald  the  Colonel,  em- 
phatically. 

"Oui,  mon  Colonel,"  said  Rissolle. 

"  Which  is  to  bo  contrived  for  five  hundred  pounds 
per  annum,  additional.  Why,  sir,  the  rector  of  my 
parish,  a  clergyman,  and  a  gentleman,  with  an 
amiable  wife  and  seven  children,  has  but  half  Ihe 

"Dat  is  hard,"  said  Rissolle,  shrugging  up  his 
shoulders. 

"Hard — it  is  hard,  sir,"  said  Arden;  "and  yet 
you  will  hear  the  men  who  pay  their  cooks  seven 
hundred  a-year  for  dressicg  dinners,  get  up  in  their 
placea  in  Parliament,  declaim  against  the  exorbitant 
wealth  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  tell  the  peo- 
ple that  our  clergy  are  over-paid." 

" Poor  elergie !  mon  Colonel,"  said  the  man,  "I 
pity  your  cler^e  ;  but  den,  you  don't  remember  de 
science  and  experience  dat  it  require  to  make  an 
omelette  souffll." 
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A   CHAPTEE  ON   PUNS. 


"The  devil  take  your  omelette,  sir,"  sdd  Arden; 
"do  you  mean  sepiouelj  and  gpaiely  to  ask  me 
Beven  hundred  pounds  a-yeup  for  your  services  *" 

"Oai,  vrttiinent,  mon  Colonel,"  eaid  Kissolle,  at 
the  some  moment  gracefully  taking  snuff  from  a 
Buperb  gold  boi. 

"  Why  then,  d n  it,  sir,  I  can't  stand  this  any 

longer,"  cried  the  irritated  novice  in  the  fashionable 
world;  " seTon  hnndred  pounds !  make  it  guineaji, 
air,  and  TU  be  your  cook  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

The  noise  of  this  annunciation,  the  sudden  leap 
taken  by  Monsieur  Kissolle,  to  avoid  something 
more  serioua  than  words,  which  he  anticipated  from 


the  irate  Colonel,  brought  Wilson  into  the  room, 
who,  equally  lerrified  with  his  Gallic  friend  at  the 
symptoms  of  violent  anger  which  hia  master's  eoun- 
teoance  displayed,  stood  wondering  at  the  animation 
of  the  scene  ;  when  Arden,  whose  rage  at  the  «oti- 
chalanae  of  Bissolle,  at  first  impeded  his  speech, 
uttered  with  an  emphasis  not  to  be  misunderstood — 

"Good  morning — sir — seven  hundred '' 

What  the  rest  of  this  address  might  have  been  it 
is  impossible  to  say,  for  before  it  was  concluded 
Riesolle  had  left  the  Bpartment,  and  Wilioa  closed 
the  door. 


A    CHAPTER    ON    PUNS. 


There  is  one  class  of  people  who,  with  a  depra- 
vity of  appetit*  not  excelled  by  that  of  the  cele- 
brated Anna  Maria  Schurman,  who  rejoiced  in  eat- 
ing spiders,  thirst  after  puns.  If  you  fall  in  with 
these,  you  have  no  resource  but  to  indulge  them  to 
their  hearts'  content ;  but,  in  order  to  rescue  your- 
self from  the  imputation  of  believing  punning  to  be 
wit,  quote  the  definition  of  Swift,  and  be  like  him, 
as  inveterate  a  punster  a^  you  possibly  can,  imme* 
diateiy  after  resting  every  thing,  and  baiarding  all, 
■wpon  the  principle,  that  the  worse  the  pun  the 

In  order  to  be  prepared  for  this  sort  of  panic 
war,  (for  the  disorder  is  provocative  and  ejudemic,) 
the  moment  any  one  gentleman  or  lady  has,  as  they 
say  in  Scotland,  "  let  a  pun,"  every  body  else  in  the 
room  who  can,  or  cannot  do  the  same,  sets  to  work 
to  endeavor  to  emulate  the  example.  From  that 
period,  all  radonal  conversatiou  is  at  an  end,  and  a 
jargon  of  nonsense  succeeds,  which  lasts  till  tlie 
announcement  of  coffee,  or  supper,  or  the  car- 
riages, puts  a  happy  termination  to  the  riot. 

Addison  says,  "one  may  say  of  a  pun,  as  the 
countryman  described  bis  nightingale,  that  it  is  vox 
et  prceterea  nihil,  a  sound,  and  nothing  bat  a  sound ;" 
and,  in  another  place  he  tells  us  that  "  the  greatest 
authors  in  th^r  most  serious  works  make  frequent 
use  of  puns ;  the  sermons  of  Bishop  Andrews,  and 
the  tragedies  of  Shakspere  are  fuU  of  them;  if  a 
sinner  was  panned  into  repentance  as  in  the  latter, 
nothing  is  more  usual  than  to  see  a  hero  weeping 
and  grumbling  for  a  dozen  lines  together ;"  but  he 
also  says,  "it  is  indeed  impossible  to  kill  a  weed 
which  the  soil  has  a  natural  disposition  to  produce. 
The  seeds  of  punmiig  are  in  the  minds  of  all  men, 
and  though  they  may  be  subdued  by  reason,  re- 
flection, and  good  sense,  they  wiU  be  very  apt^ 
shoot  up  in  the  greatest  genius  that  is  not  broken 
and  cultivated  bj  the  rules  of  art." 

Here  is  something  like  a  justification  of  the  enor- 
mity ;  and,  as  the  pupil  is  to  mix  in  all  societies,  he 
may  as  well  be  prepared. 

Puns  may  be  divided  into  different  classes ;  they 
may  be  made  in  diEferent  ways,  introduced  by  pass- 
ing circumfllances,  or  by  references  to  by-gone 
eveots ;  they  may  bo  throtrn  in  anecdoiici^lt/,  or 
conundrumwise.  It  is  to  be  observed  that  feeling, 
or  pity,  or  commiseration,  or  grief,  are  not  to  stand 
in  the  way  of  a  pun — that  personal  defects  are  to 
be  made  available,  and  that  sense,  so  as  the  sound 
answers,  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  business. 


is  pathetically  describing  (he  funeral  of 
or  sister,  or  wife,  it  is  quite  allowable  to 
call  it  a  "  black-iuryin^  party,"  or  to  talk  of  a  "  fit 
oftw^n;"  a  weeping  relative  struggling  to  conceal 
hisgriefmaybe  likened  to  a  commander  of  "  pri- 
vale  teart ;"  throw  in  a  joke  about  the  phrase  of 
"funerals  pev/ormed,"  and  a  Te-hearsal;  and  wind 
up  with  the  anagram  r«i^.^un,  funeral, 

I  give  this  instance  first,  in  order  to  explain  that 
nothing,  however  solemn  the  subject,  is  to  stand  in 
the  way  of  a  pun. 

It  is  allowable,  when  you  have  run  a  subject  dry 
in  Enghsh,  to  hitch  in  a  bit  of  any  other  language 
which  may  sound  to  your  liking.     For  instance,  On 

fishing  party.    You  say  fishing  is  out  of  your 


11  two  noodles  from  the  city  in  a  punt, 
enaeavoring  to  catch  small  fry,  "  Eaxi  Angles ;"  or, 
if  you  please,  observe  that  "Ihepanleri  are  losing 
the  fish,"  "catching  nothing  but  a  cold,"  or  that 
"  the  fish  are  loo  deep  for  them."  Call  the  Thames 
a  "tidy"  river;  but  say  you  prefer  the  /m»  in  hot 
weather. 

Personal  deformities  or  constitutional  calamities 
are  always  to  be  laid  hold  of.  If  any  body  tells 
you  that  a  dear  friend  has  lost  his  sight,  observe 
that  it  will  make  him  more  hospitable  than  ever, 
since  now  he  would  be  glad  to  eee  any  hodi/.  If  a 
clergyman  breaks  his  leg,  remark  that  he  is  no 
longer  a  dairyman,  but  a  lame  man.  If  a  poet  is 
seized  with  apoplexy,  affect  to  disbelieve  it,  although 
jou  know  it  to  be  true,  in  order  to  say — 


and  then,  i«  carry  the  joke  one  step  further,  add, 
"that  it  is  not  a^t  subject  for  a  jest."  A  man  fall- 
ing into  a  tan-pit  you  may  call  "sinking  in  the  su5- 
Ume;"  a  oUmbing  boy  suffocated  in  a  chimney 
meets  with  a  ts^g^d*  death ;  and  a  pretty  ^1  hav- 
ing caught  the  small-pox  is  to  be  mach.  pilled.  On 
the  subject  of  the  ear  and  its  defects,  talk  first  of 
something  in  which  a  am  sticks,  and  end  by  telling 
the  story  of  the  man  who,  having  taken  great 
pains  to  explain  something  to  his  companion,  at 
last  got  into  a  rage  at  his  apparent  stupidity,  and 
esclaimed,  "Why,  my  dear  Sir,  don't  you  compre- 
hend? the  thing  is  as  plain  as  A,  B,  C."  "I  dare 
Bay  it  is,"  said  the  other ;  "  but  I  am  D,  E,  F." 


,,  Google 


r   HONEST  PBACTICAL  JOKE. 


It  may  be  as  well  to  give  the  beginner  eometliing 
of  a  nolion  of  the  use  he  may  nrnke  of  the  most 
ordinary  words,  for  the  purposes  of  quibbleism. 
For  instance,  in  the  waj  of  obserration: — The  loss 
of  a  hat  is  always  felt; — if  jou  don't  like  sugar, 
jou  may  lump  it ; — a  glaaer  is  a  nanes-takiiig  man ; 
— candles  are  burnt  because  vrkk-ed  things  always 
come  to  light ; — «  lady  who  takes  you  home  from 
t.  party  is  kind  in  her  carriage^  and  you  say  ^^nunc 
est  ncJmJinn"  when  you  step  into  it;  if  it  happen 
to  be  a  chariot,  she  is  a  fharitable  person  : — birds'- 
nestB  and  King-killing  are  eynonyraous,  because 
they  ace  high  treei  on  ;  a  BiU  for  building  a  bridge 
should  be  sanctioned  by  the  Court  of  Archet  as 
■well  as  the  House  of  Piers ; — when  a  man  is  dull, 
he  goes  to  the  sea-side  to  Brighton ; — a  Cockney 
Jorer,  when  sentimental,  should  live  in  Heigh  Ho- 
Sum  ; — the  greatest  fibber  is  the  man  most  to  re-lie 
upon ; — a  dean  eipecting  a  bishopric  looks  for  lavm  ; 
a  suicide  kills  pigs,  and  not  himself; — a  butcher  ia 
a  gross  man,  but  a  fig-seller  is  a  grocer; — Joshua 
never  had  a  father  or  mother,  because  ho  was  the 
Bun  of  JVun; — your  grandmother  and  great-grand- 
mother were  your  eami'i  ttalers  ; — a  leg  of  mutton  is 
better  than  Heaven,  because  nothing  is  better  than 
Heaven,  and  a  leg  of  mutton  is  better  than  nothing. 

Races  are  matters  of  course.  An  ass  never  can 
be  a  horse,  although  he  may  be  a  mayor; — the 
Venerable  Bede  was  the  mother  of  Pearl; — a  haker 
makes  bread  when  he  kaeodtiX;  a  doctor  cannot 
be  a  doctor  all  at  once,  because  he  comes  to  it  by 
degrees; — a  man  hanged  at  Newgate  has  taken  a 
drop  'MQ  much  ; — the  briiUe  day  is  that  on  which  a 
man  leads  a  woman  to  the  holler  ;  never  mind  the 


Puns  interrogatory  are  at  times  serviceable.  Tou 
meet  a  man  carrying  a  tiare :  ask  him  if  it  is  his 
own  hare,  or  a  wig? — there  you  stump  him.  Why 
is  Parliament  street  like  a  compendium  ?  Because 
it  goes  to  a  bridge.  Why  is  a  man  murdering  his 
mother  in  a  garret  a  worthy  person  ?  Because  he 
is  above  committing  a  crime.  Instances  of  this 
kind  are  innumerable  ;  and  if  you  want  to  render 
your  question  particularly  pointed,  you  are,  after 
asking  it  once  or  twice,  to  say  "  D'ye  give  it  up  •" — 
then  favor  your  ftiends  with  the  solulion. 

Funs  scientific  are  effective  whenever  a  scientific 
man  or  men  are  in' company,  because,  in  Ibe  first 
place,  they  inyariabfy  hate  puns,  especially  those 
which  are  capable  of  being  twisted  into  jokes  which 
have  no  possible  relation  to  tile  science  of  which 
the  words  to  be  joked  upon  are  terms ;  and  because, 
in  the  next  place,  dear,  laughing  giris,  who  are 
wise  enough  not  to  be  sages,  will  iove  yon  for  dis- 
turbing the  seif-BatisfactioQ  of  the  philosophers,  and 
riueing  a  laugh  or  titter  at  their  eipense. 

Where  there  are  three  or  four  geologists  of  the 
party,  if  they  talk  of  their  scientific  tours  made 
to  collect  specimens,  call  the  old  ones  "ninny- 
hammers,"  and  the  young  ones  "chips  of  the 
old  block ;"  and  then  inform  them  that  claret  is  the 
best  specimen  of  quarts  in  the  world.  If  you  fall 
in  with  a  botanist  who  is  holding  forth,  talk  of  the 
quarrels  of  flowers  as  a  sequel  to  the  loves  of  the 
plants,  and  say  they  decide  their  ditTerences  with 
pistols.    In  short,  sacrifice  every  thing  ti: 
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such  a  reputation  foi       „^    . , 

onipany  will  burst  into  an  immoderate  fit 

of  laughing  if  you  only  ask  the  servants  for  bread, 

or  say  "No"  to  the  offer  of  a  cutlet. 


AN  HONEST  PRACTICAL  JOKE. 


Shortlt  after  the  Peace  of  1T48,  and  shortly  be- 
fore his  own  death,  the  Duke  of  Montague  had  no- 
ticed a  man,  whose  ^r  and  dress  were  military — 
for  in  those  days,  most  wisely,  did  men  wear  the 
costume  of  the  profession  to  wliich  they  belonged 
— the  latter  having  evidently  suffered  either  dunng 
the  kte  campaign,  or  the  still  Uter  period  of  tran- 
quillity; walking  in  the  Mall  of  St.  James's  Park, 
apparently  caring  for  nobody;  m  fact,  seeing  no- 
body; every  body,  however,  seeing  Aim,  and  as  he 
appeared  remarkably  depressed  in  spirits,  generous- 
ly resolved  rather  to  laugh  at  him  than  otherwise. 

Well— as  the  Duke  of  Montague  was  full  of  fun— 
and  as  nobody,  at  least  of  his  day.  ever  equalled 
him  in  practical  trickeries;  he  resolved,  havitig 
teen  this  meagre-iaced,  melancholy  animal  crawling 
about,  to  make  him  a  subject  for  one  of  his  jokes. 
As  the  big  boy  said  of  the  little  one  at  the  board- 
ing-school, "bit  him  again,  Bill,  he  han't  got  no 
friends!" — so  the  Duke  sdd  to  himself,  "now  all 
my  wig-singeing,  and  nose-bkcking  eiploits,  will  be 
completely  outdone  by  the  rig  (that  was  the 
fcvorite  word  in  the  year  1^39)  I  shall  nm  upon 
this  unhappy  devil  with  the  tarnished  lace." 

When  a  joker  wants  to  joke  practically,  it  adds 
very  much  to  the  point  of  the  jest  to  select  as  a 
victim  somebody  upon  whom  the  joke  will  have  the 
most  powerful  possible  efffect,  and,  therefore,  the 
Duke,  who  was  resolved  upon  his  jest,  took  care  to 


set  his  emissaries  at  work,  in  order  to  ascertain  how 
he  could  hit  him  hardest,  and  cure  him  of  the  Don 
Quiiote-like  march,  which  he  thought  proper  to 
make  up  and  down  the  park. 

His  grace's  jackal — and  where  is  there  a  human 
lion  without  one — wriggled  and  twisted  himself 
about,  grinned,  showed  his  teeth,  made  himself 
amiable,  and  at  last,  got  an  opportunity  of  boring 
himself  out  a  sort  of  talking  acquaintance  with  the 
gaunt  hero  of  the  Mall.  It  turned  out  that  the  nn- 
happy  man  had  appropriated  the  small  fortune  he 
had  secured  with  his  wife  to  the  purchase  of  a  com- 
mission in  the  army,  and  had  behaved,  as  they  say, 
"uncommon  well"  upon  several  occasions.  But 
what  was  he  among  so  many  ?  And  after  all  bis 
unnoticed — and  probably  unnoticeable— exertions 
in  destroying  his  fellow-creatures  for  the  good  of 
society,  there  came  a  peace — and  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  with  the  grizzly  wig,  tarnished  lace,  and 
somewhat  thin-kneed  inexpresHbles,  was  considera- 
bly the  worse  for  the  same;  inasmuch  as  besides 
the  infliction  of  half-pay,  he  had,  out  of  his  pittance, 
to  support,  or  endeavor  to  support,  a  wife  and  two 
fine  children,  all  living  and  thriving  as  well  as  they 
could  at  Chesterfield,  in  Derbyshire- tlie  spire  of 
the  chureh  of  which  town,  by  some  malconforma- 
tion  of  the  lead  wherewith  it  is  covered,  would 
make  any  man,  tee-totaller,  or  not,  who  looked  at 
it,  think  that  be  was  not  quite  right  in  bis  vision. 
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All  these  imbranglements  conduced  Tcrj  much 
to  the  pleasure  wbich  the  Duke  anticipated  in  play- 
ing his  trick  upon  his  new  victim — a,  trick  which, 
be  it  observed,  for  the  cxcettdingly  bigh  military 
offices  he  held,  the  Duke  was,  perhaps,  the  man 
best  calcuhited  in  the  world  to  execute.  The  Duke 
had  taken  his  mSBSures  to  necertain  all  the  facts 
connected  with  the  object  of  hia  joke,  whose  cogno- 
men in  the  Uall  was  "  Grizzlewig,"  and,  being  too 
good  a  soldier  to  think  of  springing  a  mine  before 
the  train  was  securely  laid,  it  was  not  for  some  days 
after  he  had  made  up  hia  mind  to  the  frolic,  that  he 
sent  a  confidential  member  of  hia  household  to  in- 
vite old  Grizzlevig  to  dinner;  but  the  mere  sending 
the  invitation  was  nothii^ — the  mad-brained  Duke 
uould  not  obtain  all  the  pleasure  he  desired  from 
the  surprise,  which  Grizzlcnig  must  inevitably  ex- 
hibit at  the  message,  unless  he  himself  witnessed 
the  effect ;  and  therefore,  this  Master-general  of  the 
Ordttance,  this  Knight  of  the  Garter,  and  Grand 
Master  of  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  who  moreover 
was  Hoster  of  the  Great  Wardrobe,  and  a  Member 
of  the  College  of  Pkysiciam^  took  the  trouble  to 
watch  hi^  envoy,  iii  order  to  behold  the  result  of  his 
mission. 

Poor  Grizzlewig  was  seated,  as  was  his  wont  after 
his  walk,  on  one  of  the  now  ex[doded  and  comfort- 
less seats  in  the  Mall,  thinking  more  of  being  in  the 
King's  Bench  than  upon  it,  when  the  messenger  of 
the  Duke  approached  him.  He  addressed  him,  but 
was  not  noticed — he  was  prepared  for  insult,  and 
the  word  Grizzlewig  was  all  he  expected  to  hear; 
but,  upon  a  gentle  repetition  of  an  appeal  from  his 
confidentJEd  man,  the  Duke,,  who  was  at  a  conveni- 
ent distance,  saw  Grizzlewig  start  as  from  a  slum- 
ber, (he  moment  he  understood  the  nature  of  the 

The  poor  gentleftian  looked  astonished — stared 
about— shook  his  head  as  if  to  rouse  himself  from 
a  nap,  in  which  he  had  been  favored  with  too  sweet 
a  dream.  But,  when  awakened  to  a  consciousness 
of  the  real  state  of  a^irs,  hia  spirits  sunk  as  much 
as  on  the  first  blush  of  the  thing  they  had  risen. 
"The  Duke  of  Montague,"  thought  he,  "is  a  joker 
— I  am  selected  lo  be  his  victim."  Still,  for  a 
park-fed  gentleman  on  half-pay,  the  opportttnity  of 
dining  with  a  nobleman,  so  highly  connected  and 
with  such  power  in  the  army,  was  not  to  be  lost. 
"  Laughed  at  or  not  laughed  at,"  said  poor  Grizzle- 
wig,  "  I  must  go ;"  and  although  the  Duke  had,  a 
la  distance,  seen  the  effect  the  invitation  produced, 
all  that  he  heard  from  hia  messenger  was,  that  the 
gentleman  would  be  too  proud  and  too  happy  to 
dine  nilh  his  grace  the  next  day,  as  invited. 

Then  came  a  difficulty  with  our  poor  friend  as  to 
his  dress :  in  these  times,  that  point  is  by  no  means 
distresfdng.  The  servants  who  wait  upon  a  com- 
pany, nowadays,  are  generally  better  dressed  than 
the  company  themselves  and  if  rank  and  talent 
are  to  give  the  tone,  the  higher  one  looks  the 
worse  it  is:  we  see  our  greatest  men  in  rank  wear 
ing  clothes,  which  their,  "own  men"  would  not 
condescend  to,  and  talent  in  the  most  exalted  de 
gree,  wrapped  in  rags,  which  till  now  have  been 
appropriated  to  the  scarecrows,  whose  "  danglings" 
out  of  doors  at  night,  have  been  more  serviceable 
to  agriculture,  than  those  of  their  preoent  wearers 
appear  to  have  been  to  hiuhandTy,  within 

In  those  days,  howeier,  Monmouth  street,  now 
tost  to  society  and  history,  afforded  the  temporiry 
means  of  siuuing  in  temporary  splendor  on  the 


shortest  notice.  Whether  the  invited  of  the  Dufee 
availed  himself  of  the  opportunity  of  thus  burnish- 
ing up  for  the  occasion,  we  know  not ;  or  whether 
he  made  a  glorious  effort  at  the  renovation  of  his 
wall-knowji  wig, 

WTiifh  Emsrt  when  Me  was  kind, 

Toupeed  before  and  bBg)['d  behind. 

Nun',  spuiL'd  of  nil  itsiauntv  prido, 

Hongs  fooso  and  Isnk  on  ever;  side, 

history  does  not  record  ;  but  what  we  do  know  is, 

that  at  about  three  o'ciocli— -late  hours  for  those 

days — our  hero  arrived  at  the  Duke  of  Montague's, 

and  was  ushered  into  his  grace's  presence,  till  which 

moment,  I  believe,  he  never  was  fully  satisfied  of 

the  reality  of  the  invitation. 

Nothing  could  equal  the  warmth  and  amenity  of 
the  Duka's  reception ;  in  short,  it  went  beyond  the 
ordinary  courtesy  and  graciousness  of  a  great  man 
to  a  small  one  ;  but  in  a  very  few  minutes,  to  poor 
Grizzlewig's  astonishment,  the  Dube,  leaving  a 
much  more  aristocratic  visitor,  took  him  aside,  and 
with  an  empressement  which  was  extremely  stag- 
gering, said, 

■'  You  will,  I  am  sure,  excuse  me ;  but — I  know 
it  is  rather  an  impertinent  question — are  you— for- 
give me — are  jou  conscious  of  having  created  a 
sensation  in  the  heart  of  any  lady  who  has  seen  you 
occasionally,  and — " 

"Sirf'siudtlie  viator. 

"  Come,  come,  come,"  said  the  Duke,  "  don't  de- 
ny it.  '  No  man  is  blind  enough,  or  dull  enough, 
not  to  know  when  and  where  he  has  planted  his 
blow  ;  you  laxial  remember," 

"  Upon  my  word,  sir,"  replied  the  guest,  who  be- 
gan to  think  that  his  suspicions  as  to  having  been 
invited  only  to  be  laughed  at  were  correct,  "I 
know  of  no  such  thing!" 

"Well,"  add  the  Duke,  "then  /must  let  you 
into  the  secret.  There  is  a  lady — a  married  woman 
—I  like  to  be  frank— and  wiih  a  family;  but  she 
Am — you'll  say,  as  I  might  perhaps,  there  is  no  ac- 
counting for  tastes — she  has  set  her  heart  upon 
meeting  you.  And  I  will  at  once  tell  you  what 
may,  perhaps,  diminish  your  surprise  at  having  re- 
ceived an  invitation  from  a  stranger— your  accept- 
ing which,  pves  me  the  greatest  pleasure— that  it 
was  to  gratify  her  wish,  I  sent  to  beg  of  you  to 

"Sir,"  said  the  overwhelmed  half-pay  officer,  "I 
am  confident  that  your  grace  would  do  nothing 
either  to  wound  my  feelings,  or  degrade  me  in  my 
own  estimation.  I,  sir,  have  a  wife  and  family,  de- 
pendent on  me,  to  whom  I  am  devotedly  attached ; 
the  thoughts  which  your  grace's  observations 
would  naturally  Inspire,  never  enter  my  mind;  I 
have  but  one  hope,  one  wish,  in  the  world,  and  that 
is  centred  in  my  femily.     I  have — " 

"  Ay,  ay,"  interrupted  the  Duke,  "  I  admire  your 
feelings.  I  respect  your  atfection  for  your  family ; 
but  this  introduction,  this  acquaintance,  need  not 
at  all  interfere  with   those,  now  we  are  in  Lou- 

"  Yea,  sir,"  said  the  half-pay  captiun,  "I  am — in 
hopes  of  getting  employed — else — " 

••  Ah,"  said  the  Duke,  "  I  never  talk  of  buaineas 
here ;  as  for  lIuU,  we  must  lake  some  other  time  to 
discuss  it.  I  merely  speak  of  this  ajfaire  de  i™«r, 
and  you  most  let  me  have  my  way ;  if  the  lady  is 
exceedingly  disagreeable,  turn  her  off  and  break 
her  heart;  but  I  do  assure  you,  upon  my  honor, 
that  her  attachment  to  you  ia  something  so  roman- 
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tic,  that  I  could  not  rcBiBt  the  opportunity  of  bring- 
ing jou  together." 

"Sir,"  said  the  officer,  "I — teallj — but — " 
"I  tell  you  nothing  but  truth,"  said  the  Duke, 
"wait  and  see  how  much  it  will  be  for  your  adyan- 

Dinner  waa  announced:  no  ladj  appeared,  but 
when  the  battanta  were  thrown  open,  and  the  Duke, 
and  our  poor  friend  Grizzlewig  of  the  park  entered 
the  dm  ng  room  judge  the  half  pay  offi  er  s  sur 
pose  when  he  beheld  his  own  wile  and  hia  two 
darling  childrea 


in  its  effect,  by  his  placing  (he  chiSdren  one  on 
either  side  of  him,  and  treatmg  them  with  every 
kindness  and  attention. 

"Come,"  said  his  grace,  "let  us  drink  wine  to- 
gether ;  let  us  be  happy ;  take  no  thought  of  yes- 
terday, my  good  Mr,  nor  of  to-morcow;  suffice  it  to 
eay,  that  here  we  are  mot,  and  may  meet  again." 

All  these  attempts  to  compose  and  assure  hie 
grace's  vifiitorfl  were  unavailing,  except  as  fiir  as  the 
younger  ones  were  concerned,  who  apt-eared  ex 
ceed  nglv  well  sat  efied  (o  take  the  goods  the  gods 
provide     and,  w  Ihout  (.omprehending  the  extent 


" There,"  Biud  his  grace,  "that  la  the  lady  who 
has  the  extraordinary  preposses^on  in  year  favor, 
and  two  younger  ones,  not  much  behind  her  in  af- 
fection." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  feelings  of  the 
little  party. 

"Come,"  said  the  Duke,  "flit  down,  ait  down, 
and  let  as  dine  ;  you  shall  talk  afterwards,  and  ex- 
plain all  this  to  each  other,  and  whatever  may  be 
wanting  in  the  narrative,  I  hope  to  be  able  to  fur- 

The  officer's  wife,  although  prepared  for  what 
was  to  happen,  and  therefore  not  so  completely 
taken  aback  as  her  husband,  could  scarcely  support 
hecaelf,  while  the  two  children,  unfettered  and  un- 
restrained by  the  laws  of  etiquette,  ran  to  their  as- 
tonished fkthcr,  and  clung  round  him,  in  all  the 
warmth  of  youthful  affecdon. 

The  course  of  the  Duke's  proceeding  had  been, 
as  soon  as  he  bad  aacertained  the  merits  and  claims 
of  hia  guest,  to  trace  out  the  residence  of  his  lady 
snd  the  children,  and  to  send  a  trusty  peraon  down 
to  her,  for  the  purpose  of  brinpng  them  op  to  town ; 
at  the  same  time  preventing  the  posdbility  of  her 
communicating  the  history  to  her  husband. 

To  describe  the  astonishment,  the  anxiety,  the 
agitation,  of  poor  dear  Grizzicwig,  when  he  found 
himself  all  at  once  thus  domesticated,  as  it  were,  in 
the  house  of  one  of  the  magnates  of  the  land,  would 
be  impossible.  The  Duke  had  invited  but  two 
friends  to  witness  the  scene,  which  was  heightened 


of  the  kindness  with  which  they  found  themselves 
treated,  naturally  followed  the  advice  which  the 
noble  lord  had  offered  to  their  parenta. 

While  dinner  was  in  progress,  the  Duke  got  on 
with  his  guests  tolerably  well;  but  he  anticipated 
the  awkwardness  which  must  ensue  after  the  ser- 
vants had  left  the  room,  and  the  party  was  left  as 
it  were  to  itself,  although  the  presence  of  the  two 
guests,  gentlemen  who  were  in  the  habit  of  partak- 
ing of  his  grace's  hospitality,  was  purposely  secured, 
in  order  to  prevent  the  expression  of  surprise  and 
gratitude  of  the  strangers,  which,  however  much 
excited  and  created  by  what  had  already  passed, 
were  destined  to  receive  a  new  stimulus  by  a  sequel 
to  the  frolic  eitant,  aa  far  as  it  had  already  gone. 

Dinner  was  scarcely  ended,  and  nothing  like  (he 
posfflbility  of  inquiry  or  explanation  had  been  per- 
mitted to  occur,  when  the  Duke's  attorney — hia 
komms  ^affairet,  the  defender  of  his  rights,  and 
the  champion  of  his  wrongs — was  announced:  a 
nice,  good,  smug-looking  "gent,"  who  was  wel- 
comed by  the  Duke,  and  placed  next  to  the  elder 
daughter  of  poor  dear  Grizzlewig,  who  waa,  to  all 
appearance,  still  in  n  state,  not  exactly  of  somnani- 
buUam,  for  he  seemed  riveted  to  his  seat  by  aston- 
ishment, but  of  EOmnolenoy  ;  feeling  and  thinking, 
even  up  to  the  last  moment,  that  all  the  paaeing 

himself  constantly  hindered  from  saying  any  thing 
upon  the  subject,  by  the  admirable  tact  of  the 
Duke,  who  kept  his  retainers  always  ready  to  start 
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effort  of  the  Rstauiehcd  lialf-paj  ofBcer  to  lead  to 
the  point  b;  whiuh  bis  whole  mind  was  occupied. 

The  jolie,  hawerer,  as  we  have  Just  hinted,  was 
not  at  ids  height ;  for  after  some  preliminarv  obser- 
vations from  the  noble  host,  his  grace,  addressing 
himself  to  the  attorney,  inquired  whether  he  had 
"brought  it  with  him;  an  inquiry  which  was  very 
respectfully  answered  in  the  nffirniative. 

"  Then,"  said  the  Duke,  "  wc  had  better  send  for 
pea  and  ink,  and  proceed  to  bu^neas  without 
delaj." 

Whereupon,  the  half-paj  officer  gave  hia  wife  a 
family  look,  as  much  as  to  say,  that  he  thought 
they  ought  to  retire ;  but  the  diffidence  of  the  lady 
prevented  her  taking  any  deci^ve  step,  and  she 
preferred  risking  the  passive  impropriety  of  staying 
7here  fche  was,  to  the  active  measure  of  quitting 
the  Toom,  ignorant  as  she  waa  of  the  ways  of  the 
house,  not  only  in  the  moral,  but  in  the  literal  and 
meclianical  sense  of  the  words,  and  wholly  at  a  loss 
whither  she  was  to  go  if  she  ventured  to  move  from 
where  she  waa. 

The  Duke  was  too  much  a  man  of  the  world  not 
to  see  how  extremely  uncomfortable  his  guests 
were  becoming,  and  how  well  hia  frolic  was  "  pro- 
mightily,  and  his  pleasure 


citing  some  part  of  the  bond  or  deed,,  or  whatevei 
it  waa,  which  hia  noble  client  was  about  to  execute 
during  which  ceremony,  his  grace  kept  his  eyes  si 
constantly  fixed  upon  lus  embarrassed  visitors,  as  ti 
make  them  eiactlj  aa  he  hoped  and  wished,  per 
fectly  miserable. 

"You  had  better  read  it  out,"  sajd  the  Duke 
"it  is  by  no  means  a  mark  of  good-breeding  ti 
"whisper  before  one's  visitors — people  always  take 
things  to  themselves ;  and  as  they  are  here — " 

"My  Lord  Duke,"  said  the  officer,  in  a  perfect 
■  agony  of  confusion,  "pray  permit  us  10  quit  the 
room— I  am  quite  conscious  of  the  jntrusior  '  ' 
really— I — my  love — let  ua  retire,"  added  he  I 

"  Stay  where  you  are,  my  good  sir,"  sali 
Duke  ;  "  you  have  often  beard  of  my  frolics — I  like 
a  joke,  and  I  mean  to  enjoy  one   to-day,  ai 
your  exponac." 


The  unfortunate  gentleman  began  to  think  that 
the  Duke  was  a  most  barbarous  and  unprincipled 
L,  who  could  take  such  pdns  as  he  evidently 
]ne,  to  put  him  and  bis  family  in  a  most  un- 
pleasant position.     His  wife,  however,  seemed  bet- 
contented  with  the  course  affairs  were  taking, 
[  made  no  effort  to  obey  her  lord  and  maater'a 
mandate  for  retreat. 

Kead,  sir,  read,"  aaid  the  Duke  to  the  attoracy, 
-dingly  began  in  an  audible  voice,  and 


ithg. 


te  the  C( 


ditious  of  the  deed  which  he  held  in  his 
which,  in  its  recital,  caused  the  moat  extraordinary 
ions  on  the  part  of  the  half-pay  ofBcer  and  hia 
wife  that  can  be  imagined,  until,  by  the  Ome  it  waa 
concluded,  they  were  both  drowned  in  tears.  The 
husband,  supporting  his  wife's  head  upon  his  palpi- 
tating breast,  and  the  two  children  clinging  round 
them,  crying  with  all  their  hearts  and  souls  without 
knowing  why,  except  that  their  fond  parents  bad 
3t  them  the  example.  , 

By  the  deed,  which  they  had  just  heard  with  such 
iirprise  and  emotion,  the  Duke  settled  upon  the 
'orthy  distressed  persona  before  him,  an  annuity 
'liich  afforded  them  a  competency ;  and  so  secured, 
s  regarded  survivorship,  that  the  two  children  who 
'ere  yet  unconscious  of  their  change  of  fortune, 
lust  eventually  reap  the  benefit  thus  munificently 
bestowed  on  th^r  father  and  mother. 

The  scene  which  followed  is  ooe  which  cannot  be 
described,  and  which  waa  so  embarrassing  to  the 
noble  donor,  that  he  broke  it  up  by  announcing, 
himself,  that  coffee  was  ready  j  and  in  return  for  the 
acknowledgments  and  fervent  expreasiona  of  grati- 
tude on  the  part  of  the  recipients,  merely  entreated 
them  to  say  nothing  about  it;  declaring  upon  his 
iionor,  that  if  he  could  have  found  a  more  agreea- 
ble or  satisfactory  way  of  employing  either  bis  time 
or  his  money,  he  sbould  not  have  played  them  such 
a  trick. 

We  presume  there  scarcely  exists  a  human  being 
so  squeamish  or  fastidious  as  to  find  fault  with  a 
practical  joke,  quaMed  and  characterized  aa  this 
was.  Every  man  haa  a  right  to  do  good  after  hia 
own  fenoy ;  and  if  he  can  so  contrive  as  to  make 
his  benevolence  to  others  produce  amusement  to 
himself,  nobody  surely  ought  to  object  to  the  hm- 
dui  operandi. 


ADVENTURE  WITH  THEODORE  HOOK. 


Alaa  poor  Torick  I  ] 


s  Mk 


y  mind  of  the  tender  mu^rtgs 
of  the  melancholy  prince,  followed  by  the  more 
solemn  refiection  that  my  three  agreeable  compan- 
ions in  the  welt-remembered  adventure  I  am  about 
to  relate  are  all  now  past  that  bourne  which  Hamtet 
speaks  of,  is  almost  snJGoient  to  set  me  moralizing 
at  the  very  opening  of  my  story.  That,  however, 
must  not  be  ;  for  gravity  and  dulness  would  convey 
but  a  poor  tribute  to  the  memory  of  the  jovial  trio 
whose  company  I  enjoyed  on  the  occasion  referred 

As  no  cloud  waa  on  our  spirits,  so  no  cloud  waa 
on  the  morning;  it  was  a  lovely  one  in  the  spring 
of  183-.  We  met,  by  appointment,  to  proceed  to 
Epaom  for  the  week ;  the  reniMndec  of  the  "  we" 


if  luODlte  jebt,  or  most  exoalleat  &n<iy.— Hihltt. 

consisting  of  poor  Theodore  Hook,  the  late  Stephen 
Price,  and  another  choice  siririt,  also  departed, — 
one  whose  talents  and  kindness  of  heart,  evinced 
both  in  public  and  private  life,  entitle  Mm  to  more 
than  the  brief,  but  honoring  tribute,  which  I  must 
here  content  myself  with  paying  to  bia  character. 

The  worthy  American,  wrapped  in  a  huge  fiir 
coat,  was  comfortably  enaconced  in  the  corner  of  a 
small  britschka,  grumbling,  however,  not  a  little  at 
the  BngUah  clunale, — "  One  day,  itr,  hot  enough  to 
roast  an  ox  ;  following  morning  at  freering  point, 

"Come  along,"  aaid  the  friend  last  alluded  to; 
"come  along.  King  Stephen,  or  we  shall  be  late^ 
hate  to  be  late  !"    Suiting  the  action  to  the  word. 
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he  took  the  remaining  place  In  the  ex-mana 
britscblia. 

"Hook  and  I,  then,  will  go  together,"  I  ol»served, 
as  my  boggy  drove  up  to  the  door. 

"  Of  course  ;  Ifook  and  eje  always  go  together," 
was  the  response  of  my  companion,  as  he  got  into 
into  the  vehicle. 

Thus  commenced  the   Sport;  and  off  we  went. 
To  repeat  all  that  was  said  during  onr  drive  would 
form  a  large   edition  of  tacetiK ;  the  celebrated 
abridgment  of  the  atatutee,  in  fifty  Tolumes  folio, 
would  be  nothing  to  it ;  it  was  a  regular  rnnning 
fire.     Pun,  anecdote,  song,  improviso;  Jeata,  a  cen- 
tury old,  diaint    red       g    d  as      w  1 
Millers,  revived      d  dei,    d                  d 
able   attire ;  j  k  b,  m              red          h      pt 
every  conceiv  b                       dp                m     b  d 
enough  to  tak                   h 

from  recount!  g  d    pa  g 

idea  of  their  p  Th   p  ped 


Perpeti 
Though 

As   1 


i  Vauihall  bridge,  "  I  wonder  if 
this  bridge  pays F"  I  remarked.  "Go  over  it,  and 
you'll  be  tolled,"  replied  the  ever-ready  punster. 

"  So,"  said  he,  addressing  the  gatekeeper,  who 
was  hoarse,  "  Tou  haven't  recovered  yoMr  voice 
yet  f"  "  No,  sir,"  was  the  answer,  "  I've  caught  a 
fresh  cold."  "  But  why  did  you  catch  a,  freak  one  ?'' 
asked  Hook  ;  "  why  didn't  you  have  it  curedi" 

On  we  went,  from  subject  to  subject,  and  pun  to 
pun.  To  show  that  the  unmiegiTlng  perpetrator  of 
pleasantries  innumerable  never  flinched  or  threw  a 
chance  away,  the  sign  of  the  "Three  Ravens,"  at 
Sutton,  as  we  passed  it,  suggested  the  reflection — 
"That  fellow  must  be  rotten  mad!" 

Immediately  after,  we  discerned  a  party  of  labor- 
ers employed  In  sinking  a  well.  "  What  are  you 
about?"  Inquired  Hook.  "Boring  for  water,"  re- 
pUed  a  gaping  clod.  "  Water's  a  bore  at  any  time," 
rqoinedHook;  "besides,  you're  quite  wrong — re- 
member the  proverb,  '  Let  well  alone.'  " 

These  must  serve  to  convey  a  pasang  notion  of 
the  spirit  of  my  companion's  commentary  on  every 
object  we  encountered;  and  this  spirit  carried  us 
gaily  mto  the  town  of  Epsom,  which  we  found 
crowded  to  excess.  Streams  of  many-colored  Ufe 
were  everywhere  mingling  and  separating.  High 
life  and  low  life ;  the  thorough-bred  team,  the  ba- 
rouche and  four,  the  light  dennet,  the  heavy  bus,  the 
gttudj  van,  the  hack  cab,  and  the  tilted  cart.  But 
to  describe  this  scene  would  be  to  go  over  old 
ground,  as  it  has  been  pictured  a  thousand  times  ; 
and  the  reader,  perhaps,  will  prefer  returning  with 
our  party  to  the  house  we  had  engaged  for  the  week. 

On  arriving  at  the  gate,  we  found  seated  on  a 
rustic  bench  a  certun  individual,  having  a  cigar  in 
his  mouth,  and  by  his  side  a  glass  of  water,  with 
(for  this  should  not  be  altogether  omitted)  just  a 
Bufliioient  quantity  of  Gienlivet  in  it  to  destroy,  as 
be  said,  the  animalculee  It  might  contain.  His 
countenance  brightened  at  our  approach. 

"Ha!  Dean  I'*^ said  Theodore. 

"Ha!  Hookems!"  responded  the  other;  "have 
vou  brought  the  ^nnums,  and  the  mackerelucis  ?" 


Sunday  ?     I  missed  you  at  your  accustomed  haunt- 
lunch  after  chapeL" 

"  Lame,  lame — could  not  get  there." 
"As  usual,"  siud  Hook.     "Why's  the  Dean  like 
England  ?    D'ye  give  it  upf— eh  !— Because  Ae  ei- 
pects  every  man  to  do  his  duty." 

Dinner  was  shortly  after  announced.  The  cloth 
was  removed,  amidst  a  rapid  shouer  of  amart,  caus- 
tic, and  witty  sayings,  droll  stories,  retort,  and  re- 
partee ;  the  wine  circulated  freely,  the  tide  of  good 
humor  "  knew  no  retiring  ebb."  Plays  and  politics, 
wine  and  women,  debts  and  duels,  were  discussed 
with  an  absence  of  all  restraint;  and  then  com- 
menced a  call  for  a  song.  This  was  pretty  soon 
esponded  to  by  the  accomfJished  Theodore,  whose 
alent  in  this  respect  ia  no  secret  to  the  world,  al- 
hough  the  world  unfortunately  possesaea  so  httle 
videnoe  of  it  beyond  the  s^Henions  of  the  more 
ortunate  few  who  enjoyed  his  intimacy,  and  wit- 
essed  the  astonishing  ease  with  which  he  composed 
'bile  he  sung.  In  this  instance,  he  took  for  the 
subject  of  his  song,  the  worthy  manager  of  New 
York  and  Drury  Lane  celebrity  ;  and  after  prepar- 
ing us  by  riling  the  changes  on  his  name,  he  broke 
into  a  measure,  and  gave  us  the  foUowing,  which, 
however,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say  is  strictly  verbatim 
ct  literatim : — 

THEODOEB  HOOK'S  SONG. 

Come  fill  yoni  gl.BH^a  np,  wiillo  I  af  nj  n  oong  of  pHses. 
Aad  show  mtns  nisrkol-Talue  at  the  date  of  Inat  adHcts: 
For  since  'tis  pretty  dear,  you  know,  tint  eviy  nau  bie  ki> 

Tls  well  to'msko  In^uJrfea  lieforc  the  terms  are  rU,  Price. 

Some  ehabby  rognea  there  are,  t]iat  are  kuock^d  di>wn  at  a 

Some  blo&eada  eo  BnperUHve,  they  can't  be  Bold  at  no 


It  w  know  wlial 
•Tuili'ltetlu^t 


With  fiddlers,  flancerB,  fresh  from  France,  well  liking  a  John 
Though  some,  when  they  get  nothing,  may  be  aaid  to  fcteh 


Not  docture,  vbi;  if  fashionable,  always  fetch  an  even 
And  clear  of  these,  the  "de'U  htmael"  ehall  never  1 

TonrCantwellBontliestageof  Life,  don't  buy 'em  In 
Go,  seU  your.bralna,  Ef  bralna  yon  have,  and  sell  'em  a 
But  ffivA  jonr  liearta  away,  my  boys — dOJi'l  seJi  'i 
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myjol] 


"Bravo,  lirP'  excUimed  the  delighted  bero  of 
ttie  song,  at  its  coneluaion.  Sir,  will  you  take  forty 
pounds  fi-night,  rir,  to  appear  at  Drury  Lane  in  your 
OWD  verj  particalar  and  devilishly  acbnired  pieoe  of 
'  £iUing  no  Murder  ?' " 

"Forty  pounds  a-night!"  cried  Hook; — "no,  I 
wouldn't  take  half  the  money  to  commit  such  a 
barbarity ;  nay,  len  pounds  a-night  shouldn  t  tempt 
me.  Killing  may  be  no  murder,  when  the  regu^r 
actors  combine  to  destroy  an  author's  production 
buC  for  the  dramatist  to  appear  himself  in  his  own 
laree,  to  assist  at  the  assas^tiation  of  his  own  h  Id 
— to  slaughter  his  tender  ofiapring  in  publ  c  w  tl 
malice  aforethought — this  is  the  worst  of  kdlmg— 
Murder  most  foul,  aa  In  the  beet  it  is, 

"What  d'yo  say,  siri" 

"Nothing;  but  I  make  up  for  it  by  sing  np 
And  here,  with  barely  the  pause  of  a  minute  foi 
lowed  another  song  on  the  then  forthcoming  Derhv 
ending  with  a  line  which  not  even  the  best  sport  ng 
prophet  of  our  day  could  have  improved  upon 
either  in  neatness  of  point  or  truth  of  predict  on 
for,  ia  allusion  to  the  winner  in  the  approach  g 
race,  (Mr.  Forth  being  the  owner  of  the  horse  )  the 
ginger  felicitously  prophesied, 

TheJVjrttshalllieflratl 
Ahout  ten  o'clock  at  night,  a  ramble  through  the 
town  was  proposed,  and  Hook,  Price,  and  myself 
strolled  towards  the  "  Spread  Eagle,"  to  hear  the 
state  of  the  odds  on  the  approaching  Derby.  Just 
as  we  reached  the  door  of  that  moat  excellent  hos- 
telleiie,  I  was  accosted  by  a,  man  dressed  in  a  gaudy 
livery,  light  green  coat,  belcher  handkerchief,  a 
huge  gold  hatband,  while  corduroy  "shorts,"  and 

__^_ -^— 1    g'"*^*     top-boota, 

who,  placing  in  my 
hands  a  card,  hoped 
FoexEB's  coTTioB,  that  he  should  have 

the  honor  of  oon- 
WaodaX  dreea.  ducting   mo  to    his 

FBENCH    HAZARD.         master's  house.    By 
the  aid  of  a  large 
BANE  BOM !  1 1  reij  lamp  at  a  sur- 

~  geon's   door,   look- 

ing like  a  bull's  eye  bloodshot,  1  read  the  card  ;  It 
ran  as  per  margin. 

"Let's  have  some  fnn!"  exclaimed  Hook,  on 
reading  this;  "Friee  and  I  will  be  drunk  on  the 
premises.  Come  along,  Stephen !"  And  in  a  regu- 
lar gin-hroken  voice,  he  hiccupped  out  the  words 
of  lago's  song: — 

Kins  Stephen  was  a  worth;  peer. 

The  "  tonter"  of  the  real  Pandemonium  now  ap- 
proached, and  again  importuned  us  ;  seeing  the  reel- 
ing state  of  my  companions,  he  suggested  a  glass 
of  iced  soda,  wiiich  he  declared  was  always  ready 
with  the  supper  at  the  cottage. 

"Hurrah  for  th«  cottage!"  said  Hook;    "but 


OEIN 
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what  shall  I  do  with  my  hundred-pound  note? — I 
must  deposit  that  at  home." 

"  Never  mind  that,  sir,"  responded  the  manager  ; 
"  I'll  insure  you  Bgainst  losing  thst  hundred."  And 
well  he  might,  seeing  that  the  hundred  pound  note 
was  a  "  forgery  of  the  brain" — a  draft  on  the  bank 
of  fiction,  merely  circulated  to  raise  us  in  the  esti- 
mation of  the  members  of  the  Corinthiaa  Ctuh. 

Reeling,  shouting,  singing,  we  approached  Wood- 
cot  Green,  and  passing  a  small  public  house,  our 
guide  pointed  out  the  hali  of  Ebhs.  "  Eicuse  me, 
gentleman,  one  moment,"  he  said  ;  and  rushing  into 
the  bar  of  the  "  Runnmg  Horse,"  returned  almost 
natantaneously  w'th  a  quart  bottle  peeping  out  of 
his  coat  pocket.       Brandy,  sir,"  Eidd  Price  (aside) ; 

I  smell  It   sir  All  righ'l"  whispered  Hook. 


entered  was  iMrty  and  iil-1  _ 
the  dingy  walls  and  barred  windows  formed  a  locidi 
not  ill-associated  with  the  crime  and  wretchedness 
it  harbored.  The  party  assemhled  consisted  of  four 
individuals,  two  croupiers  and  two  "bonnets,"  which, 
for  the  benefit  of  the  uninitiated,  I  beg  to  mention 
are  confederates  dressed  as  players,  to  asHst  In 
pigeoning  the  pnblic.  In  the  centre  of  the  room 
hung  a  gaudy  lamp,  which  threw  its  oily  rays  ou  a 
large  obTong  table  covered  with  green  baize,  On 
which  was  painted  various  figures  and  directions  for 
those  who  "stood  the  hazard  of  the  die;"  small 
bowls  of  maple  wood,  two  wooden  rakes,  and  sun- 
dry counters,  formed  Its  farniture.  .  On  a  side  table, 
graced  by  a  cloth  whose  particular  hue  it  might  be 
difficult  to  define,  tho  supper  was  spread :  it  con- 
sisted of  a  huge,  coarse-looking  ham,  a  few  slices  of 
raw,  gristly  beef,  and  a  bovrl  of  gritty-looking  salad. 
Then  there  were  two  bottles  of  home-made  goose- 
berry called  champagne,  a  few  ditto  of  soda  in  a 
stable  paJl,  and  the  identical  brandy  that  we  had 
seen  purchased  at  the  "Running  Horse." 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  make  your  game  I"  exclaimed 
the  croupier,  taking  his  station  on  a  high-backed 
chair  at  the  side  of  (he  table :  "  we  bet  the  odds 
against  nicks  and  doublets — the  dice,  Mr.  Duntop." 
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Upon  Ttbich,  Mr.  Dunlop,  who  waa  liee-tcoupier, 
opened  a  packet  of  dice,  containing  tliree  pair,  and 
Bnooli  tiiem  together  ia  one  of  the  bowls.  Hook 
took  the  boK,  and,  pnlting  a  few  half-crowns  upon 
the  table,  cried,  "Seven's  the  mdnl"  "Seven's  a 
nick,"  gaJd  the  croupier,  at  the  some  time  pajing 
the  stake.  "Eight's  the  mainr"  "Eight  the  caster 
has  to  five,  eight  with  the  quatres ;  no  gentleman 
on  the  doublets."    Again  the  Btake  was  paid. 

During  this  proceeding,  I  rather  fancied  Mr.  Dun- 
lop, who  had  raked  the  dice  towards  Mm,  fingered 
them  in  a  peculiar  manner.  In  mj  zeal  to  prevent 
Price  putting  down  hia  money,  I  trod  so  heavily 
npon  hia  gouty  Coot,  as  to  wring  from  him  an  ex- 
clamation ;  but  he  took  the  hint,  and  putting  bis 
money  "contre,"  waited  the  result  of  the  throw. 
"Seven's  the  main!"  cried  the  caet^r.  "Deuce 
ace  I"  shouted  the  croupier,  raking  up  the  winnings ; 
"the  caister's  oot." 

"Give  mo  the  dice," 'drawled  out  one  of  the 
"bonnets," — "five's  the  main!"  "Seven  the  cas- 
ter has  to  five — die  down,  Mr.  Dunlop  I"  for,  in  the 
throwmg,  one  of  the  dice  (as  I  thought,  purposely,) 
went  off  the^tablo. 

"  I've  got  It,"  he  continued,  as  he  went  on  throw- 
ing—" sis  to  four  in  favor  of  the  caatec— we  take 
it  in  halves.'  "rilbetit!"  exclumed  Hook.  Up 
came  a  deuce  ace,  two's,  three  ace  aces.  I  tried  in 
vain  to  see  a  four,  five,  or  a  sii,  and  determined  at 
the  end  of  the  throw  to  inspect  the  dice,  but  the 
"bonnet"  was  too  wary  ;  focaa  he  threw  tray  deuce, 
he,  in  a  pretended  passion,  aoathematizcit  the  dice, 
and  threw  them  into  the  corfler  of  the  room,  where 
they  were  immediately  pounced  upon  by  Mr.  Tom- 
kins,  the  livery  servant. 

"Will  any  gentleman  take  any  refreshment?" 
asked  the  croupier;  "we've  a  beautiful  ham.— 
Tomkins,  oEfer  the  gent!emen  some  soda  and  bran- 
dj." 

After  this  oblation,  Che  other  "  bonnet,"  who  was 
called  Captain  Denscol,  took  the  boi,  and  appeared, 
as  far  as  1  could  judge,  to  hold  one  between  his 
third  finger  and  the  box,  making  a  pro^gioua  rat- 
tling with  the  other.— " Seven's  the  main!" 

The  two  bonafide  players.  Hook  and  Price,  went 
against  him,  despite  my  looks  and  nudges,  though 
tha  result  would  have  been  equally  the  same,  as  the 
caster  could  evidently  land  the  dice  as  he  pleased. 

"A  cup  of  weak  tea  !"  sud  the  croupier; — "A 
glass  of  sherry  and  water!"  eiclajmed  Mr.  Dunlop; 
^—** Tomkins,  open  the  champagne!"  In  a  minute, 
a  pop  and  a  whii  were  heard,  and  as  the  ballad 

The  juice  of  ripe  feooeoberries)  flow'd  in  our  glasses. 
The  senses  of  my  companions  being  rather  more 
nnder  control  than  they  had  intended  them  to  ap- 
pear, the  little  we  "  imbibed"  did  not  disorder  our 
wits  to  the  anticipated  extent.  We  were  more  than 
a  match  for  our  antagonists,  kept  our  eyes  quite 
open,  watched  ail  their  movements,  and  avoided  de- 
feat. After  some  perseverance,  it  was  pretty  clear 
to  the  knaves  that  we  were  further  off  than  ever 
from  being  viodms  to  their  devices,  however  know- 
ingly laid,  or  deiterously  executed.  Nay,  Price  had 
even  realized  a  small  capital  and  was  proposing  our 
departure,  when  the  rural  Crocky,  addressing  him- 
self to  me,  sdd,  in  a  tone  of  impertinence,  "Do 
you  or  do  you  not,  ffenttanen,  intend  giving  us  our 
revenge  ?" 


"  Certainly  not,"  I  replied,  "  at  a  public  gaming- 
table ;  such  a  thing  is  unheard  of," 

"Nor  you?"  addressing  himself  to  the  American. 

Because  kt  might  aatoni&h  ears  politc- 
"Nor  you?"  turning  to  the  illustrious  and  fearless 
Theodore,  who  at  once  burst  forth — 

Eevengel  ho  cries,  aniltlie  Imilor  dlesl 
shouted  Hook,  stamping  his  foot,  and  giving  an  imi- 
tation of  an  evergreen  English  singer,  in  a  cele- 
brated passage  from  an  opera  then  greatly  in  vogue. 
"  Good  night,  gentlemen,"  said  King  Stephen. 
"  Waiter,  what's  to  pay  for  the  brandy  ?" 

"D the  brandy,  sir!"  sud  the  man  with  the 

diamond  broach,  adjusting  his  substitute  foratbree- 
and-fourpenny  gossamer  fiercely  upon  his  head ; 
"  we  neither  want  your  money  nor  your  company." 
And  up  he  rose,  rake  in  hand  from  his  seat.  Bis 
companions  also  rose,  muttering  to  each  other,  and 
evidently  working  themselves  into  an  intensity  of 

"I  told  you  what  it  would  come  to,"  said  the 
landlady  ;  "  you  had  better  leave  the  house  without 
making  any  disturbance — a  set  of  horse-jockeys 
coming  here,  to  disturb  quiet  honest  people !" 

At  another  time,  I  should  have  thought  of  the  old 
Latin  adage — 

but  I  had  no  time  foe  classical  quotation ;  for  a  fray 
was  obviously  aboot  to  ensue,  concemuig  which, 
feeling  indignant  at  theinaolence  and  rascality  with 
which  we  were  treated,  I  was  totally  indifferent, 
except,  indeed,  on  poor  Price's  account,  whose  thews 
and  sinews  were  itl-qualified  for  Each  an  adventore. 
I  started  up,  however,  on  seeing  the  others  rise, 
and  silently  turned  my  cuffs  down — an  indication 
that  I  was  ready  if  necessary.  "You  sha'nt  leave 
the  house,"  said  the  croupier,  advancing  towards 
me.  "  That  remains  to  be  proved,"  I  replied,  suit- 
ing the  action  to  the  word, !.  o.,  putting  myself  in  a 
posture  of  defence. 

Stephen  Price,  meanwhile,  as  he  saw  the  tallest 
"  leg"  confront  him,  behaved  with  the  stoutest  met- 
tle, or  arHook  would  have  eaii,  "metal:"  for,  to 
my  infinite  amusement,  he  seized  the  poker,  and 
brandishing  it  in  the  air,  exclaimed  after  the  man- 
ner, and  (as  was  once  observed  on  a  similar  imita- 
tion) "veri/  much  after"  the  manner  of  the  celebrated 
Maekay,  the  only  representative  of  Scotch  characters 
I  ever  saw — "  Ma  conscience !  what  would  the  dea- 
con, my  father,  say?" 

Upon  this,  Hook,  seidng  the  top  of  a  small  sauce- 
pan, which  he  employed  as  a  target,  and  the  tongs, 
which  he  flourished  sword-fashion  in  the  most  gro- 
tesque way,  assumed  the  form  of  the  Dougal  crea- 
ture, rushed  forward,  and,  throwing  himself  on  one 
knee,  raised  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling ;  then,  putting 
himself  into  a  regular  Coburg  Theatre  cut-and- 
thmat  attitude,  spluttered  forth  some  mock  Gaehc, 
ending  with  "  Her  nainsell  has  eaten  the  town  praed 
at  the  Cross  o'  Glasgow,  and  py  her  troth  she'll  fight 
for  Baillio  Sharvie  at  the  Chiehan  of  Aberfoii— tat 
will  she  e'en  I"  This  sud,  seconding  his  words  with 
deeds,  he  made  his  weapon  clatter  awfully  about  the 
ears  of  the  tali  "leg." 

The  fray  now  became  general.  Greek  met  Greek, 
and  the  tug  of  war  was  terrible  ;  the  tables  were 
overthrown,  the  dice-boxes  rattled  against  the  win- 
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dows,  coiuiterB  flew,  and  above  all  tongs  ciatlered. 
Hook's  Toice  was  heard,  shouting 
half-a-dozen  plays  at  a  time  ;— 

Lsy  on  Macduff  t 
ApprOMh  IhoB  like  the  ruf 


When 


Tliat 


0  oratl3  together  i 


"Hands  off!  murder!  jjohce!"  eiclaimed  the 
landlady,  rushing  in,  followed  by  a  slip-shod  kitchen 
wench.  With  the  presence  of  the  fury,  atrange  to 
Say,  came  peace,  spreading  her  wings  over  the  scene 
of  strife  and  desolation.  It  was  not,  of  course,  our 
wish  to  protract  the  fray,  and  our  adversaries  seemed 
equally  disposed  Ut  capitulate.  We  stood  still;  a 
truce  vras  by  common  consent  eatabhsbed.  One  of 
them,  acting  on  the  principle  of  a  eommissioneF  in 
a  late  national  affray,  proposed  the  suspenaon  of 
hoatilitiea,  provided  wo  would  refund  the  numer 
dollars  we  had  won  ;  thus,  as  in  China,  making 
most  "dolorous"  afiair.  This  meroantile  pron 
tion,  however,  we  declined, 


the  very  glory  of  our  advance." 

So  signal  a  victory  vaa  not,  of  course,  to  be 
gained  without  incurring  a  few  casualties  in  the 
Anglo-American  force.  Our  return  of  wounded 
was — Field  Marshal  Hook,  slightly ;  Manager  Price, 
severely  in  his  gouty  foot ;  myself,  not  at  aU  dan- 
gerously. The  loss  sustuned  by  the  enemy  cannot 
be  so  accurately  reported ;  but  it  is  cert^  that  the 
heads  of  several  "legs"  were  broken,  and  various 
glasses  were  numbered  with  the  incurable.  We 
had  succeeded  in  capturing  sundry  rakes,  dice-boies, 
maple  l>owls,  and  other  implements  of  the  war 
against  society  ;  but  these  prizes  were  subsequently 
abandoned,  and  left  scattered  over  the  battle-Eeld. 

•  •  •  Of  those  who  laughed  with  me  that  day, 
none  remain.  They  have  illustrated,  in  their  own 
f»to,  the  brevity  of  that  hfe  which  they  helped  to 
make  cheerful; — the  eccentric  divine,  the  whim- 
loving  American,  the  kind-hearted  friend, — some 
there  are  who  jiet  miss  them ;  but  for  poor  Hook, 
whose  fecetiousness  enlivened  the  dullest,  who  with 
the  convivial  was  most  jovial  of  ail, — he  is  Qiissed, 
not  by  a  circle,  by  a  party,  merely — 

Society  droops  fbr  the  loss  of  bis  JeaL 
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Nbteb  arrive  late  at  a  dinner-party,  yonr  host 
hostess  are  apt  to  get  "fussy"  at  the  prohabiUty 
of  the  dinner  being  spoilt,  and  will  vent  their  spleen 
upon  their  absent  guests.  As  a  matter  of  course, 
eitol  your  Amphytrion'a  house  and  furniture,  not 
forgetting  a  considerable  portion  of  "  soft  solder  " 
to  the  hostess  in  praise  of  her  "lovely  progeny." 
Ascertam,  if  possible,  the  names  and  occupations 
of  all  the  guests,  so  that  you  may  be  prepared  to 
throw  in  an  appropriate  word  to  any  one  you  may 
chance  to  get  neit  to.    If  an  antiquated  damsel. 


doomed  to  single-blessedness  (query,  wretchedness), 
talk  of  the  foUy  of  youthful  marriages,  dwell  upon 
the  absurdity  of  being  taken  from  the  school-room 
to  the  altar,  and  run  the  changes  upon  "childish 
attachments,"  "  too  young  to  know  their  own 
minds,"  and  "  marry  in  haste,  and  repent  at  leisure." 
If  a  poet,  poetess,  author  or  authoress,  is  placed 
next' to  you,  quote  a  line,  or  sentence,  if  possible, 
of  their  last  work,  and  talk  of  it  as  one  of  the  most 
talented  productions  of  the  season.  Censure  tbe 
seTerity  of  critics,  which  will  draw  forUi  a  reply 
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f  om  tl  au  hor  of  "the  kindiiyss  shown  to  their 
unprete  d  n  olume."  If  the  work  is  dull,  tell 
the  w  e  be  ght-minded  public  will,  [a  time,  ap- 
p  e  a  e  desp  e  of  what  the  soarling  oritica  may 
Bay.  If  the  author  has  been  guilty  of  "plagiarism," 
give  him  or  her  a  catalogue  raiaonn4e  of- noble  and 
talented  plagiarists,  throwingin  tlie  reply  of  Charles 
the  Second,  who,  when  urged  not  to  patronize  one 
of  Drjden's  plays,  as  basing  been  stolen  from  other 
works,  replied,  "Steal  me  such  another,  and  ni 
patronize  it  as  much  as  I  do  honest  John's."  If 
jou  find  jourself  nest  to  a  youthful  poetess,  you 
may  say  of  her  work  what  Sr  James  Mackintosh 
said  of  Corione,  "1  swallow  it  slowly,  that  I  may 
taste  every  drop."  If  chanee  places  a  military  man 
next  to  you,  lead  him  on  to  talk  of  drills  and  pipe- 
clay— (Ae  dute  and  the  peninsula,  of  course  pro- 
nonneing  the  corps  to  which  your  neighbor  belongs 
to  be  one  of  the  fineat  in  her  majesty's  service.  If 
anavaiherojs  jour  neighbor,  talk  of  Nelson,  Howe, 
and  Collingwood,  and  listen  to  his  yams  of  the  sea, 
and  dangers  of  the  deep.  If  a  traveller  is  placed 
neit  toyou,  journey  with  him  over  his  beaten  track, 
and  urge  him  to  publish  his  jonrnals.  With  a  law- 
yer, be  Ifrief;  they  are  more  accustomed  to  talk 
than  to  Uaten.  With  a  turf-hunter,  drop  in  acci- 
dentally that  you  thought  you  saw  him  the  day 
before  in  the  park,  which  will  give  him  a  cue,  to 
commence  his  narrations  of  high-bred  dames  and 
nobles  with  whom  he  is  on  the  most  intimate  terms. 
In  short,  suit  your  conversation  to  your  company. 
Respecting  anecdotes,  have  a  certain  number  stored 
up  in  your  memory,  ready  to  do  their  duty  when 
called  upon :  but  be  particularly  careful  never  to 
lug  in  one  of  them  out  of  place,  but  be  equally 
prompt,  whenever  an  Opportunity  ocours,  to  avail 
yourself  of  it.  Thus,  the  conversation  turns  upon 
Wellington,  you  immediately  begin  ■ — "  I  heard  a 
most  characteristic  anecdote  of  the  great  man  late- 
ly: Commander  Hall  of  her  m^esty's  yacht,  who 
had  '  done  the  slate  some  service '  in  China,  was 
anxious  to  be  presented  to  the  hero  of  a  hundred 
fights,  upon  an  occasion  in  which  the  duke  went  on 
board  the  Victoria  and  Allwrt.  The  name  of  the 
commander  was  mentioned  to  the  duke,  who  said 
he  should  be  delighted  to  be  introduced  to  the  gal- 
lant officer.  The  vainqtimir  dea  iiaing-ueuri  went 
through  the  yacht,  and  was  about  to  leave  it,  when 
he  turned  round  to  the  captain,  and  sud,  introduce 
me  to  your  commander.  The  ceremonytook  place. 
'Happy  to  know  you.  Commander  Hall.  Touare  a 
brave  fellow;  fought  like  a  hero  in  the  Nemesis,  in 
China.  Gallant,  gallant.  God  bless  you,'  holding 
ont  his  hand  at  the  same  time.  The  son  of  Neptune 
warmly  grasped  the  veteran  warrior's  hand,  exclaim- 
ing, '  I  would  rather  have  tbat  blessing  than  that  of 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  aS  the  bishops 
put  together.' 

After  telling  your  story,  wait  (as  the  professed 
actors  do)  for  the  applause,  and  do  not  be  carried 
away  by  it,  or  be  led  to  tell  another  story,  until  an 
equally  lavorable  opportunity  occurs.  If  the  sub- 
ject turns  upon  politics,  quote  Sheridan  and  the 


pure  elector  of  that  immaculate  borough  of  Stafford. 
"So,  Mr.  Sheridan,  you  are  about  logive  us  reform  ; 
that's  right,  only  think,  in  some  towns  there  are 
poor  fellows,  I  hear  say,  that  get,  nothing  at  all  for 
their  votes ;  that  an't  right,  and  wauls  reforming 
altogether.  Talkmg  of  reform,"  yon  may  continue, 
"  I  must  tell  you  a  most  eitraordinary  circumstance 
that  occurred  during  the  last  reign.  Lord  —  paid 
aviat  to  Bedlam;  among  the  inmates  was  a  poor 
woman,  who  happened  to  ask  his  lordship  his  name, 
'Oh,'  replied  the  latter,  'I'm  Mr.  Smith,'  giving  a 
travelling  name.  Nothing  more  occurred  until  a 
few  months  afterwards,  when  the  same  noble  lord 
paid  another  visit  to  the  same  place.  The  woman 
already  alluded  to  approached  his  lordship,  and  in  a 
voice  that  savored  little  of  insanity,  said,  'You  gave 
me  a  false  name  when  last  you  were  here  ;  but  let 
that  pass.'  The  kind-hearted  nobleman  assured  the 
poor  sufferer  that  he  had  meant  no  harm.  She  pro- 
ceeded, '  No,  you  are  too  warm-hearted  to  mean  to 
act  unkindly;  but  will  j-ou  do  me  a  favor?  I  am 
mad — I  feel  it — I  know  it,  although  often  I  am  per- 
fectly collected,  yet  I  should  not  be  safe  at  large  ; 
but  will  you  tell  the  king,  mad,  insane  as  I  often  am, 
I  never  was  half  so  mad  as  he  was  when  he  put  his 
name  to  the  Reform  bill.'"  An  electioneering  anec- 
dote or  two  may  follow  this;  but  be  sure  they  are 
short  and  pithy — always  bear  in  mind  the  Prince 
of  Denmark's  instructions  to  the  players,  vide 
Hamlet. 

In  some  societiesjocose  stories  tell  well.  The  best 
way  of  introducing  them  is  to  mention  poor  James 
Smith,  and  the  never-to-be-forgotten  Theodore. 
Then  you  may  rattle  off  a  volley  of  their  beat  say- 
ings—"Walking  one  day  with  Hook,  in  winter,  we 
passed  a  shop  with  the  name  of  Hawes:  'Oh,'  said 
Theodore,  'fine  weather  for  the  surgeons — a  nice 
practice,  I've  no  doubt,  during  the  frost — 


Perpotusl  freei 


Ines  and  perpotnul  thaws, 
Mpi.  arc  good  for  JIoks. 


Before  I  had  finished  laughing,  the  name  of  Thur- 
tell,  the  murderer  of  Wearc,  was  named.  'Ay,' 
asked  Hook,  '  of  course  you  know  why  he  used  an 
air-gun?'  'No,'  I  replied.  '  Because  he  wished  to 
kill  Weare  without  Jifoyse;  or,' he  continued,  'like 
an  old  ooatf — because  he  vaa  the  worse  for  wear' 
(Weare).  Our  conversation  then  turned  upon  the 
burning  of  the  Eieter  Theatre.  'Ay,'  said  Hook, 
'That's  quite  theatrical— enf«r  a  fire;  exit  a  thea- 
tre,'" (Eieter  Theatre.) 

Be  careful  of  risking  a  pun  as  your  own ;  you 
can  introduce  it  in  the  following  manner — "  A  friend 
of  mine  sajd  a  tolerable  good  thing  last  week,"  then 
give  your  pun  ;  if  it  flashes  in  the  pan,  you  of  course 
add,  "Well,  I  myself  did  not  see  the  wit  of  it, 
though  all  the  party  langhed."  If  it  goes  ofT  bril- 
Uantly,  when  asked,  who's  yonr  friend?  you  may 
say,  "  One's  often  worst  friend,  myself." 

Reader,  study  the  above  axioms,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  you  will  shortly  become  a  truly  popular  dincr- 


A  Fool's  Answer. — "  How  shameful  it  is  that 
you  should  fall  asleep,"  sud  a  dull  preacher  to  a 
drowsy  audience,  "  whilst  that  poor  idiot  is  awake 
and  attentive."  "I  would  have  been  asleep,  too, 
£iid  the  fool,  "if  I  had  not  been  an  idiot." 


CsEFFL  IIiKT.— The  art  of  c< 
in  the  exercise  of  two  fine  qualities.  Ton  must  orig- 
inate, and  you  must  sympathise  ;  you  must  possess, 
at  the  same  time,  the  habits  of  communicating  and 
listening.     The  union  is  rare,  but  irresistible. 
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"WHr,  Gingerly  I"  eiclaimed  Tom  Dumper,  as 
he  entered  the  public  drewing-room  at  Mrs.  Bustle's 
Bottrdiog  House,  at  Brighton ;  "  Why  Gingerlj ! 
this  is  one  of  the  finest  dajs  of  the  season,  sll  the 
world  is  out  enjoying  it,  jet  here  are  you,  at  three 
o'clock,  sitting  alone,  on  the  self-same  chair,  in  the 
self-same   attitude,  and  looking  through  the  self- 


Gingerly  made  iio  reply  ;  hut  breathed  on  one  of 
the  panes  of  glass,  drew  the  letter  B  on  it  with  hia 
forelinger,  and  heaved  a  sigh. 

"  You  are  the  oddest  fellow  in  the  universe,"  con- 
Unued  Damper.  "We  have  heeu  here  nearly  a 
month,  yet,  since  about  the  third  day  after  our  arri- 
val, you  have  hardly  stirred  out  of  the  house." 

"  It  is  a  very  nice  house,"  said  Gingerly ;  and  he 
heaved  a  heavier  sigh  thao  before. 

"  It  was  at  my  reeommendadon  you  came  to  it," 
Bald  Damper;  "but  though  I  am  not  insendble  to 
the  merits  of  the  inside  of  it,  its  outside  also  has 
many    charms   for    me.       Again   1   ask,   what   ails 

"Damper!"  said  Gingerly. 

"  Well." 

"Damper!"  repeated  Gingerly,  with  a  sigh. 

"  You  said  that  before." 

"  Damper — were  you  ever  in  love  ?" 

"  I  was  never  out  of  it  tiU  I  had  turned  five-and- 
forty ;  but  being,  at  this  present  talking,  within  two 
months  of  fitly,  and  a  bachelor  moreover,  I  should 
think  myself  a  fool  were  I  in  sUch  a  scrape  now. 
You,  who  are  by  five  years  my  senior,  of  course  are 

Gingerly  made  no  reply  ;  but,  sighing  profoundly, 
took  his  handkerchief  from  his  pocket  and  smeared 
out  the  large,  flourishing  B  which  he  had  just  he- 
fore  drawn.     There  was  a  pause  of  a  minute, 

"  Damper — may  I  trust  you  with  a  secret  ?" 

"  Yes — so  it  be  not  a  love  confidence." 

"  In  that  case,  my  dear  friend,  I  shall  have  no- 
thing to  thank  yon  for." 

"  Seriously  now,  my  dear  Gingerly,  do  you  mean 
to  aay  you  are  in  love?" 

Gingerly  expended  another  sigh,  again  turned 
towards  bis  favorite  pane,  and  re-instated  his  big 
bouncing  B. 

"  0,  Damper !"  at  length  he  exclaimed,  "  if  you 
bad  a  heart  jou  would  feel  for  me." 

"  I  should  if  I  saw  you  han^ng,  or  drowning,  or 
suffering  under  any  reasonable  trouble;  but  to  feel 
for  an  old  bachelor  of  fifty-five  in  love,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  too ! — Ridiculous  !  But,  come  ; 
I  suppose  I  must  listen  to  you,  so  tell  me  ali  about 

"  And  who  so  proper  as  you  for  the  confidence, 
when  you  are  to  blame  for  the  accident !" 

"I!"   eiclauned    Damper,    with    unfeigned   sur- 

"  Yes,  you,"  answered  Gingerly  ;  "  because,  hut 
for  your  recommendation,  I  never  should  have  set 
foot  in  Mrs,  Bustle's  boarding-house." 

"  So,  then,  it  ia  some  one  in  this  house,  who  has 
smitten  your  susceptible  old  heart  F'  said  Damper, 
with  a  laugh.  And  he  continued  :  "I  think  I  can 
name  the  tender  &ir  one." 


"  To  be  sure  you  can,"  replied  Gingerly. 

"It  ia  old  Widow  Swiliswallow,  who  eats  and 
drinks  from  morning  till  night,  and  is  heard  hy  all 
in  the  house,  snoring  from  night  till  morning." 

"  Faugh  1"  esclaimed  Gingerly,  with  a  shudder  of 
di^;ast. 

"Or  old  Miss  Fubaworth,  who  was  bom  on  the 
day  of  the  coronation  of  George  the  Third?" 

"  Absurd  I"  exclaimed  Gingerly. 

"  Then  it  must  be  old  Widow  Waddilove ;  for'she 
is  the  only  other  lady-lodger  here." 

"  Preposterous  1"  cried  Gingerly,  somewhat  an- 
grily. "  Old  this,  undutd  thai!  Is  there  nobody  else 
you  can  think  of?" 

" There  is  but  one  other,"  replied  Damper;  "in 
which  case  I  am  sorry  for  you.  You  have  not  the 
slightest  chance  in  that  quarter;  for  Mrs.  Bustle  is 
engaged  to  be  married  to  Captain  O'Popper." 

"Jlitlnst  Bustlel     Fooh!     Can't  you  think  of 

"There  is  not  One  more,  except,  indeed,  hec 
daughter,  Betsy." 

"  Well?"  said  Gingerly. 

"Well?"  echoed  Damper,  "You  cdn't  be  think- 
ing of  her." 

"And  why  not?     She  is  very  pretty." 

"True,"  replied  Damper;  "but  you  forget  that 


ry  you 


id  Gingerly;  "that's  the  very  thing  I 
am  thinking  about.  She  is  eighteen :  a  delicious 
age  I  Surely,  now,  you  don't  pretend  that  a  girl 
of  eighteen  is  too  young  for  me  ?" 

"Not  a  day,"  replied  Damper,  somewhat  drily; 
"but  I,  who  am  your  junior,  should  think  myself 
too  old  for  a  girl  of  eighteen." 

"I  don't  care  for  that,  my  good  friend.  I  am 
my  own  master,  have  an  unencumbered  nine  hun- 
dred a-year,  am  not  troubled  with  a  relation  in  the 
world — and — and — in  short,  I'm  resolved  to  marry 
Betsy  Bustle."  Saying  which,  he  fiourished  half-a- 
dozen  B's  with  an  wr  of  unconquerable  determiqa- 

Damper  gave  him  a  twirl  round,  and  stared  him 
full  in  the  fece. 

"  Gingerly,"  said  he ;  "  if  your  head  were  not  as 
hald  of  hiur  as  an  apple,  1  should  advise  you  to  go 
this  moment  and  get  it  shaved,  for  you  are  mad — 
stark,  staring  mad.  Fifty-five  and  eighteen  i  If  you 
do  marry  Miss  Bustle,  my  fine  fellow,  look  out  for 
squalls." 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Gingerly,  with  a  look  of  ex- 
treme simplicity  ;  "  I  must  espect  that  our  children 
will  squall  just  the  same  as  other  people's." 

"You  misunderstand  me;  I  say  if  you  do  marry 
"         "   itle,  remember  that  there  is  already  a 


"  Damper,  don't  say  so,"  cried  Gingerly. 

"  There  is,"  continued  the  consoling  friend ; 
"  there  is,  or  I  am  much  mistaken.  A  favored  lover 
too :  favored  by  the  daughter,  by  the  mother,  and, 
which  is  of  no  little  importance,  by  Captain  O'Pop- 
per also — the  Captain,  as  you  know,  being  as  much 
master  here  as  if  he  and  Mrs.  Bustle  were  already 
uniled," 

Gingerly  fumed  pale,  and  big  drops  rolled  from  his 
brow.     For  some  time  ho  was  unable  to  speak.    At 
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length,  with  faltering  voice,  he  inquired  of  Damper 
vfhat  grounds  be  had  for  his  belief. 

"  Chiefly  this,",  rephed  the  iatter:  "I  have  fre- 
quently heard  her  speali  to  her  mother  about  a  cer- 
tiun  George  ;  and  from  the  tone  in  uhieh  she  always 

"Then  1  am  the  liappiest  man  alivel"  joyfully 
eiclaimed  Gingerly.     "My  name  ia  George. 

"  But,"  said  the  imperturbable  friend,  "  she  some- 
times BpealiS  of  him  as  'ynang  George." 

"  And  what  then  F  I  never  toid  her  my  age  ;  and 
she  is  not  olillged  to  linow  that  I  am  fifty,  or  bo.  I 
tell  you  what,  Damper;  that  I  am  the  object  of  her 
tender  thoughts  I  otn  now  certain— that  is  to  say, 
almott  certain.  Now  I  would  hare  proof  of  it,  and 
that  you  must  obtain  for  me." 

"  I  liaTe  already  told  you  I  will  hare  nothing  to 
do  with  a  love  confidence,"  coolly  replied  Damper. 

" But  you  must,  my  dear  Damper;  for  this  once 
you  must — unless  you  wish  to  see  your  poor  friend 
throw  himself  from  the  head  of  the  chain-pier  souse 
into  tbe  sea." 

As  Gingerly  uttered  these  words  with  something 
like  earnestness,  his  friend,  unwilhng  to  be  acces- 
sory to  aueh  a  catastrophe,  consented,  after  some 
further  entreaty,  to  undertake  the  task :— not  with- 
out thinking  to  himself  that  should  Gingerly  actual- 
ly marry  the  ^ri.  he  would  be  the  greatest  fool  in 
the  universe — excepting  only  the  girl  herself  for 
marrying  him. 

"Now,"  said  Gingeriy,  "I  must  first  of  ail  con- 
fess to  you'  tliat  I  am  the  most  timid  man  alive — I 
mean  in  love  matters — and  that  is  why  1  have  never 
popped  the  question  to  mortal  woman.  Indeed,  as 
to  popping  the  question  at  aU.  it  is  a  thing  I  could 
not  do,  were  I  to  live  a  thousand  years.  Pop !  To 
a  delicate-minded  man  the  very  word  itself  is  a  hor- 
rid word.  I  could  as  soon  pop  a  pistol  at  a  woman's 
head,  aa  the  question  at  her  heart.  No:  if  I  succeed, 
aa  I  am  snre  I  shall,  in  ensnaring  the  heart  of  my 
charming  Betsy,  it  will  be,  not  by  any  daring  ma- 
WEUvre,  but  by  sly  approaches,  by  little  gallantries, 
by  delicate  attentions,  such  as  the  female  heart  only 
can  appreciate,  such  aa  no  female  heart  can  resist." 

"  ijid  when  do  you  mean  to  begin  P"  said  Dam- 
per. 

"I  shall  astonisb  you,  my  dear  fellow,  I  know  I 
shall :  T  have  begun.  T  have  already  made  one  step 
in  advance,  and  I  ^tter  tnyself  you  will  ^ve  me 
some  credit  for  the  ingenuity  of  it.  Tou  know  the 
new  novel  that  every  body  ia  talking  about — '  The 
Timid  Lover.'  Well;  the  hero,  Mortimer  Swnt- 
Aubyn  de  Mowbray  Pitz-Euslaceville,  is  a  character 
eiactly  resemblmg  me — timid  as  I  am — something 
younger,  to  be  sure ;  but  that  does  not  signify — and 
the  heroine  is  very  much  Uke  Hiss  Bustle.  Yester- 
day I  bought  the  book— paid  a  guinea  and-a-half 
for  it,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved :  and  sent  it  anony- 
mously to  Betsy — aaonymoualy — do  you  mark  the 
delicate  attention  f 

"I  do,"  replied  Damper;  "but,  for  the  life  of 
me,  I  can't  discover  the  ingenuity  of  the  proceed- 
ing." 

"Itconsiata  in  this — and  that  is  the  point  you 
must  assist  me  in.  Neariy  at  the  end  of  the  first 
volume  there  is  a  situation  of  great  interest,  where 
the  timid  lover  first  hints  at  his  passion  for  the  hero- 
ine. I  put  a  piece  of  paper  into  the  book  to  mark  the 
flace,  and  Miss  Bustle  must  have  noticed  it.  Now 
want  you  to  draw  from  her  whether,  in  reading 
that  passage — for  I  aaw  her  reading  it  last  nighl — 


slie  thought  of  mc.    If  Fbe  did,  she  is  mine.    That 
I  caU  both  delicate  and  ingenious." 

At  this  moment  Miss  Betsy  entered  the  room, 
and,  greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  Gingerly,  with  a 
volume  of  "  The  Timid  Lover"  in  her  hand.  Gin- 
gerly whispered  to  his  friend  that  now  was  the  time 
for  the  eiperimcnt ;  he  cast  a  look  of  ludicrous  ten- 
derness at  the  young  lady,  stammered  a  few  words 
which  were  utterly  uninteUigible,  and  went  out  for 
a  walk ;  but  with  the  inlenlion  of  soon  returning  to 
learn  the  result  of  Damper's  inquiries. 

"  What  a  funny  gentleman !"  eiclaimed  Miss  Bus- 
tle, as  Gingerly  made  liis  retiring  bow. 

"Funny!"  thought  Damper;  "that  is  not  a  very 
promising  epithet  for  the  limid'lover." 

"His  manners  are  much  altered  since  he  first 
came  here,"  continued  Miss  Bustle.  "Then  he  waa 
very  talkative;  now  ha  scarcely  ever  utters  a  word. 
And  he  pves  one  such  comical  looks,  too  \  Captdn 
O'Popper  said  yesterday  that  one  would  tliink  he 
is  casting  sheep's  eyes  at  somebody  or  other — 
though  I  don't  know  what  that  means.  But  ho  is  a 
nice  old  man,  after  all.  I  wonder,  though,  he  does 
not  wear  a  wig ;  his  old  bald  head  shines  so  one  can 
almost  see  one's  face  in  it.  I  don't  think  such  a 
very  bald  head  is  pretty." 
'  It  wiQ  not  be  eipected  that  Damper  was  much 
encouraged  by  these  observations  to  proceed  on  hla 
friend's  behalf;  but,  having  undertaken  his  cause, 
he  resolved  against  abandoning  it. 

"Miss  Bustle,"  said  he,  "you  are  mistaken  con- 
cerning Mr.  Gingeriy  on  one  point :  he  is  not  old — 
not  remarkably  old." 

"Dear  me!"  ciclaimed  Miss  Bustle;  "how  one 
may  bo  deceived  by  appearances!  He  looks  a 
great  deal  older  than  my  poor,  dear,  dead-and-gone 
grandpapa,  who  was  siity-threa  when  he  died.' 

"  He  is  nothing  like  so  old  as  that,"  said  Damper  [ 
"and  then.  MissBustle — and  then,  be  is  rich."  This 
last  word  did  Damper  emphasize  in  a  way  to  pro- 
duce an  efi'ect — and  so  it  did. 

"Rich!"  responded  Miss  Bustle;  "ia he  indeed! 
Lord  I  how  I  should  tike  to  have  him — for  a  grand- 
papa. I  dare  say  he  is  very  kind  to  Ate  grand- 
children." 

The  learned  advocate  perceiving  that  he  had  taken 
nothing  by  his  motion,  fell  back  upon  the  point  on 
which  he  bad  been  chiefly  instructed ;  and  merely 
explaining  by  the  way,  that  aa  bis  friend  was  un- 
married, it  was  impossible  he  should  have  children, 
and  that,  therefore,  grandchildren  were  out  of  tbe 
qneslion,  he  went  at  once  to  the  subject  of  the 

"  Is  that  a  new  work  you  are  reading,  Miss  Bustle?" 
"Tea,  Sr;  it  is  the  'Timid  Lover,'  and  is  only 

"  You  are  fortunate  in  getting  it  so  early  from  a 
circulating-library,"  observed  Damper,  pretending 
ignorance  of  tbe  fact. 

"  Anilous  as  I  was  to  read  it,  I  might  have  wail- 
ed sin  weeks  for  it  had  I  depended  on  the  library, 
and  after  all,  perhaps,  have  been  obUged  to  read 
thj  third  volume  first.  No,  Sir,  it  is  a  present; 
and,  although  it  came  Bnonymouslv,  I  know  very 
well  who  sent  it.  What  delicate  attention!  Oh!>' 
And  here  the  young  lady  placed  her  hand  upon  her 
heart,  and  sighed. 

Bravo!    thought  Damper;  this  will  do.     "And 


d  he,  " 


fther 
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"It  is  chaniiing,"  replied  Miss  Betsy;  "It  abso- 
lutely drew  tears  from  me!" 

"And  did  you  think  of  no  one— *w  ww-^whUst 
you  were  reading  it  ?"  itiquived  Damper. 

"Indeed  I  did;  and  I'll  tell  you  in  voniidence, 
nlio  it  was.  I  thought  all  the  way  through  of  Mr. 
Gingerly." 

"  Well,  thought  Damper ;  there  is  no  aeoounting 
for  the  freaks  of  the  heart !  And  that  mj  old  friend 
should  make  a  conquest  of  one  of  the  prettiest  ^rh 
in  Brighton!" 

"  The  two  characters  are  so  alike !  eicept,"  con- 
tinued Miss  Bustle,  "that  Hr.  Gingerly  is  ralkerthe 
elder  of  the  two." 

"  Yes,  yea ;  I  admit  that  my  friend  is  a  little  older 
than  the  hero,  Mortimer  Saint-Aubyn  do  Mowbray 
Jltz-Eustaeeyille  is  tepreient^d  to  be." 

"What  I"  exclaimed  Hiss  Betey,  bursting  into  an 
immoderate  flt  of  laughter ;  "  ^ink  of  him  as  the 
divine  Fitz-Eostaceijfle !  Shocking!  No;  what 
made  me  think  of  him  was  the  nasty  old  rival,  Lord 
Grumblelhorpe,  who  comes  in  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment, and  prevents  the  declaration  of  love.  But 
Fitz-Eustaceville  is  so  like  a  certain  person!  But 
wasn't  it  a  delicate  attention,  Mr.  Damper,  on  the 
part  of  the  friend  who  sent  me  the  books  ?  And, 
then,  to  put  a  slip  of  paper  into  that  very  place ! 
Oh !  it  speaks  volumes ! !" 

At  this  moment,  Mr.  Gingerly  returned  ;  and  Miss 
Bustle  being  summoned  by  a  servant  to  go  to  her 
mamma,  he  and  Mr.  Damper  were  left  together. 

"Well,"  eagerly  cried  the  timid  lover;  "well, 
have  you  sounded  hi 


I  have,' 


^  the  reply. 


"  She  has  read  the  passage  in  question  ?" 

"Every  syllable  of  it." 

"  Bid  it  produce  any  effect  upon  her  ?" 

"  Tremendona  I" 

"  Did  she  cry  t  That's  the  great  point.  Did  she 
cry?" 

"  A  bucket-full !" 

"  You  delight  nie,  my  dear  Damper.  Did  she 
notice  the  bit  of  paper?  Did  ahe  speak  of  ineP 
Did  she  remark  upon  the  delicate  attention?" 

"  Yea.  yes,  yes,  yes,"  impatiently  replied  Damper. 
"And,  now,  pray  don't  tease  me  auy  more  about 

"But  my  dear,  dear  Damper  ;  did  she  speak  much 
about  me  ?  and  what  was  li  she  said  ?" 

"Why — not  much;    but  what  she  did  say 
quite  conclusive." 

"I  told  you  so;  I  knew  that  by  a  little  ingen 
contrivance,  by  a  few  delicate  attentions,  1  should 
make  my  way  to  her  heu't." 

"Now,  my  good  friend,"  said  Damper  gravely, 

"prepare    yourself  for   a "   Damper's  speech, 

the  tendency  of  which  would  doubtless  have  been 
to  undeceive  hia  self-deluded  friend,  was  cut  short 
by  the  dinner  bell ;  and,  as  they  descended  to  the 
dining-room,  Gingeriy  declared  his  intention  to 
spare  neither  paina  nor  eirpense  to  win  (in  hia  own 
delicate  way)  the  affections  of  Miss  Betsy  Bustie. 
Damper  sighed  for  the  infatuation  of  poor  Gingerly, 
and  resolved,  in  his  own  mind,  to  save  him  from 
any  aggravated  disappointment,  by  repeating  to 
him,  at  the  earliest  opportunity,  and  word  for  word, 
all  that  had  passed  in  his  conversation  with  the 
young  lady. 

When  the  friends  entered  the  dining-room,  they 
found  the  places,  all  except  two,  occupied.  These 
were  near  the  bead  of  the  table,  at  which  was  seat- 


ed Mrs.  Bustle.  Captain  OTopper  did  the  honors 
at  the  bottom.  At  his  left  was  tlie  lovely  Betsy, 
and  next  to  her  was  a  young  man  of  about  three- 
and-twenty.  This  gentleman  wore  a  blue  frock- 
coat  of  military  cut,  a  buff  waistcoat,  and  a  mili- 
tary stack.  He  was  dark;  not  ill-looking;  had  a 
profusion  of  black  hur;  huge  whiskers;  and  mua- 
tachios  of  the  fiercest : — such,  indeed,  as  might  well 
have  eicited  the  envy  of  one  of  Napoleon's  Old 
Guard.  He  smelt  strong  of  cigar,  and  was  clerk  to 
an  attorney  at  Shoreham.  This  personage  was  no 
other  than  George — the  George— Mr,  George  HobnilL 

Gingerly  cast  a  longing  took  towards  the  end  of 
the  table  where  was  seated  his  beloved,  but  there 
was  not  a  vacant  place  within  eight  of  her.  Mr. 
Hobnilt,  who  occupied  the  seat  for  which  the  for- 
mer would  have  given  one  of  his  ears,  and  whom 
he  now  saw  for  the  first  time,  he  inwardly  wished 
— a  long  way  further  off  than  ShoreSiam. 

"Mr,  Gingerly,"  cried  Mrs.  BuaUe,  "as  I  know 
yuu  are  a  lady's  man,  I  have  reserved  that  scat  for 
you.  You  are  fortunate  to-day  in  having  a  lady  on 
each  side  of  you."  This  she  uttered  in  a  tone  of 
patronage  :  at  the  Same  time  pointing  to  a  vacant 
chair  between  Gingerly's  prime  horrors— Old  Widow 
Swillswallow  and  Hiss  Kubsworth.  Damper  was 
placed  neit  to  Widow  Waddilove. 

"Come,  Mr.  G.,"  mumbled  Miss  Fubsworth, 
"come  between  us  ladies.    We  old  folks  are  always 

The  earth  did  not  open  and  swallow  Mr.  Gingerly 
at  a  gulp,  as  he  wished  it  might,  far  at  the  moment 
of  the  utterance  of  these  words,  his  eyes  met  those - 
of  Miss  Bustie. 

The  dinner  was  provided  with  the  usual  boarding- 
house  munificence.  First,  was  served  a  huge  whit« 
earthenware  tureen,  full  to  the  brim  of  a  thin  nan- 
keen-colored liquid,  on  the  surface  of  which  floated 
a  few  chips  of  toasted  bread,  Mrs.  Bustle,  as  she 
distributed  this  In  copious. portions  amongst  the 
company,  commended  her  cook  for  her  culinary 
ability  in  general,  but  chiefly  praised  her  for  the  ex- 
cellence of  her  "  gravy  soup  I" 

"The  only  good  gravy-aoup  in  all  Brighton,"  ei- 
claimed  Captain  O'Popper;  "and  I'm  just  waiting 
to  hear  who'll  say  the  eonirnry."  This  proportion, 
uttered  with  an  unquestionable  brogue,  was  univer- 
sally granted :  at  least,  nobody  saiil  the  contrary. 

Then  came  three  solea  to  bo  divided  amongst  fif- 
teen bodies.  This  seemed  to  be  a  difficult  operation ; 
but  Mrs.  Bustle  performed  it  with  a  degree  of  inge- 
nuity which  would  have  done  honor  to  the  mistress 
of  any  boarding-house  in  England.  Two  or  three 
times,  in  the  course  of  her  occupation,  ahe  took 
occasion  to  say  that  this  was  "  the  poorest  Ssh-day 
she  had  ever  known  in  Brighton." 

"  The  only  three  soles  in  the  market — barring  the 
Other  throe  we  let  go  to  the  Pavilion,"  said  the  Cap- 
Next  appeared,  at  one  end  of  the  table,  aroaat 
log  of  mutton ;  and,  at  the  other,  a  dish  containing 
some  five  or  six  mutton-chops — very  broad  and 
very  thick,  with  long  tails  of  fat  and  gristie  depend- 
ing from  the  narrow  ends  of  them.  These  were  in- 
terspersed with  thick  slices  of  raw  onion,  and  were 
described  by  Mrs.  Bustle  as  "  Cutlets  ally  sance 
peekong" — a  dish  for  which  her  cook  waa  "  particu- 
larly famous!" 

".Feekong  f  responded  the  Captain.  "You  may 
well  say  peekong.  Madam  I  and  I  don't  think  there's 
anybody  here  will  contradict  that." 
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The  dinner  was  completed  by  an  enormons  [look- 
ing] gooaeberry  pie,  which  derived  its  name  from 
the  half-pint  of  gooseberriea  diEcovered  at  the 
botlom  of  the  dish  when,  ailer  some  difSculty,  a 
breach  had  been  effected  through  the  thick,  hard 
crugt  over  the  top  of  it ;  together  with  twelve 
Etringy  radishes,  one  lettuce  divided  into  quarters, 
and  a  small  glass  bowl-fnil  of  lumps  of  yellow- 
looking  cheese,  of  mouse-trap  size  and  Uac-adum 
substance. 

"Shy  fare  agiun,  to-day  I"  muttered  a  quiet  little 
gentleman  at  table. 

"Shy  what,  Sii' !"  eicliumed  the  Captain.  "What's 
shy,  ^r  !  And,  by  the  powers !  is  it  '  shy '  you  are 
saying?" 

"  I — I  only  spoke,  Captain,"  mildly  replied  the 
gentlemao. 

"I'm  satisfied,  Sir,"  said  Captain  O'Popper. 

"I  declare,  Mr.  Gingerly,"  said  Mrs.  Bustle,  "you 
hare  eaten  no  dinner;  I  really  believe  you  are  in 

Gingerly  was  preparing  a  languishing  look  for  the 
especial  service  of  Miss  Betsy,  when  the  effort  was 
paralyzed  by  the  Captain's- — - 

"Mr.  Gingerly  in  love  I  Ha,  ha,  ha!  At  his 
time  of  life !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well  I  better  late  than 
never,  eh!  my  old  Trojan?  Ah  I  those  sheep's 
eyes  of  your  own,  Daddy  Gingerly !  I  say.  Miss 
Fubsworth! — Mrs.  Swillswallow!— take  care  of  your 
hearts,  ladiesl  Or,  come.  Daddy  ;  is  it  Mrs.  Waddi- 
love  yon  may  happen  to  be  after?" 

"  iSr,  I — a — I  beg,  Sir — a — I  must  desire — "  suid 
.Gingerly,  (assuming  as  dignified  an  air  as  his  min- 
gled confusion  and  veiation  would  allow) — "these 
fiberlies  Sir, — a — 1^ " 

The  Captain,  a  good-natured  man  at  heart,  per- 
ceiving that  he  had  given  pain,  apologised — though 
with  far  better  intention  than  tact. 

"Mr.  Gingerly,  Sir;  Tm  sorry  you  have  taken  se- 
riously what  I  meant  only  in  joke."  [Mr.  Gingerly 
bowed,  and  the  CapEain  continued.]  ^*  1  was  wrong 
though,  and  I'm  prepared  to  confess  it."  Here  Mr. 
Gingerly  bowed  again.]  "  I  had  no  right  to  take  a 
freedom  with  a  perfect  gentleman  like  you.  Sir," — 
[Mr.  Gingerly  bowed  almost  down  to  the  table,]— 
"  who  are  old  enough  to  be  my  grandfather ; " — [Mr. 
Gingerly  did  rtol  bow.] — "and  I  ask  your  pardon." 
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the  desBert=-one  bringing  a  plate  of  apph 
the  other  a  plate  of  biscuits? — diverted  the  atten- 
tion of  the  company  from  the  affair;  and  Mr.  Gin- 
gerly availed  himself  of  that  opportunity  to  he 
seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  and  to  cover  his  Sice 
vrith  his  handkerchief.  When  he  had  recovered 
from  this  attack,  he  had  the  gratification  of  hearing 
the  following  portion  of  a  conversation  between  Mr, 
Hobnill  and  Miss  Bustle.  As  it  was  carried  on  in 
an  under-tone  he  heard  no  more  of  it  than  is  here 
reported. 

"Now  don't  deny  it,  George." 

"  Paa  my  life,  not  the  slightest  jdeoi"." 

"I'm  certain  •  *  because  *  •  I'itz-Eustaceville 

"  •  slip  of  paper  *  "  if  any  one  else  dared,  the 

consequences  would  *   *  Captain  0'  Popper  *   • 

Btyla  of  the  thing  •  •  so  Uke  yon,  you  creature  1" 

"If  you  won't  believe  me, I  can't  help  *  •  Pate 
my  honor  *  •  piece  of  impowtinenoe  •  ■  horsewiiip 
•  •  really  not  the  least  \Seor." 

"Now  it's  of  no  use,  George  *  *  sweetly  pretty 
"  "  I  knew  you'd  deny  it ""  ■  if  you  were  to  swear 
it,  I  wouldn't  ■  *  folly  to  deny  •  •  you  have  a  right, 


dear  George,  and  of  course  *  •  been  any  one  else 
•  •  insolent  monster!  *  "delicate  attention." 

"  •  *  will  think  BO,  why  aw,  "  •  " 

"Now  that's  quite  sufficient  to  ■  *  0,  George! 
"  "  elegant  expedient  *  ■  fully  appreciated  *  " 
even  had  I  ever  given  you  cause  to  doubt ;  but,  rum 
"  *  susceptible  heart  '  "  so  terj  delicate  an  atten- 
tion *  "yes,  dear  George,  for  evert" 

Could  there  have  been  the  smallest  doubt  npon 
any  disinterested  mind  as  to  the  flling-iip  of  this 
short  conversation,  or  to  the  terms  upon  which  it 
implied  the  whisperers  to  stand  in  relation  to  each 
other,  it  must  have  been  removed  by  the  unequiv- 
ocal twist  with  which  Mr.  Hobnill  indulged  his  mu9- 
tachios  at  its  conclu^on.  But  Gingerly  was  not  in 
a  condition  to  think  rationally.  How  could  he? 
He  was  in  love.  He  complained  of  the  oppresMve- 
ness  of  the  heat ;  expressed  his  conviction  that  the 
thermometer  must  suddenly  have  risen  from  seventy- 
five  to  a  hundred;  drew  his  handkerchief  from  his 
pocket,  and  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  glossy, 
bald  head.  The  next  minute,  he  wondered  what 
could  make  him  feel  so  cold.  Damper  recommend- 
ed him  to  leave  the  room.  It  was  not  the  room, 
however,  that  produced  these  estraordinary  sen- 
sations  in  him ;  it  was  part  of  the  company.  But 
lovers,  hke  drowning  men,  will  catch  at  the  slight- 
est chance  of  salvation.  "I  will  have  proof  more 
relative  than  this,"  mentally  ejaculated  he.  He 
bethought  him  of  the  torn  paper  in  Zadig,  one-half 
of  which,  when  read  by  itself,  was  a  cutting  satire, 
hut,  when  jomed  to  the  other,  the  whole  tamed  out 
to  be  nothing  more  than  an  innocent  love  poem. 
So  may  it  be  in  this  case,  thought  he:  there  was 
something  which,  certainly,  was  not  quite  agreeable 
in  what  I  did  hear ;  but  had  I  heard  all  that  passed 
it  would  have  been  a  different  affair.  And,  here- 
upon, he  rubbed  his  hands  and  proposed  to  Damper 
that  they  should  have  a  bottle  of  port  together.  'Tha 
wine  was  brought ;  and,  according  to  the  amiable 
fashion  of  boarding-houses,  it  played  pendulum 
across  the  table,  vibrating  between  him  and  his 
irartner.  And  did  he  not  invite  the  ladies  on  either 
side  of  him  to  take  wine?  No.  And  out  of  this 
marked  neglect  of  them,  he  drew  c 
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thing  to  her ;  at 
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the  real  direction  which  his  afi'ec- 
?e  filled  a  glass,  gave  it  to  a  ser- 
itnting,  indistinct  way,  said  . 
the  same  time  pointing  i 

ilaced.    The  g 
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ind  stood,  with  the  salver  in  her 
hand,  between  the  young  lady  (who  was  intently 
occupied  in  paring  an  apple)  and  Mr.  Hobnill.  To 
Gingerly  this  was  an  awful  moment.  He  felt  that 
he  was  committing  a  deciaration.  His  tongue  clove 
Ui  the  roof  of  his  mouth  :  not  a  syUable  could  he 
utter.  He  screwed  his  lips  up  to  tiie  circumference 
of  a  pin-hole,  looked  hearts  and  darts,  but  dared 
not,  for  some  time,  raise  his  eyes  from  the  table  ; 
and  when,  at  length,  he  did,  they  met  those  of  Mr. 
Hobnill  I 

"  Yow  are  vastly  jwnoLte.  With  groat  pleasAnM," 
said  Mr.  Hobnill,  as  he  took  the  glass.  "Your 
good  health,  Mr.  Ginjawberry." 

Ere  Mr.  Ginjawberry,  (as  he  was  miscalled  by 
his  rival)  had  recovered  from  the  shock  occasioned 
by  the  failure  of  this  delicate  little  attention,  (to 
say  nothing  of  seeing  his  wine  swallowed  by  the 
man  of  all  others  for  whom  he  could  heartily  have 
wished  it  had  been  poison,]  Miss  Betsy  hadfinished 
her  operation  on  the  apple. 
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"  There,  George,"  said  sbe,  as  she  presented  it  to 
Hobnill,  "haven't  I  done  it  nicely  ftip  you?" 

"  Whatever  you  do,  matt  be  nicely  done,"  replied 
die  faiored  youth. 

"  Now,  Geotge,  that  is  flo  like  yon :  you  do  Say 
the  most  elegant  things !" 

Gingerly  swallowed  the  glass  of  wine  which  stood 
before  Mm;  filled  again  and  snallowcd  tlisit;  filled 


d  would  hav 


Damper,  who  had  observed  him,  proposed  that  they 
should  walk. 

Betsy,  who  had  caught  the  word,  intimated  to 
her  mamma  that,  as  she  had  not  been  out  all  day, 
Bhe  also  should  like  a  walk.  Gingerly,  emboldened 
by  what  he  could  not  help  con^dering  as  a  delicate 
hint  on  the  part  of  the  young  lady,  and,  perhaps, 
rendered  somewhat  less  dilBdent  by  the  wine  he  had 
taken,  asked  permission  to  offer  the  young  lady  bis 

"Surely,"  Said  Mrs.  Bustle, 

Gingerly  was  on  his  legs  in  an  instant ;  and  cast  a 
look  at  his  friend  Damper,  which,  Uterally  interpret- 
ed, meant,  "What  is  your  opinion  of  afiairs  wmf 

"0  dear!  mamma,"  exclaimed  Miss  Betsy,  "im- 
possible 1  only  think ! — The  idea,  you  know !" 

"Nonsenajl  my  love,"  replied  Mrs.  Bustle; 
"  there  can  be  no  sort  of  impropriety  in  your  walk- 
ing with  Mr.  Gingerly." 

"  Confound  her  impudence,"  muttered  Gingerly. 

"  None  in  the  [east,  Betsy,"  said  the  Captain ;  "  it 
Is  not  as  if " 

"  Captain  O'Popper,"  sajd  Gingerly,  eagerly  inter- 
rupting him,  as  ^  apprehensive  of  a  disagreeable 
conclueioQ  to  the  speech;  "Captain  OTopper,  I— a 
— JTiss  Bustle  and  I— a—"  Then  turning  to  Hob- 
nill, he  said  in  a  taking-it-for-granted  tone  and  with 
somewhat  of  an  air  of  triumph, — "  You  are  going 
back  to  Shoreham,  fiir." 

"  Paio  my  life,"  replied  Hobnili  (half  addressing 
himself  to  Betsy) — "  Pom  ray  life,  I  hardly — I  am 
not  paiositively  obliged,  but — " 

"No,  no,  George,  said  Betsy ;  "  there  ia  no  oe- 
CAsion  for  your  returning  to-night.  Come  and  take 
ime  turn  with  this  gentleman  and  me  on  the  Chain- 
pier  i  and  when  we  have  brought  him  home  again, 
I  shall  want  you  to  walk  with  me  to  my  Aunt 
Heathfield's  at  Preston." 

"I  am  afraid,  my  love,"  said  the  considerate 
mamma,  '^you  will  be  too  tired  to  go  to  Preston  this 
evening,  if  you  walk  much  now." 

"So  I  should,  mamma,"  eagerly  replied  Miss  Bus- 
tle ;  "  so  I  think  I  had  better  walk  by-and-by  in- 
stead.    Hadn't  KB,  George?" 

"Tired!"  eiclmmed  the  Captain.  "It's  mifthty 
ridiculous  imyyang  people  to  talk  about  being  tired. 
What  il  it  you  are  made  of?  Why,  loot  at  Mr. 
Gingerly  there  1  He  does  not  appear  to  be  veir 
strong  on  the  [nns ;  yet  I  dare  say  he,  even  at  bis 
age,  could  contrive  to  walk  that  much." 

Agun  was  Gingerly  seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing, 
nhich  compelled  him  to  conceal  his  face  with  his 
handkerchie£ 

"  I  hope,  my  dear  Gingerly,"  said  Damper  to  him, 
as  they  were  taking  a  stroll  along  the  Marine  Parade, 
"  I  hope  that,  by  what  you  have  observed  this  after- 
noon, you  are  cured  of  your  folly.  I  speak  to  you 
as  a  friend,  and  with  a  friend's  freedom.  I  observed 
all  that  passed,  though,  for  want  of  opportunity,  I 
made  no  remark,  to  you  upon  it.  'Tis  clear  the  girl 
likes  that  vulgar  puppy,  that  impudent  atComey-Ung, 
and  looks  on  him  as  an  Apollo  upon  earth.  Rely  on 
67 


it  you  have  not  a  chance.  You  have  his  black  bushy 
head,  huge  whiskers,  and  fierce  mustachio.^,  together 
with  your  own  superabundant  thirty-odd  years 
against  you.  So  give  it  up,  my  dear  fellow  ;  like  a 
Benaible  man,  give  it  up  at  once." 

"No,"  rephed  Gingerly  ;  "I  am  more  determined 
upon  the  point  than  before.  The  af&ir  i^  taking 
precisely  the  turn  1  could  have  wished.  1  did  not 
expect  her  to  su^nder  at  the  first  shot — I  should 
have  been  disgusted  if  she  had  done  so.  But  her 
reserve!  her  modesty!  Did  you  not  observe  her 
timid  acquiescence  in  my  invitation  to  walh  ?" 

"  '  Timid  acquiescence,'  you  call  it !  Unequivocal 
repugnance." 

"Maiden  coyneaa,  I  tell  you.  And  then,  that 
natural  Uttle  piece  of  girlish  hypocrisy,  resorted  to 
for  the  purpose  of  concealing  her  reai  feelings! 
Did  you  mark  that?  I  meanberjn-e^eiufin^to  pre- 
fer a  walk  with  that  ioaigniScant,  impertinent,  iQ- 
bred,  vulgar !  D — u  the  ugly  rascall — Dam- 
per, if  Mrs.  Bustle  allows  fellows  of  that  sort  to  sit 
down  at  her  table,  no  gentleman  will  remain  in  her 
house.  We'll  go  home  at  once  and  tell  her  so.  No, 
no :  George  Gingerly  is  not  the  man  to  ^ve  in  to  a 
rival  of  that  stamp." 

"Go  on,  if  yoa  will,"  said  Damper;  "but  the 
further  you  proceed,  the  more  uncomfortable  you 
will  find  yourself." 

"By  dint  of  delicate  attentions,"  said  Gingerly, 
"  I'll  carry  her  against  the  world  !" 

"  And  well  have  your  'dehcale  attentions'  already 
served  you!"  exclaimed  the  consoling  Damper. 
"  The  first — the  book — has  turned  to  the  advantage 
of  the  amiable  Mr.  George  Hobnill,  who,  spite  of  his 
own  reaolute  abnegation,  is  enjoying  the  entire  credit 

"  Not  he  !"  replied  Gingerly ;  "  a  coarae-minued 
fellow,  Uke  that,  would  never  be  suspected  of  any 
thing  half  so  elegant.  Though — ahem !  it  is  possi- 
ble I  might  have  out  that  a  little  too  fine.  But  the 
second — the  wine — what  say  you  to  that?  Fifty 
guineas  to  a  shilling,  if  tliat  Hobnill,  or  hobnail,  or 
whatever  his  vulgar  name  may  be,  had  not  swallowed 
it  at  the  very  moment  when— —But  III  punish  the 
fellow,  if  I  meet  him  again.  I'll  overwhelm  him 
with  ridicule,  and  break  his  heart  that  way  :  I'll  call 
him  Hobnail!" 

It  was  half-past  nine,  they  returned  to  their 
quarters  at  Mrs.  Bustle's.  In  the  drawing-room 
they  found  the  Captam  and  Mrs.  Bustle,  in  one  cor- 
ner, playing  cribbage;  and,  in  another,  was  the 
quiet  little  gentleman,  fast  asleep,  with  a  newspaper 
on  his  knee.  BecUning  on  a  sofa  was  a  youngish 
man,  evidently  dressed  ot  some  leader  of  fashion 
who  unquestionably  knew  what  he  himself  was 
about;  whilst  the  costume  of  the  imitator,  ap- 
proaching, though  but  very  tittle,  towards  carica- 
ture, proved  that  lie  (the  imitator)  did  not.  This 
exquisite  was  engaged  in  picking  his  teeth ;  and  (as 
a  sub^diary  employment)  skimming  a  new  novel 
which  he  had  just  procured  from  a  circulating  hhra- 
ry.  For  the  benefit  of  future  readers,  aa  well  as  to 
exhibit  his  own  fine  taste  and  profound  judgment, 
he  occasionally  made  a  pencil-note  in  the  margin. 
These  notes  were  brief  but  pithy:  as  "What  stuff!" 
"Not  so  bad,"  "You  don't  say  so?"  "I  shouldn't 
wonder  r  "  Talarible gooAV "  Abonananubbie  bad!" 
The  commentator  (as  he  aflerwards  turned  out  to 
be)  was  one  of  the  "  Sweetly-pootty-pettum-Mem  " 
gentlemen  from  the  Emporium  of  Fashion  in  Re- 
gent Street.    But  the  principal  group  ia.  the  room 
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conaLsted  of  four  elderly  ladies  in  petticoata.  and 
three  other  old  women  in  trowaera,  who  were  squab- 
bling at  a  game  of  pennyloo,  and,  in  the  best-bred 
WIT  imaginable,  accuaing  each  other  of  cheating  i 

Gingerly  looked  around  him  in  the  hope  of  find- 
ing Miss  Betey,  but  she  was  not  present.  "  Then," 
tlioughthe,  "she  is  fatigued  by  her  walk  and  has 
retired  for  the  night." 

As  the  clock  struck  ten,  the  Captain  said  fo  Mrs. 
Bustle,  "This  is  rather  too  late  for  Betsy  to  be 

"  Not  at  all,"  replied.  Mrs.  Bustle ;  "  George,  jou 
know,  is  with  her," 

A  certain  Irish  officer  in  the  Life-Guarda,  whoae 
oecvcB  were  not  easily  diaordercd,  said,  when  en- 
deavoring to  illustrate  the  effect  produced  upon  him 
by  eome  sudden  and  terrible  shock,  "It  threw  me 
into  such  a  state,  (and  truth  compels  me  to  confess 
it,)  that,  by  Jasus !  you  might  have  knocked  me 
down  with  a  poker  I" 

An  instrunient  of  much  lesB  power  would  hare 
served  to  prostrate  Mr.  Gingerly,  upon  hearing  the 
words  uttered  by  Mrs.  Bustle. 

Fire  minutes  passed  away— ten — fifteen — twenty ! 
bot  EO  Betay  appeared.  Gingerly  now  computed 
the  time  by  seeonda,  and  each  second  appeared  t( 
him  an  hour.  He  went  to  the  window  and  peeped 
he  went  to  the  door  and  listened.  His  bald  head 
was  steaming — he  consulted  the  thermomett 
was  astonished  to  find  that'it  indicated  no 
than  H°.  At  length,  at  eleven  o'clock,  Miss 
accompanied  by  Ao-Georgc,  returned. 

"And  how  did  you  find  your  Aunt  Eeathfield  ?" 
inquired  Mrs.  Bustle. 

"Quite  well.  Mamma.  And  I  have  promised 
RO  to  her  on  Siturday  and  remain  till  Monday.  And 
George  is  to  come  and  take  me  there ;  and  tli 
is  to  come  over  and  pass  the  Sunday  with  us 
then  George  is  to  come  on  Monday  and  brir^ 
home  again.  And,  0  Mammal  Cousin  Harriet  is 
come  home  from  school,  for  good ;  and  she  is 
dehghted  with  George  I — now  don't  deny  it,  George 
dear ;  you  know  it's  true — indeed,  I  told  her  tluit 
if  I  were  not  cerlain,  I  should  be  jealous." 

"ComeGingecly,"  whispered  Damper  to  him,  "go 
to  bed."    But  Gingerly  was  riveted  to  the  spot. 

"And,  0  Mamma,"  continued  the  young  lady 
"  we  went  into  M'Seedling's  Nursery,  and  saw  sucl 
beautiful  flowers;  George  insisted  upon  buj'ing 
some  for  me.  I  chose  four  myrtles,  font  jessamines, 
four  red-roses,  aod  four  sueh  beautiful  while  rose- 
trees  !  But  they  would  not  sell  them  for  less  than 
a  guinea-and-a-half;  and,  although  they  are  such 
lomt,  I  would  not  allow  him  to  ^ve  so  much  for 
them.  A  guinea-aud-a-half  again,  indeed  I  Tliat 
would  be  too  much." 

"Too  much,"  eicldmed  the  Captain;  "by  the 
Powers!  and  I  think  so  too.  He  had  better  save 
his  money  for  the  omojion."  Again  Damper  whis- 
pered his  friend  "to  bed." 

"Well,"  said  Belsy,  "I  have  such  a  paasion  for 
.flowers,  that  scatter  the  road  with  them  and  Tm 
sure  it  would  lead  to  my  heart." 

Gingerly's  countenance  brightened.  "  Come," 
said  he  to  Damper,  (at  the  same  time  rubbing  his 
hands,)  "I  will  go  to  bed." 

He  wished  "good  night"  generally.  "Good 
night  to  you.  Mister — Hob-naii,"  siud  he  to  his  ri- 
val;  and  brought  up  witb  a  significant  "Ahem!" 
£ut  no  effect  was  produced  by  the  perpetration  of 
.this  heart-breaking  ridicule. 


Good  night,  Mr.  Ginjawbread,"  replied  Hobnill, 
and  there  was  a  general  laugh. 

Utterly  confused,   bowing  very  low,  placing  his 

hand  upon  his  heart,  and  attempting  to  look — a 

look! — he  stammered  forth,  "May  light  slum — Misa 

Bet — I  mean   Mias  EUi — Miss — May  your  downy 

pil — Oh  !   Miss   Bets — goo— good  afternoon."    He 

left  the  room ;  and  as  he  closed  the  door  he  fancied 

heard  a  titter,  and  something  about  "  sheep's 

IS."   When  he  had  reached  hia  room,  he  rang  for 

;rvant,  to  whom  he  gave  particular  orders  to  Call 

\  at  five  o'clock  ! 

ieven  o'clock  of  the  following  morning  found 
Gingerly  at  M'Seedling's  nursery.  The  plants  which 
had  been  selected  by  the  charming  Miss  Betsy  Bus- 
tle stood  in  a  place  apart,  exactly  as  she  left  them. 
As  he  beheld  them,  Gingerly's  heart  palpitated. 
"  What  is  your  price  for  these  plants  ?"  inquired 

"Maybe  you're  wanting  them.  Sir,"  said  M'Seed- 
ling ;  "if  BO,  ye'll  no  find  then:  Kke  within  ten  mile 
round." 

"  What  is  the  price  of  them  f"  repeated  Gingerly. 

"I  refused  thirty-five  shillings  for  them  ycster- 
e"en,  which  was  offered  me  by  a  young  mfehtary 
gentleman  and  hia  wife,  as  I  guess." 

"  D — n  the  military  gentleman  i"  impatiently  ex- 
claimed Gingerly;  who,  although  he  knew  how 
much  it  was  that  M'Seedling  had  actually  demanded 
for  his  plants,  yet  he  did  not  choose,  by  correcting 
the  man's  memory,  to  ejtpose  hia  own  koonledge  of 
what  had  occurred  on  the  previous  evening.  "  D — n 
the  mihtary  gentleman.  What  do  you  ask  for  tlmt 
lot  of  plants  ?" 

"  Wee!,  Sir,"  replied  the  nurseryman  ;  "  I'm  just 
thinkin'  I  eanna  in  conscience  tak'  leas  than  twa 

Gingerly's  hand  was  instantly  in  his  pocket. 

"  Ten,"  added  the  wily  professor  of  the  most  in- 
nocent and  moat  ancient  calling  on  earth. 

Gingerly  paid  the  man  the  sum  he  demand- 
ed, though  not  without  a  passing  reflection  m 
his  own  mind  on  the  unsettled  meaning  of  the  term 
'  conscience.' 

"  Now,"  said  Gingerly,  "  I  have  paid  you  hand- 
aomely  for  these  things,  and  I  shall  eipeet  in  return 
that  my  instructions  will  be  strictly  attended  to  eon- 
cerning  the  delivery  of  them.  They  must  be  left  at 
Mrs.  Bustle's  boarding-house,  at  Brighton,  at  half- 
past  nine  precisely.  Should  the  carrier  je  asked 
who  sent  them,  be  must  say  he  doesn't  know.  He 
mast  simply  leave  the  plants,  and,  along  with  them, 
this  card."  Saying  which,  he  took  a  card  from  his 
pocket;  and,  having  scratched  through  his  own 
name  so  carefully  as  to  allow  of  its  being  read,  he 
wrote  on  the  other  side  ;  "  These,  the  fairest  of  the 
vegetable  creation,  to  the  Eairest  of  the  human  cre- 

There !  thought  Gmgerly,  as  he  retraced  his  stepB 
to  Brighton;  1  think, my  miKtary gentleman,  I  have 
now  done  your  business  for  you.  The  hint  about 
strewing  the  road  to  her  heart  with  flowers  was 
pretty  ^ain ;  and  I  have  strewed  it  to  the  tone  of 
two-pound- ten.  The  card  is  ingeniously  contrived, 
though  sending  it  is  a  hold  Step,  certainly  ;  but  it 
will  prevent  mistake.  At  any  rate.  Master  Hobnml, 
you  shall  not  smuggle  my  trophies  this  time, 
"  These,  the  fairest  of  the  vegetable  creation,  to  the 
fairest  of  the  human  creationl"  That's  a  touch 
above  an  attorney's  clerk,  I  flatter  myself.  A  deli- 
cate atteuUon,  and  elegantly  contrived! 
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DELICATE  ATTENTIONS. 


For  reaaona  best  known  to  himself,  Gingerly, 
this  particular  occasion,  tooi<  hia  brealifaBt  at  t 
York.     Hia  walk  had  giv<^n  him  an  appetite,  which 
he  inflicted,  in  all  its  sigor,  upon  the  cold  chicken, 
and  ham,  and  eggs,  and  rolls,  which  were   pla      ' 
tiefore  him.     Tbia  ended,  he  returned  to  Hm,  1 
tie's  ;  and  appeared  in  the  dining-room  just  as 
general  breakfast  was  served.     The  part;  coii^sted 
of  the  same  persona  as  were  assembled  at   dinner 
on  the  day  before,  and  Hobnill  was  seated  ne 
Hiss  Betsy  as  upon  that  occasion.    Gingerly  b 
fortunate  as  to  find  a  chair  immediately  apposite  to 
his  idol,  and  next  to  him  was  his  friend  Damper. 

"  Don't  you  take  any  thing,  Mr.  Gingerly  ?"  said 
Mrs.  Bustle  to  him,  after  he  had  sat  some  timi 
occupied  at  table. 

"  1.  ....  m  take  half  a  cup  of  weak  tea,  thank 
you.  Madam,"  replied  he,  in  a  tender  tone,  and  with 
a  sigh. 

"  But  don't  you  eat  any  thing.  Sir?" 

■I  have  no  appetite,"  was  the  reply,  with 


"  Then,  decidedly,  you  ore  in  love,"  continued  the 


the 

By  the  most  fortunate 
stances — (fortunate  for    Gingerly'a   cause)- 
whilat  Mrs.  Bustle  was  uttering  theae  worda,  Jenny, 
one  of  the  maids,  entered  the  room, 

"Please,  mum,"  said  Jenny,  "hasn't  nobody  ■ 
dered  no  flowers  to  be  sent  here?" 

Gingerly  turned  pale,  and  his  heart  beat  against 
hia  side  as  if  it  would  haye  'jumped  through  ' ' 


"Not  that  I  am  aware  of,"  replied  Mrs.  Bi 
And,  having   looited  inquiringly  round    the  table 
without  receiving  any  reply,  she  continued  :  "N 
Jenny  ;  it  is  a  mistake  :  they  are  not  for  here." 

Jenny  went  out,  but  presently  returned.  "Plea 
mum,  the  man  says  he  is  sure'  on  it  as  how  they  a 
for  here;  he  says  Mrs.  Bustle's  boarding-ijous 
quite  distinct:  and  he  had  a  card  to  leave  along 
with  them,  only  he  had  the  misfort'n'  to  lose  it  by 
the  way,  which,  howsomever,  isn't  of  no  conee- 
qaence,  as  he  has  found  the  house  without  H." 

Oingeriy's  heart  sank  in  his  bosom. 

"  Do  go,  Betsy,  my  love,  and  see  what  all  this  is 
about,"  said  Mrs.  Bustle. 

Betsy  obeyed.  Scarcely  had  she  left  the  room, 
when,  with  eyes  sparkling  with  joy,  she  bounded  in 
again. 

"0,  George!"  she  eiclaimed,  "How  ™ry  foolish 
of  you  I  It  ifl  a  delicate  attention,  truly  delicate, 
indeed !  but  you  shouldn't  have  done  it." 

"  Done  it !   done  what  ?"  inquired  George. 

"  Now,  how  silly  it  is  of  you  lo  pretend  astonish- 
ment, George,  dear— Go,  Jenny,  and  see  those  flow- 
ers taken  ven/  carelully  up  into  my  room. — 0,  Mam- 
ma !  they  are  such  loves !— It  ia  very  foolish  of  you, 
George  :  but,  oettiunly,  never  any  thing  in  my  life 
gave  me  half  so  much  pieaaure ! " 

"Paw  my  life,  Betsy,  I'm  pmrfectly  ignorant  of 
what  you  mean  ;"  said  HobniU. 

"You  ridiculoua  creature!  where  is  the  use  of 
your  denying  it,  when  they  are  the  very  plants, 
every  one  of  them,  which  I  selected  last  night,  and 
you  tried  to  bargain  for." 

"  I  iawlemly  declooi* ." 

"What's  the  meaning  of  all  this?"  eiclaimed 
Captain  O'Popper.  "If  you  didn't  send  Betsy  those 
plants,  Mr.  George,  why,  somebody  elae  did ;  and 
as  nobody  etee  haa  the  smallest  right  ia  the  univer- 1 


sal  world  to  take  such  a  liberty,  that  other  some- 
body, whoever  he  may  be,  is  an  imperlintnt  fellow. 
There's  a  bit  of  logic  for  you.  But  III  beat  about 
till  I  discover  who  this  somebody  ia;  and  then  we 
shall  see  whether  Mr.  Somebody  or  Captain  O'Pop- 
per ia  the  best  man  at  ten  paces." 

"  Lord,  Sic !"  said  Betsy,  "  it  is  George. — Now — 
now,  hold  your  tongue,  George,  and  don't  deny  il, 
unless  you'd  make  me  very  angry.  1  knew  them 
every  one  again  the  instant  I  saw  them.  Besides," 
added  she,  (at  the  same  dme  bestowing  upon  him  a 
tender  look,  and  gently  placing  the  lips  of  her  deli- 
cate fingers  on  his  arm,)—"  besides,  dear  George,  it 
ia  so  completely  your  style  of  thing !" 

George,  finding  denial  to  be  in  v^n,  relinquished 
the  contest.  He  looked  at  his  watch,  rose  from 
table,  and  announced  the  necesdty  of  his  return  to 
Shoreham. 

That's  something,  and  be  hanged  to  him,  thought 
Gingerly. 

"  And  must  you  go  back  this  morning,  George  ?" 
inquired  Betsy.  "Well,  if  you  must— —But  just 
stop  a  moment."  She  ran  out  of  the  room,  and, 
after  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  returned  with  a 
handful  of  flowers.  "  Here,  George,"  she  said  (as 
she  placed  one  of  them  in  his  button-hole,  and  put 
the  others,  carefully  made  up  in  a  sheet  of  writing 
paper,  into  his  hand)  "take  these.  I  plucked  some 
of  the  most  beautiful  of  them  for  you,  for  no  one 
has  a  better  right  to  them  than  you.  Good  bye, 
George ! — And,  George ;  be  sure  you  come  back  ta 
dinner  to-day,  for  I  shall  want  you  to  walk  with  me 
to  Aunt  HeathGelds  again  this  evening." 

The  feelings  of  poor  Gingetiy,  during  this  scene, 
may  be  (to  use  a  phrase,  the  originaUty  of  which  is 
not  insisted  upon)  may  be  more  easily  conceived 
than  described.  'The  rival  having  fairly  taken  his 
departure.  Gingerly  rose  from  hia  seat,  walked  to 
the  window,  back  again  to  the  table,  resumed  his 
""'  walked  towards  the  fire-plac 


to  the   window,  then  to  the   door,   and— out  .._ 
rushed. 

"  Is  your  friend  ill  ?"  sajd  Mrs.  Bustle  to  Damper, 
"Ifear  so,"  rcphed  Damper;  "I'll  follow  him." 
But  Damper  knew  very  well  the  eauaeof  his  friend's 
diaorder. 

Damper  sought  Gingeriy  all  over  the  house,  but 
he  was  nowhere  io  be  found.  He  then  went  out — 
paced  the  Marine  Parade— traversed  the  Steyne — 
East  Chff— West  Cliff— up  one  street— down  an- 
other— looked  into  all  the  libraries — but  to  no  pur- 
pose. He  neither  saw,  nor  could  he  hear,  any  thing 
of  Gingerly.  He  became  alartned.  He  went  to  the 
Chain  Pier,  and  walked,  hurriedly,  to  the  end  of  it. 
But  there  was  no  Gingerly.  "  Can  he  have  been  so 
rash !"  exclaimed  Damper.  One  of  the  men  belong- 
ing to  the  Pier  was  sitting  smoking  a  pipe  on  Uie 
signal-gun.  Damper  approached  him.  With  qome 
hesitation.  Damper  said,  "Pray — pray,  my  good 
friend — ^bave  you  seen  an  elderly  gentleman  throw 
imself  into  the  aea  within  these  two  hours  ?" 

The  man  deliberately  took  his  pipe  from  his 
louth,  did  what  smokers  are  in  the  habit  of  doing 
upon  such  anoccaaion,  and,  after  leisurely  scratching 
bis  head,  said — 

"An  elderly  gentleman.  Sir?— Let  me  see! — an 
elderlff  gentleman.  Why — a — no.  Sir,  I  can't  say 
I  have.  But  if  I  should  see  e'er  a  one  in  the 
urac  of  the  a'ternoon,  where  shall  I  have  the 
easure  of  letting  you  know  ?" 
Damper  retraced  his  steps,  and  soon,  lo  his  great 
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joj,  met  Gingerly.  The  latter  allowed  him  no  time 
to  epealt,  but  thus,  at  oQce,  accosted  him  : — 

"It  is  awful!  truly  awful!  Would  you  believe  it  ? 
That  rascally  attorney's  clerk  who  walked  off  with 
those  ftowera — with  the  credit  of  the  little  act  of 
gallantry,  too — they  were  mj  flowers — it  waal  who 
teat  them." 

"  I  would  have  sworn  it,"  replied  Damper.  "  To 
repeat  Miss  Betey's  words,  it  was  '  so  completely 
your  style  of  thing.'  But  let  me  congratulate  you 
on  finding  you  alive :  I  began  to  fear  you  had  com- 
mitted some  desperate  act." 

"Why,  no,  I  have  not  yet  done  so.  An  inge- 
nious expedient  has  occurred  to  mo  ; — I'll  try  it — 1 
don't  think  it  can  fail,  for  the  dear  girl  haa  a  great 
deal  of  feeling." 

"True,"  replied  Damper,  "but  not  one  particle 
for  you.  Be  wise,  book  a  place  in  the  four  o'clock 
coach,  and  return  to  town.  All  your  ingenioua  ex- 
pedients, all  your  delicate  attentions,  have  turned  to 
the  advantage  of  the  interesting  Hobnili;  and  take 
my  word  for  it  that " 

"I  won't  listen  to  any  thing  you  can  say,"  cried 
Gingerly,  interrupting  him.  "This  cannot  fail— at 
kaat  if  you  wil!  second  me  in  it." 

For  some  time  Damper  refused  to  have  any  thing 
more  to  do  with  the  ailkir;  but,  upon  Gingerly's 
promise  that,  sliould  his  next  dehcate  attention  be 
no  more  successful  than  the  others,  he  would  aban- 
don the  pursuit  of  the  fair  Betsy,  and  return  to  his 
'quiet  chambers  in  Lyon's  Inn,  Damper  undertook  to 
assist  him.  Thus  pledged,  he  listened  patiently  to 
Gingerly's  instruotions  ;  the  result  of  which  is  now 


"  Why,  the  iact  is.  Miss  Bustle— I— I  am  afraid  to 
Bcquunt  you  with  it,  but  sooner  or  later  you  must 
know  it;  tepUed  Damper,  who  was  almost  ashamed 
of  the  ridiculous  commission  he  had  undertaken. 

"  Good  heavens  !  what  has  happened  ?"  exclwrned 

"  Why — this  morning,  a  gentleman,  a  ce, 
gentleman,  went  into  "TuppeD's  Library.  Scarcely 
had  he  entered,  when  he  heard  another  gentleman 
■mention  your  name  in  a  way  uot  altogether  reapect- 
fti!.  This,  the  gentleman, — that  is  to  say,  the  ixr- 
(ain  gentleman, — could  not  endure.  He  struck  the 
other;  a  chalienge  ensued;  withhi  an  hour  after- 
■wards  they  met  on  the  downs;  exchanged  shots; 
and  the  gentleman,  your  champion,  was  wounded." 

"Wounded  I  who  was  it  f  inquired  Miss  Bustle. 

Now  comes  the  trial,  thought  Damper. — "It  i 
one,"  said  he,  "who  takes  the  deepest  interest  ii 
evety  thing  that  concerns  you.  In  short — for  the 
circumstances  of  the  case  compel  me  to  speak  out 
— he  entertains  for  you  the  most  unbounded  affec- 
tion ;  and,  as  you  already  possess  his  heart,  he  has 
authorized  me  to " 

Betsy  Bustle  fainted  ;  Damper  rang  the  bell  vio- 
lently.   In  a  moment  there  was  Mrs.  Bustle,  aal  wo- 


latiU,  Captain  OTopper,  hartshorn,  George  Hob- 
nili, burnt  brown  paper,  and  all  the  lodgers.  In  the 
■  ■  ,  of  the  confusion  Gingerly  (with  a  lackadaisi- 
r,  and  his  left  arm  in  a  fling)  entered  the  room, 
and  stood,  unperceived,  behind  the  crowd  which 
was  pressing  about  the  l^ir  fainter.  Not  ahtUe  de- 
lighted was  he  at  the  effect  produced  by  this,  hia 
'    ',  and  most  ingenious  eipedient. 

Betsy,  my  child,   what  is  the  matter?"  cried 
Urs.  Bustle. 

"Betsy,  my  dew,  what  is  the  matter?"  echoed 
George. 

Either  these  sounds,  or  the  burnt  brown  paper, 

'  the  hartshorn,  or  the  tal  volatile,  or  perhaps,  the 

ffocaling  pressure  of  the   persons  about  her — a 

rcumstance  inevitable  on  occasions  of  this  nature 

-revived  her.     She  opened  her  eyes;  and  the  first 

object  she  beheld  was  George,  kneeling  at  her  side, 

and  officiating  as  administerer  of  the  burnt  brown 

paper  aforesaid.     She   burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

'    soon  as  she  was  sutflctently  recovered  to  speak, 

threw  herself  into  hia  arms,  and  esctaimed: 

Oh  I  George  I  how  emiid  you  be  so  foolish  as  to 

ose  your  dear,   your   precious  life,  on  my  ac- 

nt?    Had  any  thing  fatal  happened  to  you,  I 

should  have  gone  distracted)     But  whereabouts 


"Now  don't  deceive  me,  George ;  let  me  know 
the  worst.  But  your  endeavoring  to  conceal  it 
from  me  is  so  like  you  I  It  is  so  very  delicate.  Oh  \ 
Mamma !  after  this,  can  you  refuse  to »" 

"  I  understand  you,  my  dear  child :  you  have  my 
consent ;  and,  with  the  consent  of  George's  parents, 
the  banns  shall  be  published  on  Sunday. 

"George,"  said  the  Captain,  "I  didn't  think  you 
had  so  much  in  you.  But  you  are  a  brave  fellbn  ; 
BO,  as  to  the  consent,  by  the  powers !  I  say  ditto  to 
that.  And  Mrs.  Bustle,"  said  he  in  a  whisper  to 
the  lady ;  "  as  we  are  both  in  a  consenting  mood,  let 
us  consent  to  marry  one  another  at  the  same  time." 

"Oh  I  Captain!"  was  the  lady's  laconic,  but  es- 
presaive,  reply. 

Gingerly,  pale,  and  trembling  from  head  to  foot 
with  rage  and'  disappointment,  was  about  to  rush 
forward  and  explain;  but  he  was  restrained  by  an 
admonitory  gesture  from  his  friend. 

"My  dear  Gingeriy,"  said  Damper,  taking  him 
aside;  "remember  your  promise  ;  the  four  tfclock 
coach  and  Lyon's  Inn.  Keep  your  own  counsel :  so 
shall  you  appear  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  none  hut 
of  an  old  and  trusty  friend.  Your  ingenious  con- 
trivances, from  first  to  last,  liave  all  turned  to 
the  advantage  of  your  rival;  nor  have  you  the 
credit  of  being  even  snspected  of  the  small- 
est of  them.  If  you  are  resolved  to  marry,  say 
'  Will  yoKp  to  the  first  woman  you  may  happen  to 
meet ;  for,  rely  on  it,  at  your  time  of  life,  you  are 
not  likely  to  entrap  a  female  heart  by  Delicate 
Attentions.' 


BiTB.^ — ■"  Are  you  looking  for  any  one  in  particu- 
lar?" as  the  mite  said  to  the  microscope. 

"  Tou  can't  make  a  noise  hero,"  as  the  wooden 
pavement  said  to  the  omnibus. 

Why  should  a  quill  pen  never  be  used  in  inditing 
Lfcret  matters?    Because  it  is  apt  to  iplit. 


■'  Toung  men  taken  in  and  done  for,"  as  the  shark 
said  to  the  ship's  crew. 

"I'm  particularly  uneasy  on  this  point,"  as  the 
fly  said  when  the  young  gentleman  stuck  him  on 
the  end  of  a  needle. 
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THE    WOOINO   OF   MASTER  FOX. 


THE    WOOING    OF    MASTER    FOS, 


urid.] 


lis  of  the  Pos'b  VTiH^Hf  bss  been  eompo 
QODgat  OS,  tbou^h  frequent  among  the  li 
rn — drawn,  too,  with  ahadoB  of  dlatiDctl' 


Ih  the  time  of  which  T  am  about  to  epeak,  there 
VBS  no  particular  enmity  betneen  the  various  species 
of  brut«8 ;  the  dog  and  the  hare  chatted  very  agree- 
ably together,  and  all  the  world  kuows  that  the 
irolf,  uoacquunted  with  mutton,  had  a  particular 
affection  for  the  lamb.  In  these  happy  days,  two 
most  respectable  cate,  of  very  old  family,  bad  an 
only  daughter :  never  was  kitten  more  amiable  or 
more  seducing^  aa  ehe  grew  up  she  manifeMed  bo 
many  charms,  that  in  a  little  while  she  became 
noted  as  the  grealesC  beauty  in  the  neighborhood : 
her  skin  was  of  the  most  dehcate  tortcise  shell,  her 
paws  were  smoofher  than  velvet,  her  whiskers  were 
twelve  Inches  long  at  the  least,  and  her  eyes  had  a 
gentleness  altogether  astonishing  in  a  cat.  But  if 
the  young  beauty  had  suitors  in  plenty  during  the 
lives  of  monsieur  ajid  madame,  the  number  was  not 
diminished,  when,  at  the  age  of  two  years  and  a 
half,  she  w^  left  an  orphan,  and  sole  heiress  to  alt 
the  hereditary  property.  In  fine,  she  was  the  richest 
marriage  in  lie  whole  country.  Without  troubUng 
vou  with  the  adventures  of  the  rest  of  her  lovers, 
with  their  suit,  and  their  rejection,  I  come  at  once 
to  the  two  rivals  most  sanguine  of  success — the  dog 
and  the  foi. 

Now,  the  dog  was  a  handsome,  honest,  straight- 
forward, afTcctlonato  fellow.  "For  my  part,"  said 
he,  "  I  don't  wonder  at  my  cousin's  refusing  Bruin 
the  bear,  and  Gauntgrim  the  wolf:  Ui  be  sure  they 
{rive  themselves  great  airs,  and  call  themselves  '  «o- 
Me,'  but  what  then  ?  Bruin  is  always  in  l^e  sulks, 
and  Gauntgrim  always  In  a  passion ;  .a  cat  of  any 
sensibility  would  lead  a  miserable  life  with  them :  as 
for  me,  lam  very  good-tempered  when  I'm  not  put 
out ;  and  I  have  no  fault  except  that  of  being  angry 
if  disturbed  at  my  meals,  I  am  young  aad  good 
looking,  fond  of  play  and  amusement,  and  altogether 
as  agreeable  a  husband  as  a  cat  could  find  in  a  sum- 
mer's day.  If  she  marries  me,  well  and  goodj  she 
may  have  her  property  settled  on  herself:  If  not,  I 
Shalt  bear  her  no  malice  ;  and  I  hope  I  sha'n't  be 

>o  much  in  love  to  forget  that  there  are  other  cats 


n  the  w 


rid.' 


and  Se 

Now  the  foi  heard  the  dogtalking  thus  to  himself 
— for  the  fos  was  always  peeping  about,  in  holes 
and  comers,  and  he  burst  out  Sr-laughing  when  the 
dog  was  out  of  »ght. 

"  Ho,  ho,  my  fine  fellow !"  said  he  ;  "  not  so  fast. 
If  you  please;  you've  got  the  fox  for  a  rival,  let  me 
tell  you." 

The  fox,  as  you  very  well  know,  is  a  beast  that 
can  never  do  any  thing  without  a,  manisuvre  ;  and 
as,  from  his  cunning,  he  was  generally  very  lucky 
in  any  thing  he  undertook,  he  did  not  doubt  for  a 
moment  tbat  he  should  put  the  dog's  nose  out  of 
jomt.  Reynard  was  aware  that  in  love  one  should 
always,  if  possible,  be  the  first  in  the  Held,  and  he, 
therefore,  resolved  to  get  the  start  of  the  dog  and 
arrive  before  him  at  the  cat's  residence.    But  this 


A  the  Epglieh  reitderui  Idea  of  Che  epMids  of  novel  not  na- 
our  Irish  neLghbora;  in  which  the  bmtej  are  the  onirchsr- 
9  snd  Bnhlio  as  if  they  were  the  orEatnrea  of  the  clvjllsed 

was  no  easy  matter ;  for  though  Reynard  could  run 
taster  than  the  dog  for  a  little  way,  he  was  no  match 
for  himin  a  journey  of  some  distance.  "  However," 
said  Reynard,  "  those  good-natured  creatures  are 
never  very  wise ;  and  I  think  I  know  already  what 
will  make  hira  bait  on  his  way." 

With  that,  the  foi  trotted  pretty  fast  by  a  short 
cut  In  the  woods,  and  getting  before  the  dog,  laid 
himself  down  by  a  hole  in  the  earth,  and  began  to 
howl  most  piteously. 

The  dog,  hearing  the  noise,  was  very  much 
alarmed  ;  "  See  now,"  said  he,  "If  the  poor  foi  has 
not  got  himself  into  some  scrape!  Those  cunning 
creatures  are  always  in  mischief;  thank  heaven,  it 
never  comes  into  my  head  to  be  cunning '."  And 
the  good-natured  animal  ran  off  as  hard  as  he  could 
to  sec  what  was  the  matter  with  the  fox. 


"Oh, dear!"  cried  Beynard ;  "wiiat  shall  1  do, 
what  shall  I  do  I  my  poor  little  sister  has  fallen  Into 
this  hole,  and  I  can't  get  her  out — she'll  certainly 
be  smothered."  And  the  fox  burst  out  a-howling 
more  piteously  than  before. 

"  But,  my  dear  Keynard,"  quoth  the  dog  very 
simply,  "why  don't  you  go  in  after  your  aisterp" 

"Ah,  you  may  well  ask  that,"  said  the  fox;  "but, 
In  trying  to  get  in,  don't  you  perceive  that  I  have 
sprained  my  bacic,  and  can't  stir?  Oh,  dear!  what 
shall  I  do  if  my  poor  little  aster  is  smothered!" 

"Pray  don't  vex  yourself,"  said  the  dog;  "ITl 
get  her  out  in  an  instant :"  and  with  that  he  forced 
himself  with  great  difficulty  into  the  hole. 

Now,  no  sooner  did  the  ibi  see  that  the  dog  was 
fairly  in,  than  he  rolled  a  great  stone  to  the  mouth 
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of  the  hole,  and  fitted  it  eO  tight,  that  the  dog,  not 
being  able  to  turn  round  and  scratch  againjt  it  with 
his  fore-pawa,  was  mode  a  close  prisoner. 

"Ha,  ha!"  cried  Reynard,  laughing  outside; 
"amuse  yoarself  with  my  poor  little  sister,  while  I 
go  and  make  your  conipliment^  to  Uademoiscile  the 

With  that  Reynard  set  off  at  an  easy  pace,  never 
troubling  bis  head  nbat  became  of  the  poor  dog. 
When  he  arrived  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  beau- 
tiful cat'a  mansion,  he  resolved  to  pay  a  viait  to  a 
friend  ofhia,  an  old  magpie  that  lived  in  a  tree,  and 
was  well  acquainted  with  all  the  news  of  the  place. 
"For,"  thought  Eeynard,  "  I  may  aa  well  know  the 
blind  side  of  my  mietrcBS  that  is  to  be,  and  get 
round  it  at  once." 

The  magpie  receifed  the  foi  with  great  cordiality, 
Mid  inquired  what  brought  him  50  great  a  dista,nce 
from  home. 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  the  foi,  "nothing  so 
much  as  the  pleasure  of  seeing  your  ladyship,  and 
hearing  those  agreeable  anecdotes  you  Cell  with  so 
charming  n  grace  ;  but,  to  let  you  into  a  secret — be 
sure  it  don't  go  farther — " 

"  On  the  word  of  a  magpie,"  interrupted  the  bird. 

"Pardon  me  for  doubting  you,"  eontinued  the 
fox  ;  "  I  should  have  recollected  that  a  pie  was  a 
proTcrb  for  discretion.  But,  as  I  was  Baying,  you 
know  her  majesty  the  lioness  ?" 

"  Sui'ely,"  said  the  magpie,  bridling. 

"  Weil ;  she  was  pleased  to  fall  in— that  is  to  say 
— to — to — lake  a  caprice  to  your  humble  servant, 
and  the  lion  grew  so  .jealous  that  I  thought  it  pru- 
dent to  decamp.  A  jealous  lion  is  no  joke,  let  me 
assure  your  ladyship.    But  mum's  the  wori" 

So  grsat  a  piece  of  news  delighted  the  magpie. 
She  coidd  not  but  repay  it  in  kind,  by  all  the  news 
in  her  budget.  She  told  the  fox  all  the  scandal 
about  Bruin  and  GauDtgrim,  and  she  then  fell  to 
worli  on  the  poor  young  cat.  She  did  not  spare 
her  foibleB,'youmaybe  quite  sure.  The  fox  listened 
with  great  attention,  and  he  learned  enough  to  con- 
vince him,  that  however  much  the  magpie  might 
eia^erate,  the  cat  was  very  susceptible  to  flattery, 
and  had  a  great  deal  of  imagination. 

When  the  magfde  had  linished,  she  said,  "  But  it 
must  be  very  unfortunate  for  you  to  he  banished 
&om  so  magnificent  a  couri;  as  that  of  the  lion  ?" 

"  As  to  that,"  answered  the  fox,  "  I  consoled  my- 
Belf  for  my  exile  with  a  present  his  majesty  made 
me  on  parting,  as  a  reward  for  my  aniiety  for  his 
honor  and  domestic  tranquillity ;  namely,  three 
hairs  from  the  fifth  leg  of  the  amorouthologosphorus. 
Only  think  of  that,  ma'am  1" 

"The  what?"  cried  the  pie,  cocking  down  her 
left  ear. 

"The  amoronthologoaphoms." 

"  La !"  said  the  magpie  ;  "  and  what  is  that  very 
long  word,  my  dear  Reynard  ?" 

"The  amoronthologosphorus  is  a  beast  that  lives 
on  the  other  Kde  of  the  river  Cylini;  it  has  five 
legs,  and  on  the  fifth  leg  there  are  three  hairs,  and 
whoever  has  those  three  hairs  can  be  young  and 
beautiful  for  ever." 

"  Bless  me  I  I  wish  you  would  let  me  see  them," 
Bud  the  pie,  holding  out  her  claw. 

"  Would  that  I  could  oblige  you,  ma'am ;  but  it's 
as  much  as  my  life's  worth  to  show  them  to  any 
but  the  lady  I  marry.  In  fact,  they  only  have  an 
effect  on  the  lair  sex,  as  you  may  see  by  myself, 
whose  poor  person  they  utterly  fail  to  improve : 


they  are,  therefore,  intended  for  a  marriage  present, 
and  his  majesty  the  lion  thus  generously  atoned  to 
me  for  relinquishing  the  tenderness  of  his  queen. 
One  must  confess  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of 
delicacy  in  the  gift.  But  you'll  be  sure  not  to  men- 
tion it." 

"  A  magpie  gossip,  indeed  !"  quoth  the  old  blab. 

The  foi  then  wished  the  magpie  good  night,  and 
retired  to  a  hole  to  sleep  off  the  fatigues  of  the  day, 
before  he  presented  himself  to  the  beautiful  young 

The  next  morning,  heaven  knows  howf  it  was 
all  over  ihe  place  that  Reynard  the  fox  had  been 
banished  from  court  for  the  lavor  shown  him  by 
her  majesty,  and  that  the  lion  had  bribed  his  de- 
parture with  three  hairs  that  would  make  any  lady 
whom  the  fox  married  young  and  beautiful  for 

The  cat  was  ihe  first  to  learn  the  news,  and  she 
became  al!  curiosity  to  sec  so  interesting  a  stranger, 
possessed  of  "  quahficalions"  which,  in  the  language 
of  the  day,  "  would  render  any  animal  happy !"  She 
was  not  long  without  obtaining  her  wish.  As  she 
was  taking  a  walk  in  the  wood,  the  fox  contrived  to 
encounter  her.  You  may  bo  sure  that  he  made 
her  his  best  bow;  and  he  flattered  the  poor  cat 
with  so  courtly  an  air  that  she  saw  nothing  surpris- 
ing in  the  love  of  the  Uoness. 

Meanwhile  let  us  see  what  became  of  his  rival, 
the  dog. 

"  When  the  dog  found  that  he  was  thus  entrapped, 
he  gave  himself  up  for  lost.  In  vain  he  kicked 
with  his  hind-legs  against  the  stone — he  only  suc- 
ceeded in  bruising  liis  paws  ;  and  at  length  he  was 
forced  to  he  down,  with  bis  tongue  out  of  his  mouth, 
and  quite  exhausted.  "  However,"  said  he,  after 
he  had  taken  breath,  "it  won't  do  to  be  starved 
here,  without  doing  my  best  to  escape ;  and  if  I 
can't  get  out  one  way,  let  me  see  if  there  is  not  a, 
hole  at  the  other  end."  Thns  saying,  his  courage, 
which  stood  him  in  lieu  of  cunning,  returned,  and 
he  proceeded  on  in  the  same  straightforward  way 
in  which  he  always  conducted  himself.  At  first  the 
path  was  eiceedingly  narrow,  and  he  hurt  his  aides 
very  niuch  against  the  rough  stores  that  projected 
from  the  earth.  But  by  degrees  the  way  became 
broader,  and  he  now  went  on  with  considerable 
ease  to  himself,  til!  he  arrived  in  a  large  cavern, 
where  he  saw  an  immense  griffln  sitting  on  his  tail, 
and  smoking  a  huge  pipe. 

The  dog  was  by  no  means  pleased  at  meeting  so 
suddenly  a  creature  that  had  only  to  open  his  mouth 
to  swallow  him  up  at  a  morsel ;  however  he  put  a 
bold  face  on  the  danger,  and  walking  respectfully 
up  to  the  griffin,  said,  "  Sir,  I  should  be  very  much 
obliged  to  you  if  you  would  inform  me  the  way  out 
of  these  holes  into  the  upper  world." 

The  grifSn  took  the  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  and 
looked  at  the  dog  very  sternly. 

"  Ho,  wretch !"  said  he,  "  how  comest  thou  hilJi- 
er?  1  suppose  thou  wantest  to  steal  my  treasure  : 
but  I  know  how  to  treat  such  vagabonds  as  you,  and 
I  shall  certainly  eat  you  up," 

"  You  can  do  that  if  you  choose,"  said  the  dog ; 
"but  it  would  be  verj-  unhandsome  conduct  in  an 
animal  so  much  bigger  than  myself.  For  my  own 
part,  I  never  attack  any  dog  that  is  not  of  equal 
size:  I  should  be  ashamed  of  myself  if  I  did.  And 
as  to  your  treasure,  the  character  1  bear  for  honesty 
is  too  well  known  to  merit  such  a  sospidon." 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  the  griflSn,  who  could  not 
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help  Bmiliog  for  the  life  of  him,  "  jou  haTe  a  siogu- 
larly  free  mode  of  expressing  yourself; — and  how, 
I  say,  came  yoa  hither  ?" 

Then  the  dog,  who  did  not  know  what  a  lie  was, 
told  the  griffin  hia  whole  history, — how  he  had  set 
off  to  pay  his  court  to  the  cat,  and  how  Keynard 
the  fox  had  entrapped  him  into  the  bole. 

When  he  liad  finished,  the  grifQn  said  to  him,  "  I 
Bee,  my  friend,  that  yon  know  how  to  speak  the 
truth ;  I  am  in  want  of  just  such  a  servant  as  you 
will  make  me,  therefore  stay  with  me  and  keep 
watch  OTer  my  treasure  when  I  sleep." 

"  Two  words  to  that,"  siud  the  dog.  "  Tou  have 
hurt  my  feelings  very  much  by  suspecting  my  hon- 
esty, and  I  would  much  sooner  go  back  into  the 
wood  and  be  avenged  on  that  scoundrel  the  fox, 
than  serve  a  master  who  has  so  ill  an  opinion  of  me. 
I  pray  you,  therefore,  to  dismiss  me,  and  to  put  me 
in  the  right  way  to  my  coudn  the  cat." 

"I  am  not  a  griffin  of  many  words,"  answereS 
the  master  of  the  cavern,  "and  I  give  you  your 
choice — be  my  servant,  or  be  my  breakfast;  it  is 
just  the  same  to  me.  I  ^ve  you  time  to  decide  till 
I  have  smoked  out  my  pipe." 

The  poor  dog  did  not  take  so  long  to  consider. 
"  It  is  true,"  thought  he,  "  that  it  is  a  great  misfor- 
tnne  to  Uve  in  a  cave  with  a  griffin  of  so  unpleaaant 
a.  countenance :  but,  probably,  if  I  serve  him  well 
and  ^thfully,  he'll  take  pitv  on  mc  some  day,  and 
let  me  go  back  to  earth,  and  prove  to  my  eouan 
what  a  rogue  the  fox  is ;  and  as  to  the  rest,  though 
I  would  sell  my  life  as  dear  as  I  could,  It  is  impos- 
eitiie  to  fight  a  giiffin  witli  a  mouth  of  so  monstrous 
a  size."  —  In  short,  he  decided  to  stay  with  the 
griffin. 

"Shake  a  paw  on  it,"  quoth  the  grim  smoker; 
and  the  dog  ^ook  paws. 


"  And  now,"  sBJd  the  griffin,  "  I  will  tell  yoa  what 
you  are  to  do — look  here ;"  and,  moving  his  liul,  hi 
showed  the  dog  a,  great  heap  of  gold  and  silver,  it 
a  hole  in  the  ground,  that  he  had  covered  with  thi 
folds  of  his  tail ;  and  also,  what  the  dog  thought 


more  valuable,  a  great  heap  of  bones  of  very  tempt- 
ing appearance. 

"Now,"  said  the  griffin,  "during  the  day,  I  can 
lake  very  good  care  of  these  myself;  but  at  night 
it  is  very  necessary  that  1  should  go  to  sleep :  so 
when  I  sleep,  you  must  watch  over  them  instead 

o  the  gold  and 


ofm 


Very  well,"  said  the  dog.    ' 
iver,   I  have    no    objection ;    out  i  wouiQ  muon 
.ther  JOU  would  lock  up  the  bones,  for  I'm  otlen 
hungry  of  a  night,  and—" 

"  Hold  your  toTigue,"  said  the  griffin. 
"But,  Sir,"  said  the  dog,  after  a  short  silence, 
"surely  nobody  ever  comes  into  so  retired  a  situa- 
bion  I     Who  are  the  thieves,  if  I  may  make  bold  to 

Know,"  answered  the  griffin,  "that  there  are  a 

great  many  serpents  in  this  neighborhood,  they  are 

trying  to  steal  my  treasure ;  and  if  they 

catch  me  napping,  they,  not  contented  with  theft, 

would  do  their  best  to  sting  me  to  death.     So  that 

im  almost  worn  out  for  want  of  sleep." 

"Ah!"  quoth  the  dog,  who  was  fond  of  a  good 

ght's  rest,  "  I  don't  envy  you  your  treasure.  Sir." 

At  night,  the  griffin,  who  had  a  great  deal  of 

penetration,  and  saw  that  he  might  depend  on  the 

dog,  laid  down  to  sleep  in  another  corner  of  the 

cave ;  and  the  dog,  shaking  himself  well,  so  as  to 

be  quite  awake,  took  watch  over  the  treasure.    His 

mouth  watered  exceedingly  at  the  bones,  and  he 

could  not  help  smelling  them  now  and  then ;  but  he 

Bud  to  himseli^ — "  A  bargain's  a  bargun,  and  since 

I  have  promised  to  serve  the  griffin,  I  must  serve 

him  as  a,n  honest  dog  ought  to  serve." 

In  the  middle  of  the  night,  he  saw  a  great  snake 
creeping  in  by  the  side  of  the  cave,  but  the  dog  set 
up  so  loud  a  bark  that  the  griffin  awoke,  and  the 
snake  crept  away  as  fast  as  he  could.  Then  the 
griffin  was  very  much  pleased,  and  he  gave  the  dog 
one  of  the  bones  to  amuse  himself  with  ;  and  every 
night  the  dog  watched  the  treasure,  and  acquitted 
himself  so  well,  that  not  a  snake,  at  last,  dared  to 
make  its  appearance; — so  the  griffin  enjoyed  an 
excellent  night's  rest. 

The  dog  now  found  himself  much  more  comforts- 
b)e  than  he  expected.  The  griffin  regularly  gave 
him  one  of  the  hones  far  supper ;  and,  pleased  with 
his  fideUtj,  made  himself  as  agreeable  a  master  as 
a  griffin  could  do.  Still,  however,  the  dog  was  se- 
cretly very  anxious  to  return  to  earth ;  for,  having 
nothing  to  do  during  the  day  but  to  doze  on  the 
ground,  he  dreamed  perpetually  of  his  cousin  the 
cat's  charms ;  and,  in  fancy,  he  gave  the  rascal 
Reynard  as  hearty  a  worry  as  a  fox  may  uell  have 
the  honor  of  receiving  from  a  dog's  paws.  He 
awoke  panting  —  alas!    he  could  not  realize  his 

One  night,  as  he  was  watching  as  usual  over  the 
treasure,  he  was  greatly  surprised  to  see  a  beautiful 
httle  black  and  white  dog  enter  the  cave;  and  it 
came  fawning  to  our  honest  friend,  wagging  its  tail 

"  Ah!  little  one,"  said  our  dog,  whom,  to  distin- 
guish, I  will  call  the  watch-dog,  "  you  had  better 
make  the  best  of  your  way  bacl^  ag^n.  See,  there 
is  a  great  griffin  asleep  in  the  other  corner  of  the 
eare,  and  if  he  wakes,  he  will  either  eat  you  up  or 
make  you  his  servant,  as  he  has  made  me.'' 

"  I  know  what  you  would  tell  me,"  says  the  little 
dog;  "and  I  have  come  down  here  to  deliver  you. 
The  stone  is  now  gone  from  the  mouth  of  the  cave, 
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and  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  back  with 

The  dog  was  very  much  eicited  by  this  address. 
"  Don't  ask  me,  my  dear  little  friend,"  said  ho ; 
"you  muat  be  aware  that  I  should  be  too  happy  to 
escape  out  of  this  cold  cave,  and  roll  on  the  soft 
turf  once  more :  but  if  I  leave  my  master,  the  grif- 
fin, those  cursed  serpents,  who  are  always  OD  the 
watch,  will  com    in      d     t  al  h'    t  —nay 

perhaps,  sting  him  t  d  h  Th  tb  bt  1  d  g 
came  up  to  th  w  t  h  d  g  d  m  tpat  d  w  h 
hitn  greatly,  adlkdh  seily        bh 

Bides  of  his  f  and    t  k    g  h  ui  b     th 

endeavored  to  draw  I  m  from  th    t    as  b  t 

the  dog  would       tst  tpti      ghhih      t 

sorely  pressed  h  At  1     °th  th    !i  tl     d        find 

ing  it  all  in  viu  ,  d,  W  11  th  ,flni  tl 
good  by ;  but  I  have  become  so  hungry  in  coming 
down  all  this  way  after  you,  that  I  wish  you  would 
pve  me  one  of  those  bones ;  they  smell  very  pleas- 
antly, and  one  out  of'  so  many  could  never  be 
miaaed." 

"Alast"  said  the  watch-dog,  mth  tears  in  his 
eyes,  "  how  unlucky  I  am  to  have  eat  up  the  bone 
my  master  gave  me,  otherwise  you  should  have  had 
it  and  weicome.  But  I  can't  give  you  one  of  these, 
because  my  master  baa  made  me  promise  to  watch 
over  them  all,  and  I  have  given  him  my  paw  on  it. 
I  am  sure  a  dog  of  your  respectable  appearance  will 
say  nothing  farther  on  the  subject." 

Then  the  little  dog  answered  pettishly,  "Pooh, 
what  nonsense  you  talk  I  surely  a  great  griffin  can't 
miss  a  little  bone,  fit  for  me ;"  and  nestling  his  nose 
under  the  watch-dog,  he  tried  forthwith  to  bring  up 
one  of  the  bones. 

On  this,  the  watch-dog  grew  angry,  and,  though 
with  much  reluctance,  he  seized  the  little  dog  by 
the  nape  of  the  neck  and  threw  him  off,  but  without 
hurting  him.  Suddenly,  the  little  dog  changed  into 
a  monstrous  serpent,  bigger  even  than  the  griffin 
himself,  and  the  watch-dog  barked  with  all  his 
might.  The  griffin  rose  in  a  great  hurry,  and  the 
serpent  sprang  upon  him  ere  he  was  welt  awatte. 
I  wish  you  could  have  seen  the  battle  between  the 
griffin  and  the  serpent,  how  they  coiled  and  twisted, 
and  bit  and  darted  their  fiery  tongues  at  each  other. 
At  length,  the  serpent  got  uppermost,  and  was 
about  to  plunge  his  tongue  into  that  part  of  the 
griffin  which  is  unprotected  by  Ms  scales,  when  the 
dog,  seizing  him  by  the  tail,  bit  him  so  sharply, 
that  he  could  not  help  turning  round  to  kill  his 
new  assailant,  and  the  griffin,  taking  advantage  of 
the  opportunity,  caught  the  serpent  by  the  throat 
with  both  claws,  and  fairly  strangled  him.  As  soon 
as  the  griffin  had  recovered  from  the  nervousness 
of  the  conflict,  he  heaped  all  manner  of  caresses  on 
the  dog  for  saving  his  life.  The  dog  told  him  the 
whole  story,  and  the  griffin  then  eiplained,  that 
the  dead  snake  was  the  king  of  the  serpents,  who 
had  the  power  to  change  himself  into  any  shape  he 
pleased.  "  H  he  had  tempted  you,"  said  he,  "  to 
leave  the  treasure  but  for  one  moment,  or  to  have 
given  him  any  part  of  it,  ay,  but  a  angle  bone,  he 
would  have  crushed  you  in  an  instant,  and  stung 
me  to  death  ere  I  could  have  waked  ^  but  none,  no, 
not  the  most  venomous  thing  in  creation,  has  power 
to  hurt  the  honest !" 

"  That  has  always  been  my  belief,' 
dog;  "and  now,  sir,  you  had  better  go 
again,  and  leave  the  rest  (O  me." 

" Nay,"  answered  the  griffin,  "I  have 


0  longer 


need  of  a  servant;  for  now  that  the  king  of  the 
serpents  is  dead,  the  rest  will  never  molest  me.  It 
was  only  to  satisfy  his  avarice  that  his  subjects 
dared  to  brave  the  den  of  the  griffin." 

Upon  hearing  this,  the  dog  was  exceedingly  de- 
lighted; and  raising  himself  on  his  hind-paws,  he 
begged  the  griffin  most  movingly  to  let  him  return 
to  earth,  to  visit  his  mistress  the  cat,  and  worry  his 
'val  the  ibi. 

"You  do  not  serve  an  ungrateful  master,"  an- 
weredthe  griffin.  "You  shall  return,  and  I  will 
t  ach  you  all  the  craft  of  our  race,  which  is  much 
raftier  than  the  race  of  tliat  pettifogger  the  fox,  so 
that  you  may  be  able  to  cope  with  your  rival." 

"Ah,  excuse  me,"  said  the  dog,  hastily,  "I  am 
qually  obliged  to  you:  but  I  fancy  honesty  is  a 
match  for  cunning  any  day ;  and  I  think  myself  a 
great  deal  safer  in  being  a  dog  of  honor  than  if  I 
knew  all  the  tricks  in  the  world." 

"Well,"  SMd  the  griffin,  a  little  piqued  at  the 
dog's  bluntness,  "  do  as  you  please ;  I  wish  you  all 

Then  the  griffin  opened  a  secret  door  in  the  side 
uf  the  cavern,  and  the  dog  saw  a  broad  path  that 
led  at  once  into  the  wood.  He  thanked  the  griffin 
with  all  his  heart,  and  ran  wagging  his  tall  into  tho 
open  moonlight.  "Ah,ahl  master  fox,"  said  he, 
"there's  no  (rap  for  an  honest  dog  that  has  not  two 
doors  to  it,  cunning  as  you  think  yourself." 

With  that,  he  curled  his  tdi  gallantly  over  his  left 
leg,  and  set  off  on  a  long  trot  to  the  cat's  bouse. 
When  he  was  within  sight  of  it,  he  stopped,  to  re- 
fresh himself  by  a  pool  of  water,  and  who  should 
be  there  but  our  friend  the  magpie !. 

"And  what  doyoMwant,  friend?"  sidd  she,  rather 
disdainfully,  for  the  dog  looked  somewhat  out  of 
after  his  journey. 


"I  e 
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"yburcousini  marry  come  up,"  said  the  mag- 
pie ;  "  don't  yoa  know  she  is  going  to  be  married  to 
Reynard  the  fox  !  This  Is  not  a  time  for  her  to  re- 
ceive the  viata  of  a  brute  like  you." 

These  words  put  the  dog  in  such  a  passion,  that 
he  very  nearly  bit  the  magpie  for  her  uncivil  mode 
of  conmiunicating  such  bad  news.  However,  he 
curbed  his  temper,  and,  without  answering  her, 
went  at  Once  to  the  cat's  re^dcnce. 

The  cat  was  sitting  at  the  window,  and  no  sooner 
did  the  dog  sec  her  than  he  fairly  lost  his  heart ; 
never  had  he  seen  so  charming  a  cat  before :  he 
advanced,  wagging  his  t^,  and  with  his  most  in- 
sinuating air ;  when  the  cat,  getting  up,  clapped  the 
window  in  his  face — andlo!  Reynard  the  fos  ap- 
peared in  her  stead. 

"Come  out,  thou  rascal!"  said  the  dog,  showing 
his  teeth;  "come  out,  I  challenge  thee  to  single 
combat;  I  have  not  for^ven  thy  malice,  and  thou 
seest  that  I  am  no  longer  shut  up  in  the  cave,  and 
unable  to  punish  thee  for  thy  wickedness." 

"Go  home,  silly  one  1"  answered  the  fox,  sneer- 
ing; "thou  hast  DO  business  here,  and  as  for  fight- 
ing thee— bah!"  Then  the  fox  lefl  the  window 
and  disappeared.  But  the  dog,  thoroughly  enraged, 
scratched  lustily  at  the  door,  and  made  such  a  noise, 
that  presently  the  cat  herself  came  to  the  window. 

"  How  now !"  said  she,  angrily  ;  "  what  means  all 
this  rudeness?  Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you 
want  at  my  house?" 

"0,  my  dear  cousin,"  said  the  dog,  "do  not 
speak  so  severely.    Know  that  I  hare  como  here 
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on  purpose  to  pay  yon  ; 
do,  let  me  beseech  you 
Eeynnrd — jou  bate  no 


visit ;  and,  whatever  you 
lOt  to  listen  to  that  villain 
■OQception  what  a  rogue 


"What!"  said  the  cat,  blushing ;  "do  jou  dare 
to  abuHe  your  betters  in  this  fashion!  I  see  you 
have  a  deHgn  on  me.     Go,  this  instant,  or — " 

"  Enough,  madam,"  £ud  the  dog,  proudly ;  "  you 
need  not  speak  twice  to  me — farewell." 

And  he  turned  away  very  slowly,  and  went  under 
a  tree,  where  he  took  up  his  lodgings  for  the  night. 
But  the  neit  morning  there  was  an  amazing  com- 
motion in  the  neighborhood ;  a  stranger,  of  a  very 
dilferent  style  of  travelling  from  that  of  the  dog, 
W  arrived  at  the  dead  of  the  night,  and  fixed  his 
abode  in  a  large  cavern,  hollowed  out  of  a  steep 
rock.  The  noise  he  had  made  in  flying  through  the 
air  was  so  great,  that  it  had  awakened  every  bird 
and  beast  in  tho  parish ;  and  Reynard,  whose  bad 
conscience  never  suffered  him  to  sleep  very  sound- 
ly, putting  his  head  out  of  the  window,  perceived, 
to  his  great  alarm,  that  the  stranger  was  nothing 


Now  the  griffins  are  the  richcet  tiei 
world;  and  that's  the  reason  they  keep  so  close 
nnder  ground.  Whenever  it  does  happen  that  they 
pay  a  visit  above,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  be  easily  for 
gotten. 

The  magpie  was  all  a^tation, — what  could  Ihr 
grifBn  possibly  want  there?  She  resolved  to  taki 
a  peep  at  tho  cavern,  and  accordingly  she  hopped 
timorously  up  the  rock,  and  pretended  to  be  picking 
up  sticks  for  her  nest. 

"Holla,  ma'am!"  cried  a  very  rough  voice,  an< 
she  saw  the  grilBn  putting  his  head  out  of  the 
cavern.  "Holla!  you  are  the  very  lady  I  want  to 
see ;  you  know  all  the  people  about  here — eh !" 

"AJl  the  best  company,  your  lordship,  I  certainly 
do,"  answered  the  magpie,  dropping  a  courtesy. 

Tpon  this  the  gnflui  walked  oi  and  sm  ki  g 
his  pipe  leisurely  n  the  open  air  in  or  ler  to  set  the 


elegant  society,  I  assure  your  lordship, 
cried  the  pie,  "I  have  lived  here  myself  these  ten 
years,  and  the  great  heiress,  the  cat  yonder,  attracts 

.st  number  of  strangers. 

Humph  —  heiress,   indeed!    much    you  know 

about  heiressesi"  said  the  griffin,     "  There  is  only 

heiress  in  the  world,  and  that's  my  daughter." 

Bless  me!  has  your  lordship  a  family?    I  beg 

a  thousand  pardons.      But  I  only  saw  your 

lordship's   own  equipage  last  night,  and  did  not 

know  you  brought  any  one  wilh  you,!' 

"  My  daughwr  went  first,  and  was  safely  lodged 
before  I  arrived.  She  did  not  disturb  you,  I  dare 
say,  as  I  did ;  for  she  sails  along  like  a  swan :  but 
I  have  the  gout  in  my  left  claw,  and  that's  the  rea- 
son I  puff  and  groan  so  in  taking  a  journey." 

"  Shall  I  drop  in  upon  Miss  Griffin,  and  see  how 
she  is  after  her  journey?"  said  the  pie,  advancing. 

"  I  thank  you,  no.  I  don't  intend  her  to  be  seen 
while  I  stay  here — it  unsettles  her ;  and  I'm^  afraid 
of  the  young  beaata  running  away  with  her,  if  they 
once  heard  how  handsome  she  was :  she's  the  living 
picture  of  me,  but  she's  monstrous  pddy!^ 


that  I  should  care  much  if  she  d 
beast  of  degree,  were  I  not  obi: 
portion,  which  is  prodigious;  and 
ing  with  money,  ma'am,  when  I 
Ho,  ho,  ho! 


;o  off  with  a 
>  pay  het 


e  got  ji 


witty,  my  lord.  But  if  you  refused 
your  consent*"  said  the  pie,  aniious  to  know  the 
whole  family  history  of  so  grand  a  seigneur. 

"I  should  have  to  pay  the  dowry  all  the  same. 
It  was  left  ber  by  her  uncle  the  dragon.  But  don't 
lot  this  go  any  farther." 

"Tour  lordship  may  depend  on  my  secrecy.  I 
wish  your  lordship  a  very  good  morning." 
Away  flew  the  pie,  and  she  did  not  stop  till  she 
rt  to  the  cat's  house.  The  cat  and  the  foi  were 
,  breakfast,  and  the  fox  had  his  paw  on  bis  heart. 
Beautiful  scene!"  cried  the  pie;  the  cat  colored, 
and  bade  the  pie  take  a  seat. 

Then  off  went  the  pie's  tongue,  glib,  ghb,  ghb, 
chatter,  chatl«r,  chatter.  She  related  to  them  the 
whole  story  of  the  griffin  and  his  daughter,  and  a 
great  deal  more  besides,  that  the  griffin  had  never 
told  her. 

;at  listened  attentively.  Another  young 
n  the  neighborhood  might  be  a  formidable 
■'But   ifl   the   griffinesa   handsome?"  said 

:"  cried  the  pie;  "oh!  if  you  could 
have  seen  the  father!— such  a  mouth,  such  eyes, 
such  a  complexion ;  and  he  declares  she's  the  living 
picture  of  hunself!  But  what  do  you  say.Mr.  Bey- 
nard  ?  you,  who  have  been  so  n 
have,  perhaps,  seen  the  young  lad 

"  Why,  I  can't  say  I  have,"  s 
waking  from  a  revery ;  "but  she  must  be  wonder- 
fully rich.    I  dare  say  that  fool,  the  dog,  will  be 
making  up  to  her." 

"Ah!  by  tho  way,"  said  the  pie,  "what  a  fuss 
ho  made  at  your  door  yesterday ;  why  would  you 
not  admit  him,  my  dear?" 

"Oh!"  said  the  eat,  demurely,  "Mr.  Reynard 
says  that  he  is  a  dog  of  very  bad  character,  quite  a 
fortune-hunter;  and  hiding  the  most  dangerous 
disposition  to  bite  under  an  appearance  of  good 
nature.  I  hope  he  won't  be  quarrelsome  with  you, 
dear  Reynard!"  , 

"With  me?  0  the  poor  wretch,  no!— ho  might 
blaster  a  little ;  but  he  knows  that  if  I'm  once  an- 
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grj,  I'm  a  deTil  at  biting; — but  ono  should  not 
boaEt  of  occ'b  self." 

In  the  evening,  Reynard  felt  a.  strange  deare  to 
go  and  see  the  grifliQ  smoking  his  pipe  ;  but  what 
could  he  do?  There  was  the  dog  under  the  oppo- 
site tree,  evidently  watching  for  him,  and  Reynard 
had  no  wish  to  prove  himself  that  devil  at  biting 
which  be  declared  he  was.  At  last,  he  reEoIved  to 
have  recourse  to  stratagem,  to  get  rid  of  the  dog. 

A  young  buck  of  a  rabbit,  a  sort  of  provincial 
fop,  had  looked  in  upon  his  cousin  the  cat,  to  pay 
her  his  respecta,  and  Reynard,  taking  him  aside, 
said,  "You  see  that  shabby-looking  dog  under  the 
tree  ?  He  has  behaved  ver;  ill  to  your  cousin  the 
cat,  and  you  certainly  ought  lo  challenge  him — for- 
^ve  my  boldness — nothing  but  respect  for  jour 
characti-r  induces  me  to  take  so  great  a  liberty; 
JOU  know  I  would  chastise  the  rascal  myself,  but 
what  a  scandal  it  would  make  !  If  I  were  already 
married  to  your  cousin,  it  would  be  a  different  thing. 
Bat  you  know  what  a  Story  that  cursed  magpie 
would  hatch  out  of  itt" 

The  rabbit  looked  very  foolish:  he  assured  the 
foi  that  he  was  no  match  for  the  dog  ;  that  he  was 
very  fond  of  his  cousin,  t«  be  sure  ;  but  he  saw  no 
necessity  to  interfere  with  her  domestic  afikirs ; — 
and,  in  short,  he  tried  all  he  possibly  could  to  get 
out  of  the  scraps :  hut  the  foi  so  artiblly  played  on 
his  vanity— so  earnestly  assured  him  that  the  dog 
was  the  bluest  coward  in  the  world,  and  would 
make  a  humble  apology,  and  so  eloquently  repre- 
sented to  him  the  glory  he  would  obtain  for  niani- 
festisg  so  much  spirit,  that  at  length  the  rabbit  was 
persuaded  to  go  out  and  deliver  the  challenge. 

"Ill  bo  your  second,"  said  the  fox;  "and  the 
great  field  on  the  other  side  the  wood,  two  miles 
hence,  shall  be  the  place  of  battle :  there  we  shall 
be  out  of  observadon.  You  go  first,  I'll  follow  in 
half  an  hour — and  I  say — hark! — in  cues  he  does 
accept  the  challenge,  and  }*ou  feel  the  least  afraid, 
I'll  be  in  the  field,  and  lake  it  off  your  paws  with 
the  utmost  pleasure;  rely  on  me,  my  dear  sirl" 

Away  went  the  rabbit.  The  dog  was  a  little  as- 
tonished at  the  temerity  of  the  poor  creature ;  but 
on  heanng  that  the  fox  was  to  be  present,  willingly 
consented  to  repair  to  the  place  of  conflict.  This 
readiness  the  rabbit  did  not  at  all  relish ;  he  went 
very  slowly  to  the  field,  and  seeing  no  fox  there, 
his  heart  misgave  him,  and  while  the  dog  was  put- 
ting his  nose  to  the  ground  to  try  if  he  could  track 
the  coming  of  the  fox,  the  rabbit  slipped  into  a 
burrow,  aud  lelt  the  dog  to  walk  back  agam. 

Meanwhile  the  fox  was  already  at  the  rock;  be 
walked  very  soft-footedly,  and  looked  about  with 
extreme  caution,  for  he  had  a  vague  notion  l^t  a 
griffln-papa  would  not  be  very  civil  to  foxes. 

Now  there  were  two  holes  in  the  rock — one  be- 
low, one  above,  an  upper  story  and  an  under ;  and 
while  the  fox  was  peering  about,  he  saw  a  great 
claw  from  the  upper  rock  beckoning  to  him. 

"Ah,  ah!"  said  the  fox,  "that's  the  wanton 
young  griffiness,  I'll  swear." 

He  approached,  and  a  voice  said — 

"Charming  Mr.  Reynard!  Do  you  not  think  you 
could  deliver  an  unfortunate  griffiness  from  a  bar- 
baroos  confinement  in  this  rock?" 

"  Oh  heavens !"  cried  the  fox,  tenderly,  "  what  a 
beautiful  voice  I  and,  ah,  my  poor  heart,  what  a 
lovely  claw !  Is  it  posuble  that  I  hear  the  daugh- 
ter of  my  lord,  the  great  griffin?" 

"  Hush,  flatterer  1  not  so  loud,  if  yon  please.    Uy 


father  is  taking  an  evening  stroll,  and  is  very  quick 
of  hearing.  He  has  tied  me  up  by  my  poor  wings 
in  the  cavern,  for  he  is  mightily  afraid  of  some 
beast  running  away  with  me.  You  know  I  have 
aU  my  fortune  settled  on  myself." 

"Talk  not  of  fortune,"  said  the  fox;  "but  bow 
can  I  deUverjou?    Shall  I  enter  aud  gnaw  the 

"Alas!"  answered  the  griffiness,  "it  is  an  im- 
mense chain  I  am  bound  with.  However,  you  may 
come  in  and  talk  more  at  your  ease." 

The  fox  peeped  cautiously  afl  round,  and  seeing 
no  sign  of  the  griEBn,  he  entered  the  lower  cave 
and  stole  up  stairs  to  the  upper  story ;  but  as  be 
went  on,  he  saw  immense  piles  of' jewels  and  gold, 
and  all  sorts  of  treasure,  so  that  the  old  griffin 
might  well  have  laughed  at  the  poor  cat  being 
called  an  heiress.  The  fox  was  greatly  pleased  at 
such  indisputable  signs  of  wealth,  and  he  entered 
the  upper  cBTe,  resolved  lo  be  transported  with  the 
charms  of  the  griffiness. 

There  was,  however,  a  great  chasm  between  the 
landing-place  and  the  spcrt  where  the  young  lady 
was  chained,  and  he  found  it  impossibk  to  pass; 
the  cavern  was  very  dark,  but  ho  saw  enough  of 
the  figure  of  the  griffiness  to  perceive,  in  spite  of 
her  petticoat,  that  she  was  the  image  of  her  father, 
and  the  most  hideous  heiress  that  the  earth  ever 

However,  he  swallowed  his  disgust,  and  poured 
forth  such  a  heap  of  compliments  that  the  griffiness 
appeared  entirely  won.  He  implored  her  to  fly 
with  him  the  first  moment  she  was  unchained. 

"That  is  impossible,"  sMd  she;  "for  my  father 
never  unchains  me  except  in  his  presence,  and  then 
I  cannot  sdr  out  of  his  sight." 

"The  wretch!"  cried  Eeynard,  "what  is  to  be 

"  Why,  there  is  only  one  thing  I  know  of,"  an- 
swered  the   griffiness,    "which   is   this — 1    always 

thing  in  it  that  would  put  him  fast  to  sleep  belbro 
he  had  time  to  chain  me  ap  again,  1  might  slip 
down,  and  carry  off  all  the  treasure  below  on  my 

"  Charming!"  exclaimed  Reynard;  "what  inven- 
tion! what  Witt  1  niU  go  and  get  some  poppies 
directly." 

"  Alas  I"  said  the  griffiness,  "  poppies  have  no  ef- 
fect upon  griffins.  The  only  tiling  that  can  ever 
put  mj  &ther  fast  to  sleep  is  a  nice  young  cat 
boiled  up  in  his  soup;  it  is  astonishing  what  a 
charm  that  has  upon  him!  But  where  to  get  a 
cat? — it  must  he  a  maiden  cat  too!" 

Bejnard  was  a  little  startled  at  so  singular  an 
opiate.  " But,"  thought  be,  "griffins  are  not  Kke 
the  rest  of  the  world,  and  so  rich  an  heiress  is  not 
to  be  won  by  ordinary  means." 

"I  do  know  a  cat-— a  maiden  cat,"  said  he,  after 
a  short  pause;  "but  I  feel  a  little  repugnance  at 
the  thought  of  having  her  boiled  in  the  griffin's 
soup.    Would  not  a  dog  do  as  well  ?" 

"Ah,  base  thingi"  said  the  griffiness.  appearing 
to  weep,  "you  are  in  love  with  the  cat.  1  see  it;  go 
and  marry  her,  poor  dwarf  that  she  is,  and  leave 
me  to  die  of  grief." 

In  vain  the  fox  pretested  that  he  did  not  care  a 
straw  for  the  cat;  nothing  could  now  appease  the 
griffiness,  but  his  po^tive  assurance  that,  come 
what  would,  poor  puss  should  be  brought  to  the 
cave,  and  boiled  for  the  griffin's  soup. 
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"  But  how 


you  get  h 


"Ah,  leate  that  to  me,"  Biiid  Reynard.  "Only 
put  a,  basket  out  of  the  windoiv,  and  draw  it  up  by 
a.  cord;  the  moment  it  amTea  at  the  window,  be 
euce  to  clap  jour  claw  on  the  cat  at  once,  for  she  is 
terribly  aetiTC." 

"  Tush!"  answered  the  heireea;  "a  pretty  griffln- 
esa  I  should  be  if  I  did  not  know  liow  to  catch  a 
tat!" 

"  But  this  must  be  when  jour  father  is  out,"  said 
Reynard. 

"  Certdiily ;  he  takes  a  stroll  CTery  evening  at 


I,  then,"  said  Reynard,  im- 
patient for  the  treasure. 

This  being  arranged,  Reynard  thought  it  time  to 
decamp.  He  stole  down  the  staiia  agun,  and  tried 
to  filch  some  of  the  treasure  by  the  way :  but  it 
was  loo  heavy  for  him  to  carry,  and  he  was  forced 
to  acknowledge  to  himself  that  it  was  impossible  to 
get  the  treasure  without  taking  the  griffiuess  (whose 
back  seemed  prodigiously  strong)  into  the  bargidn. 

He  returned  home  to  thecal,  and  when  he  en- 
tered her  house,  and  saw  how  ordinary  every  thing 
looked  after  the  jewels  in  the  griffin's  cave,  he  quite 
wondered  how  he  had  ever  thought  the  cat  had  the 
least  pretensions  to  good  looks. 

However,  he  concealed  his  wicked  design,  and 
his  mistress  thought  he  had  never  appeared  so 

"Only  guess,"  said  he,  "where  I  have  been?— 
to  our  new  neighbor  the  griffin ;  a  most  charming 
person,  tboroi'gbly  affable,  and  quite  the  air  of  the 
court.  As  for  that  silly  magpie,  the  griffin  saw  her 
character  at  once ;  and  it  was  ail  a  hoax  about  his 
daughter:  he  has  no  daughter  at  all.  You  know, 
my  dear,  hoaxing  is  a  fashionable  amusement 
among  the  great.  He  says  he  has  heard  of  nothing 
hut  your  beauty,  and  on  my  telling  him  we  were 
going  to  be  married,  he  has  in^ted  upon  giving  a 
great  ball  and  supper  in  honor  of  the  event.  In 
fact,  he  is  a  gallant  old  fellow,  and  dying  to  see 
you.    Of  course  I  was  obliged  to  accept  the  invita- 

"You  could  not  do  otherwise,"  said  the  unsus- 
pecting young  creature,  who,  as  I  before  said,  was 
very  susceptible  to  flattery. 

"  And  only  think  how  dehcate  his  attentions  are," 
said  the  fox.  "As  he  is  very  badly  lodged  for  a 
beast  of  his  rank,  and  his  treasure  takes  up  the 
whole  of  the  ground  floor,  he  is  forced  to  g^ve  the 
f^te  in  the  upper  story,  so  he  hangs  Out  a  basket 
for  bis  guests,  and  draws  them  up  with  his  owu 
claw.  How  condescending!  But  the  great  are  so 
amiable !" 

The  cat,  brought  up  in  seclusion,  was  all  delight 
at  the  idea  of  seeing  such  high  life,  and  the  lovers 
talked  of  nothing  else  all  the  next  day ; — when 
Reynard,  towards  evening,  putting  his  head  out  of 
the  window,  saw  his  old  friend  the  dog  lying  as  usu- 
al and  watchmg  him  very  grimly.  "  Ah,  that  curs- 
ed creature!  I  had  quite  forgotten  him;  what  is 
to  be  done  now  ?  he  would  make  no  bones  of  me  if 
he  once  saw  me  set  foot  out  of  doors." 

With  that,  the  fox  began  to  cast  in  his  head  how 
he  should  get  rid  of  his  rival,  and  at  length  he  re- 
solved on  a  very  notable  project:  he  desired  the 
oat  to  set  out  first,  and  wait  for  him  at  a  turn  in 
the  road  a  little  way  off.  "For,"  said  he,  "if  we 
go  together,  wo  shall  certainly  be  insulted  by  the 


dog;  and  he  will  know  that,  in  the  presence  of  a 
lady,  the  custom  of  a  beast  of  my  fashion  will  not 
suffer  me  to  avenge  the  affront.  But  when  I  am 
alone,  the  creature  is  such  a  coward  that  he  would 
not  dare  say  Ills  soul's  his  own :  leave  the  door 
open,  and  111  follow  immediately." 

The  cat's  mind  was  so  completely  poisoned 
against  her  cousin  that  she  implicitly  believed  this 
account  of  his  character,  and  accordingly,  with 
many  recommendations  to  her  lover  not  to  suUy  his 
dignity  by  getting  into  any  sort  of  quarrel  with  the 
dog,  she  set  off  first. 

The  dog  went  up  to  her  very  humbly,  and  begged 
her  to  allow  him  to  say  a  few  words  to  her ;  but 
she  received  him  so  haughtily,  that  his  spirit  was 
up;  and  he  walked  back  to  the  tree  more  than 
ever  enraged  against  his  rival.  But  what  was  bis 
joy  when  he  saw  that  the  cat  had  left  the  door 
open  I  "Now,  wretch,"  thought  he,  "you  cannot 
escape  me !"  So  he  walked  briskly  in  at  the  back 
door.  He  was  greatly  surprised  to  find  Reynard 
lying  down  in  the  straw,  panting  as  if  his  heart 
would  break,  and  rolling  his  eyes  in  the  pangs  of 
death. 

"  Ah,  friend,"  sud  the  fox,  with  a  faltering  voice, 
"  you  are  avenged,  my  hour  is  come ;  I  am  just  go- 
ing to  give  up  the  ghost :  put  your  paw  upon  mine, 
and  say  you  forgive  me," 

Despite  his  anger,  the  generous  dog  could  not  set 
tooth  on  a  dying  foe. 

"  You  have  served  me  a  shabby  trick,"  said  he  ; 
"you  have  left  me  to  starve  in  a  hole,  and  you 
have  evidently  maligned  me  with  my  coumd  :  cer- 
tainly, I  meant  to  be  avenged  on  you  ;  but  if  you 
are  really  dying,  that  alters  the  affair." 

"Oh,  oh!"  groaned  the  foi  very  bitterly ;  "I  am 
past  help ;  the  poor  cat  is  gone  for  Doctor  Ape,  but 
he'll  never  come  in  time.  What  a  thing  it  is  to 
have  a  bad  conscience  On  one's  death-bed!  But, 
wait  till  the  cat  returns,  and  TU  do  you  full  justice 
with  her  before  I  die." 

The  good-natured  dog  was  much  moved  at  seeing 
his  mortal  enemy  in  such  a  state,  and  endeavored 
as  well  as  he  could  to  console  him- 

"  Oh,  oh !"  said  the  fox ;  "  I  am  so  parched  in  the 
throat — I  am  burning  ;"  and  he  huug  his  tongue  out 
of  his  mouth,  and  rolled  his  eves  more  fearfully 
than 


"  la  there  m 
lund. 


r  here  ?"  said  the  dog,"looking 

Alas,  no! — yet  stay — yes,  now  I  think  of  it, 
there  is  some  in  that  httle  hole  in  the  wall ;  but 
how  to  get  at  it ! — It  is  so  high  that  I  can't,  in  my 
poor  weak  State,  climb  up  to  it ;  and  I  dare  not  ask 
such  a  favor  of  one  I  have  injured  so  much." 

"Don't  talk  of  it,"  sud  the  dog;  "but  the  hole's 
very  small.     I  could  not  put  my  nose  through  it." 

"No  ;  butif  you  just  eUmb  up  on  that  stone,  and 
thrust  your  paw  into  the  hole,  you  can  dip  it  into 
the  water,  and  so  cool  my  poor  parched  mouth. 
Oh,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  bad  conscienoe  t" 

The  dog  sprang  upon  the  stone,  and,  getting  on 
his  hind-legs,  thrust  his  front  paw  into  the  hole ; 
when  suddenly  Reynard  pulled  a  string  that  he  had 
concealed  under  the  straw,  and  the  dog  found  his 
a  running  noose. 
lug  round ;  but  the 
fox  leaped  up  gaily  from  the  straw,  and  fastening 
the  string  with  his  teeth  to  a  nail  in  the  other  end 
of  the  wall,  walked  out,  crying,  "  Good-by,  my 
dear  friend ;  have  a  care  bow  you  believe  herealler 
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in  sudden  conversions !" — So  he  left  the  dog  on  bis 
liind'lega  to  lalie  care  of  tlie  bouse. 

Reynard  found  tlie  cat  waiting  for  him  where  he 
had  appointed,  and  they  waliied  lovingly  together 
till  they  came  to  the  cave.  It  was  now  dark,  and 
they  saw  the  bBskot  waiting  below ;  the  foi  as- 
^sted  the  poor  cat  into  it.  "  There  is  only  room 
forone,"8ud  he,  "you  must  go  first  I"  Up  rose 
the  basket ;  the  foi:  heard  a.  jNteous  mew,  and  no 

"  So  much  for  the  griffin's  soup !"  thought  he. 

Be  waited  patienUy  for  some  time,  when  the 
griffiness,  waving  her  claw  from  Ibe  wiodow,  said 
cheerfully,  "  All's  right,  my  dear  Reynard ;  my 
papa  has  finished  his  soup,  and  sleeps  as  sound  as  a 
rock  1  All  the  noise  in  the  world  would  not  wake 
him  now,  lilt  be  has  slept  ofi"  the  boiled  cat—which 
won't  be  these  twelve  hours.  Come  and  assist  me 
ia  packing  up  the  treasure ;  I  should  be  sorry  to 
leave  a  single  diamond  behind." 

"  So  should  I,"  quoth  the  foi.  '■  Stay,  111  come 
round  by  the  lower  hole;  why,  the  door'a  shut! 
pray,  beautiful  giiffiucsa,  open  it  to  thy  impatient 
adorer." 

"  Alas,  my  father  has  bid  the  key  1  I  never  know 
Tvhore  he  places  it ;  you  must  come  up  bj  the  bos- 
ket ;  see,  I  will  lower  it  for  you." 

The  fox  was  a  Httle  loth  to  trust  himself  in  the 
same  convejance  that  had  taken  bia  mistress  to  be 
boiled ;  but  the  most  cautious  grow  rash  when  mo- 
ney's to  be  gained,  and  avarice  can  trap  even  a  fojr. 
So  he  ^ut  himself  as  comfortably  as  he  could  into 
the  basket,  nad  up  he  went  in  an  instant.  It  rested, 
however,  just  before  it  reached  the  window,  and 
the  fox  felt,  with  a  slight  shudder,  the  claw  of  the 
griffinesa  stroking  hia  back. 

"Oh,  what  a  beautiful  coat  I"  quoth  she,  caress- 
ingly. 

"  Tou  arc  too  kind,"  said  the  foi ;  "  but  jou  can 
feel  it  more  at  your  leisure  when  I  am  once  up. 
Make  haste,  I  beseech  you." 

"  Oh,  what  a  beautiM  bushy  tail  I  Never  did  I 
feel  such  a  tail!" 

"  It  is  entirely  at  jour  service,  sweet  griffinesa," 


said  the  foi ;  "  but  pray  let  me  in.    Why  lose  an 

"Ko,  never  did  I  feel  such  a  tail !  No  wonder 
you  are  so  successful  with  the  ladies." 

"Ah,  beloved  griffinesa,  my  t«l  is  yours  to  eter- 
nity, but  you  pinch  it  a  little  too  hard." 

Scarcely  had  he  said  this,  when  down  dropped 
the  basket,  hut  not  witb  the  fos  in  it;  be  found 
himself  caught  by  the  tail,  and  dangliug  half  way 
down  the  rock,  by  the  help  of  the  very  same  sort 
of  pulley  wherewith  he  had  snared  the  dog.  I 
leave  you  to  guess  his  conBtcmation ;  he  jelped 
out  as  loud  as  be  could, — for  it  hurts  a  fox  exceed- 
ingly  to  be  hanged  by  his  tail  with  his  head  down- 
wards,— when  the  door  of  the  rock  opened,  and  out 
stalked  the  griffin  himself,  smoking  his  pipe,  with  a 
vast  crowd  of  all  the  fashionable  beasts  in  the 
neighborbood. 

"  Oho,  brother,"  said  the  bear,  laughing  fit  to  HU 
himself;  "  who  ever  saw  a  fox  banged  by  the  tail 
before  ?" 

"  You'll  have  need  of  a  physician,"  quoth  Doctor 

"  A  pretty  match,  indeed ;  a  griffinesa  for  such  a 
creature  as  you !"  said  the  goat,  strutting  by  him. 

The  fox  grinned  with  pun,  and  said  nothing. 
But  that  which  hurt  him  most  was  the  compassion 
of  a  dull  fool  of  a  donkey,  who  assured  him  with 
great  gravity  that  he  saw  nothing  at  all  to  laugh  at 

"At  all  events,"  said  the  fox  at  last,  "cheated, 
guUed,  betrayed  as  I  am,  I  have  played  the  same 
trick  to  the  dog.  Go  and  laugh  at  him,  gentlemen ; 
he  deserves  it  as  much  as  I  can,  I  assure  you." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  griffin,  taking  the  pipe 
ODt  of  bis  mouth;  "one  never  laughs  at  the  hon- 

"  And  see,"  said  the  bear,  "  here  he  is." 
And  indeed  the  dog  had,  ailer  much  effort, 
gnawed  the  string  in  two,  and  extricated  his  paw  : 
the  scent  of  the  fox  bad  enabled  him  to  track  hia 
footsteps,  and  here  be  arrived,  burning  for  ven- 
geance, and  finding  himself  already  avenged. 
But  his  first  thought  was  for  his  dear  condn. 
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"Ah,  wherei3she?"hecncd,  moviiigl_v;  "without 
doubt  thai  villain  Beyimrd  has  served  her  some 

"I  fear  so,  indeed,  my  old  friend,"  answered  the 
criffin,  "  but  don't  grieve  ;  after  all,  she  was  nothing 
in  particular.  You  shall  marry  my  daughter  the 
gritfinesa,  and  succeed  to  all  the  treasure ;  ay,  and 
all  the  bones  that  you  once  guarded  so  faithfully." 

"Talk  not  to  me,"  said  the  faithful  dog.  "I 
want  none  of  your  treasure;  and,  thoagb  1  don't 
mean  to  be  rude,  your  griffinesa  may  go  lo  the 
devil.    I  will  run  over  the  world  but  I  wUI  find  my 

"  See  her  then,"  Bud  the  griffin  ;  and  the  beauti- 
ful eat,  more  beautjful  than  ever,  rushed  out  of  the 
cavern,  and  threw  herself  into  the  dog's  paws. 

A  pleasant  scene  thisfor  the  foi  I—he  had  akil! 
enough  in  the  female  heart  to  know  that  it  may  ex- 
cuse manv  litlle  inhdeUties, — but  to  be  boiled  alive 


for  a  griffin's  soup! — no,  the  offence  » 


sspi- 


"You  understand  me,  Mr.  Reynard,"  siud  the 
I  griffin,  "I  have  no  daughter,  and  it  was  me  you 
j  made  love  to.  Knowing  what  sort  of  a  creature  a 
magpie  is,  I  amused  myself  with  hoaxing  her, — the 
fashionable  amusement  at  court,  you  know," 

The  fox  made  a  mighty  struggle,  and  leaped  on 
I  the  ground,  leaving  his  tail  behind  him.  It  did  not 
grow  again  in  a  hurry. 

"  See,"  said  the  griffin,  as  the  beasts  all  laughed 
at  the  figure  Reynard  made  running  into  the  wood, 
"  the  dog  beats  the  fos,  with  the  ladies,  after  all ; 
and  cunmng  as  he  la  in  every  thing  else,  the  foi  is 
the  last  creature  that  should  ever  think  of  making 
love." 

.  The  dog  and  the  cat  Uved  very  happily  ever  af- 
terwards.    Indeed  the  nuptial  feheity  of  a  dog  and 


TOO    HANDSOME    FOR    ANT    THING. 


Mr.  FBRDlNiNR  Fttzbot  was  one  of  those  models 
of  perfection  of  which  a  human  father  and  mother 
can  produce  but  a  single  example, — Mr.  Ferdinand 
FitKToy  was  therefore  an  only  sou.  He  was  such 
an  amazing  tavorite  with  both  his  parents  that  they 
resolved  to  rain  him ;  accordingly,  he  was  ejceed- 
ingty  spoiled,  never  annoyed  by  the  sight  of  a  book, 
and  had  as  much  plum-cake  as  he  could  eat.  Hap- 
py would  it  have  been  for  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy 
could  he  always  have  eaten  plum-cake,  and  reman- 
ed a  child.  "Never,"  says  the  Greek  Tragedian, 
"  reckon  a  mortal  happy  dU  you  have  witnessed 
his  end."  A  moat  beautiful  creature  was  Mr.  Fer- 
dinand Fitzroy !  Such  eyes— such  hair— such  teeth 
— such  a  figure — such  manners,  too, — and  such  an 
irresistible  way  of  tving  his  neckcloth  !  When  he 
was  about  sixteen,  a  crabbed  old  uncle  represented 
to  hia  parents  the  propriety  of  teaching  Mr.  Ferdi- 
nand Ktzroy  to  read  and  write.  Though  not  with- 
out some  difficulty,  he  convinced  them, — for  he 
was  eieeedingiy  rich,  and  riches  in  an  uncle  are 
wonderful  ai^uments  respecting  the  nurture  of  a 
nephew  whose  parents  have  nothing  to  leave  iiim. 
So  our  hero  was  aenl  lo  school.  Ho  was  naturally 
(lam  not  joking  now)  a  very  sharp,  clever  boy; 
and  he  came  on  surprisingly  in  his  learning.  ITie 
school master'a  wife  liked  handsome  children. — 
"  What  a  genius  will  Master  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  be, 
if  you  take  paina  with  him!"  said  she  to  her  hua- 

"Pooh,  my  dear,  it  is  of  no  use  to  take  pains 

"  And  why,  lore  ?" 

"  Because  he  is  a  great  deal  too  handsome  ever 
to  be  a  scholar." 

"And  that's  true  enough,  my  dearl"  said  the 
sohoolniaBtet's  wife. 

So,  because  he  was  too  handsome  to  be  a  scholar, 
Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  remained  the  lag  of  the 
fourth  form  I 

They  took  our  hero  from  school. — "What  pro- 
fession ^all  he  follow?"  said  his  mother, 

"  Mf  first  cousin  is  the  Lord  Chancellor,"  Biud  his 
iather,  "  let  him  go  to  the  bar." 

The  Lord  Chancellor  dined  Ihere  that  day ;  Mr. 


erdinand   Fit 


Lordship  was  a  little,  rough-faced,  beetle-browed, 
hard-featured  man,  who  thought  beauty  and  idle- 
Ihe  same  thing — and  a  parchment  skin  the 
legitimate  complexion  for  a  lawyer. 

"Send  him  to  the  bar!"  said  he,  "no,  no,  that 
will  never  do! — Send  him  mto  the  army;  he  is 
much  too  handsome  to  become  a  lawyer." 

And  that's  true  enough,  my  Lord !"  said  the 
mother.  So  they  bought  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  a 
cometcy  in  the Regiment  of  Dragoons. 

Things  arc  not  learned  by  inspiration.  Mr.  Fer- 
dinand Fitzroy  had  never  ridden  at  school,  except 
when  he  was  hoisted;  he  was,  therefore,  a  very 
indifferent  horseman;  they  sent  him  to  the  riding- 
school,  and  every  body  laughed  at  him. 

"He  is  a  d d  ass  I"  said  Cornet  Horsephiz, 

who  was  very  ugly  ;  "  a  horrid  puppy  1"  sud  Lieu- 
tenant St.  Squmtem,  who  was  still  ugher;  "if  he 
does  not  ride  better,  he  will  disgrace  the  regiment!" 
stud  Captain  Bivalhate,  who  wi^  very  good-look- 
ing ;  "  if  he  does  not  ride  better,  we  will  cut  him !" 
said  Colonel  Everdrill,  who  was  a  wonderful  mar- 
tinet; "I  say,  Mr.  Bumpemwell  (to  the  riding-mas- 
ter), make  that  youngster  ride  less-  like  a  miller's 

"Fooh,  sir,  Ae  will  never  ride  belter." 

"And  why  the  d 1  will  he  not  f 

"Bless  you,  Colonel,  he  is  a  great  deal  too  hand- 
some for  a  cavalry  officer!" 

"True!"  said  Comet  Horsephiz. 

"Very  true!"  s^d  Lieutenant  St.  Squintem. 

"We  must  cut  him  I"  said  the  Colonel. 

And  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  accordingly  cut. 

Our  hero  was  a  joulh  of  susceptibility— he  quitted 

the Regiment,   and  challenged  the   Colonel. 

The  Colonel  was  killed  I 

"What  a  terrible  blackguard  is  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Fitzroy  r  said  the  Colonel's  relations. 

"  Very  true  1"  said  the  world. 

The  parents  were  m  deapau'! — They  were  not 
rich ;  but  our  hero  was  an  only  son,  and  they 
sponged  hard  upon  the  crabbed  old  uncle! 

"He  is  very  clever,"  aiud  they  both,  "and  may 
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So  they  borrowed  some  thousfinda  from  the  un- 
cle, and  bought  his  beautiful  nephew  a  seat  in  Par- 
Mr.  rerdinand  Fitzroy  was  ambitious,  and  desir- 
ous of  retrieTing  his  oharaeter.  He  fagged  like  a 
dragon — conned  pamphlets  and  reviews — got  Ei- 
cardo  b;  heart — and  made  notes  on  the  EngUsh 
ConstituEion. 

He  roflc  to  speak. 

"What,  a  handsome  fellow!"  whispered  one 
member. 

"Ah,  a  coicomb!"  said  another. 

"Never  do  for  a.  speaker!"  said  a  third,  very  au- 
dibly. 

And  the  gentlemen  on  the  oppoate  benches 
sneered  and  heared ! — Impudence  is  only  indigenous 
in  Mileaa,  and  an  orator  is  not  made  in  a  day. 
Discouraged  by  Ma  reception,  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitz- 
roy  grew  a  little  embarrassed. 

"  Told  you  so !"  said  one  of  his  neighbors. 

"Fairly  oroke  down!"  said  another. 

"Too  fond  of  his  ha!r  to  have  any  thing  in  his 
head,"  said  a  a  third,  who  was  considered  a  wit. 

"Hear,  hear!"  cried  the  gentleman  on  the  oppo- 
site benches, 

Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  sat  down — he  had  not 
shone  ;  but,  in  justice,  he  had  not  failed.  Many  a 
first-rate  speaker  had  began  worse ;  and  many  a 
county  member  had  been  declared  a  phtenis  of 
promise  upon  half  his  merit. 

Not  so,  thought  the  heroes  of  corn  laws. 

"Your  Adonises  never  make  oratorsl"  said  a 
crack  speaker  with  a  wry  nose. 

"  Kor  men  of  budness  either,"  added  the  chair- 
man of  a  committee,  with  a  face  like  a  kangaroo's. 

"Poor  devil!"  said  (he  civilest  of  the  set.  "He's 
a  deuced  deal  too  handsome  for  a  speaker!  By 
Jove,  he  is  going  to  speak  again — this  will  never 
do;  we  must  cough  him  down!" 

And  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  accordingly 
coughed  down. 

Our  hero  was  now  seven  or  eight  and  twenty, 
handsomer  than  ever,  and  the  adoration  of  all  the 
young  ladies  at  Almack's. 

"  We  have  nothing  to  leave  you,"  said  the  parents, 
who  had  long  spent  their  fortune,  and  now  Hved  on 
the  credit  of  having  once  enjoyed  it. — "You  are 
the  handsomest  man  in  London ;  you  must  marry 
an  heiress." 

"  I  will,"  said  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy. 

Miss  Helen  Convolvulus  was  a  charming  young 
lady,  with  a  hare-Up  and  eis  thousand  a-vear.  To 
Hiss  Helen  CoovoWulus  then  our  h^ro  paid  his  ad- 
dresses. 

Heavens!  what  an  uproar  her  relations  made 
about  the  matter.  "Easy  to  sec  his  intenlions," 
said  one  :  "  a  handsome  fortune-hunter,  who  wants 
to  make  the  best  of  his  person!" — "handsome  is 
that  handsome  does,"  says  another ;  "  he  was  turn- 
ed out  of  the  army,  and  murdered  his  Colonel;" — 
"never  marry  a  beauty,"  said  a  third ;  "he  can  ad- 
mire none  but  himself;"  "will  have  so  many  mis- 
tresses," said  a  fourth;" — "make  you  perpetually 
jealous,"  s»id  a  fifth  (—"spend  your  fortune,"  said 
Bfdith;  "and  break  your  heart,"  said  a  seventh. 

Miss  Helen  Convoivulua  was  prudent  and  wary. 
She  saw  a  great  deal  of  justice  in  what  was  said; 
and  was  sufficiently  contented  with  liberty  and  six 
thousand  a-year,  not  to  be  highly  impatient  for  a 
husband;  but  our  heroine  had  no  aversion  to  a 
lover;   especially  to  so  handsome  a  lover  as  Mr. 


Ferdinand  Fitzroy.  Accordingly,  she  neither  ac- 
cepted nor  discarded  him  ;  but  kept  him  on  hope, 
and  suffered  him  ty  get  into  debt  with  his  tailor, 
and  his  coachmaker,  on  the  strength  of  becoming 
Mr.  Fitzroy  Convolvulus.  Time  went  on,  and  ex- 
cuses and  delays  were  easily  found;  however,  our 
hero  was  sanguine,  and  so  were  his  parents.  A 
breakfast  at  Chiawick,  and  a  putrid  fever  carried  off 
the  latter,  within  one  week  of  each  other ;  but  not 
[111  they  had  blessed  Mr.  Fenlinand  Fitzroy,  and  re- 
joiced that  they  had  left  him  so  well  provided  for. 

Now,  then,  our  hero  depended  solely  upon  the 
crabbed  old  uncle  and  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus; — 
the  former,  though  a  baronet  and  a  satirist,  was  a 
banker  and  a  man  of  biidness; — he  looked  very 
distastefully  at  the  Hyperian  curls  and  white  teeth 
of  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy. 

"If  I  make  you  my  heir,"  mji  he — "I  expect 
you  will  continue  the  bank." 

"Certainly,  sir!"  Siud  the  nephew.  • 

"Humph!"  grunted  the  uncle,  "a  pretty  fellow 
for  a  banker!" 

Debtors  grew  pressing  to  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy, 
and  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  grew  pressing  to  Miss 
HeleTi  Convolvulus.  "It  is  a  dangerous  thing," 
said  she,  timidly,  "to  marry  a  man  so  admire  J, — 
will  you  always  lie  faithful?" 


"By  heaven!"  cried  the  lover — 

"Heigho!"  Mghed  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus,  and 
Lord  Eufus  Pumilion  entering,  the  conversation 
changed. 

But  the  day  of  the  marriage  was  fixed ;  and  Mr. 
Ferdinand  Fitzroy  bought  a  new  curricle.  By 
Apollo,  bow  handsome  he  looked  in  it!  A  month 
before  the  wedding-day,  the  uncle  died.  Miss  Helen 
Convolvulus  was  quite  tender  in  her  condolences — 
"Cheer  up,  my  Ferdinand,"  said  she,  "for  yout 
sake,  I  have  discarded  Lord  Kufus  Pumihon!" 
"Adorable  condescension  !"  cried  our  hero>;  "but 
Lord  Rufus  Pumilion  ia  only  four  feet  two,  and  has 
hair  like  a  peony." 
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"  All  men  are  not  so  handsome  as  Mr.  Ferdmand 
Fitiroj !"  was  the  reply. 

Away  goes  our  hero,  to  be  present  at  the  opening 
of  his  uncle's  will. 

"  I  leave,"  giud  the  (estatar  (nho,  I  hare  before 
Bud,  was  a,  bit  of  a  satirist),  "  mjr  share  of  the  baok, 
and  the  whole  of  my  fortune,  legacies  excepted,  to" 
— (here  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroj  wiped  his  beautiful 
eyes  with  a  cambric  handkerchief,  esqaisitely  brodi) 
"my  natural  eon,  John  Sprigga,  an  industrious, 
pains-taking  youth,  who  will  do  credit  to  the  bank. 
I  did  once  intend  lo  hare  made  niy  nephew  Ferdi- 
DtnaA  my  heir;  bat  so  curling  a  head  can  hare  no 
talent  for  accounts.  I  want  my  successor  to  be  a 
man  of  business,  not  beauty ;  and  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Fitiroy  is  a  great  deal  too  handsome  for  a  banker; 
his  good  looks  will,  no  doubt,  win  him  any  heiress 
in  town.  Meanwhile,  I  leave  Mm,  to  buy  a  dress- 
ing case,  a  thousand  pounds." 

"A  thousand dcTils!"  said  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitwoy, 
banging  out  of  the  room.  He  flew  to  his  mistress. 
She  was  not  at  home.  "  Lies,"  says  the  Italian 
proverb,  "have  short  legs;"  but  truths,  if  they  are 
unpleasant,  have  terrible  long  ones!  The  nest 
day  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitiroy  received  a  most  obliging 
note  of  dismissal, 

"  I  wish  yoa  every  happmess,"  sdd  Miss  Helen 
Convolvulus,  in  conclusion— "but  my  friends  are 
right ;    you  are  much   too   handsome    for  a   hus- 

And  the  week  after.  Miss  Helen  Convolvubis  be- 
came Lady  Rufus  Pumihon. 

"  Alaa !  sir,"  said  the  baililT,  as  a  day  or  two  after 
the  dissolution  of  Parliament,  he  was  jog^ng  along 


with  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitznty,  in  a  hackney  coach 
bound  to  the  King's  Bench, — "Alas!  sir,  what  a 
pity  it  is  to  take  ao  handsome  a  gentleman  to 
prison  1" 
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The  10.15  train  glided  from  Paddington,  May 
"1,  1841.  In  the  left  compartment  of  a  certain 
Grst-class  carriage  were  four  passengers  ;  of  these, 
two  were  worth  description.  The  lady  had  a 
smooth,  white,  dehcate  brow,  strongly-marked  eye- 
brows, long  lashes,  eyes  that  seemed  to  change  color, 
and  a  good-sized  delicious  mouth  with  teeth  a^  white 
as  mi&.  A  man  could  not  see  her  nose  for  her 
kod  mouth,  her  own  sex  could  and  would 


have  told  ui 


Shew. 


nnpretending  grayish  dress,  buttoned  to  the  throat, 
with  lozenge-shaped  buttons,  and  a,  Scotch  shawl 
that  agreeably  evaded  the  responsibihty  of  color. 
She  was  like  a  duck,  so  tight  her  plain  feathers  fit- 
ted her ;  and  there  she  sat,  smooth,  snug,  and  de- 
licious, with  a  book  in  her  hand,  and  a  aoupfon  of 
her  snowy  wrist  just  visible  as  she  held  it.  Her 
opposite  neighbor  was  what  I  call  a  good  style  of 
nian — the  more  to  hia  credit,  since  he  belonged  to 
a  corporation,  that  frequently  turns  out  the  worst 
imaginable  style  of  young  man.  He  was  a  cavalry 
officer  aged  twenty-five.  He  had  a  moustache,  but 
not  a  very  repulsive  one ;  not  one.  of  those  sub- 
nasal  pig-tiuls.  on  which  soup  is  suspended  like  dew 
on  a  shrub ;  it  was  short,  thick,  and  black  as  a 
coal.  His  teeth  had  not  yet  been  turned  by  tobac- 
co smoke  to  the  color  of  tobacco  juice,  his  clothes 
did  not  stick  to  nor  hang  on  him,  they  eat  on  Mm ; 


he  had  an  engaging  smile,  and,  what  I  liked  the 
dog  for,  his  vanity,  which  was  inordinale,  was  in 
its  proper  place,  his  heart,  not  in  his  face,  jost- 
ling mine  and  other  people'",  "h"  bave  none; — in 
a  word,  he  was  what  one  oflener  hears  of  than 
meets— a  yaang  gentleman.  He  was  conversing  in 
an  animated  whisper  with  a  companion,  a  fellow- 
officer — ihcy  were  talking  about,  what  it  is  fkr  bet- 
ter not  to  do,  women.  Our  friend  clearly  did  not 
wish  to  be  overheard,  for  he  cast,  ever  and  anon,  a 
furtive  glance  at  his  fUr  vis-diiia,  and  lowered  hia 
voice.  She  seemed  completely  absorbed  in  her 
book,  and  that  reassured  him.  At  last,  the  two 
soldiers  came  down  to  a  whisper,  and  in  that  whis- 
per (the  truth  must  be  told)  the  one  who  got  down 
at  Slough,  and  'was  lost  to  posterity,  !)et  ten 
pounds  to  three,  that  he  who  was  going  down  with 
us  to  Bath  and  immortality,  would  not  kiss  either 
of  the  ladies  opposite  upon  the  road. — "Done I" 
"  Done  i"  Now,  I  am  sorry  a  man  I  have  hitherto 
praised,  should  have  lent  himself,  even  in  a  whis- 
per, to  such  a  speculation  :  but  "  nobody  is  wise  at 
all  hours,"  not  even  when  tlie  clock  is  striking  Gve- 
and-twenty  ;  and  you  are  to  consider  hia  profcsMon, 
his  good  looks,  and,  the  temptation— ten  to  three. 
After  Slough,  the  party  was  reduced  to  three  ;  at 
Twyford,  one  lady  dropped  her  handkerchief;  Cap- 
tain Dohguan'  fell  on  it  like  a  tiger,  and  returned  it 
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like  a  lamb  ;  two  or  three  words  were  interchanged 
OD  thitt  oecasion.  At  RcHding,  tbe  Marlborough 
of  our  tale  made  one  of  the  eafe  uiTeatmeuts  of 
that  daj,  he  bought  a  "Times"  and  a  "Puncli"; 
the  latter  waa  full  of  sleel-peli  thrusts  and  wood- 
mi».  Valor  and  beauty  deigned  to  laugb  at  seme 
inflated  humbug  or  other  punctured  by  Punch.  Now 
laughing  together  thaws  our  human  ice  ;  loug  be- 
fore Swindon,  it  was  a  talkingmatch— at  Swindon, 
whoso  devoted  as  Captain  Doliguan — he  handed 
them  out — he  souped  them — he  tough-chickened 
them — liG  brandicd  and  cochinealed*  one,  and  he 
brandied  and  burnt-sugared  the  other;  on  tbeir 
return  (o  Ihe  carriage,  one  lady  passed  into  the 
inner  compartment  to  inspect  a  certain  gentleman's 
seat  on  that  side  the  Ime.  ' 

Reader,  had  it  been  you  or  I,  the  beauty  would 
have  been  the  deserter,  the  aTernga  one  would 
haie  stayed  with  us,  till  all  was  blue,  ourselves  in- 
cluded: not  more  surely  does  our  slice  of  bread 
and  butter,  nhen  it  escapes  from  our  hand,  revolve 
it  ever  so  often,  alight  face  downwards  on  the  car- 
pet. But  this  was  a  bit  of  a  fop,  Adonis,  dragoon 
— so  Venus  remained  in  tite-d'tiie  with  him.  You 
have  seen  a  dog  meet  an  unlinonD  female  of  bis 
species ;  how  handsome,  how  tmpremi,  how  ex- 
presave  he  becomes  r — such  was  Dolignan  after 
Swindon,  and  to  do  the  dog  justice,  bo  got  hand- 
somer and  handsomer;  and  you  hare  seen  a  cat 
conscious  of  approaching  cream,—such  was  Miss 
Haythom  :  she  became  demurer  and  demurer: 
presently,  our  Captain  looked  out  of  the  window  and 
laughed :  this  ehcited  an  inquiring  look  from  Miss 
Haythom.  "We  are  only  a  mile  from  the  Box 
Tunnel." — "  Do  you  always  laugh  a  mile  from  the 
Boi  Tunnel  ?"  said  the  lady. 

"  Invariably." 

'■What  for?" 

"Why!  hem!  it  is  a  gentleman's  joke." 

"  Oh  I  I  don't  mind  it's  being  silly,  if  it  makes  me 
laugh."  Captain  Dohgnan  thus  encouraged,  re- 
counted to  Miss  Hay  thorn  the  following :  "A  lady 
and  her  husband  sat  together  going  through  the 
Eoi  Tnnnel — there  was  one  gentleman  opposite ; 
it  was  pitch  dark ;  after  the  tunnel,  the  lady  sfud, 
'  George,  how  absurd  of  yon  to  salute  me  going 
through  thetannel.'  'I  did  no  such  thing  !' — 'You 
didn't?' — 'No!  why?' — 'Why,  because  somehow 
I  thought  you  did!'"  Here  Captain  Dolignan 
laughed,  and  endeavored  to  lead  his  companion  to 
laugh,  but  it  was  not  to  be  done.  The  train  en- 
tered the  tunnel. 

Mite  Haylhorn.     "  Ah  I" 

I>oliiinan,     "  What  is  the  matter?" 

Miti  HaythoTR.     "I  am  frightened." 

Doli^an  (moving  to  her  side),  "Pray  do  not  be 
alarmed,  1  am  near  you." 

Miss  Haytkorn.  "  You  are  near  me,  rery  near 
me  indeed,  Captain  Dolignan." 

Dolignan.     "  You  know  my  name !" 

Miaa  Haythom.  "1  heard  your  friend  mention 
it.    I  wish  we  were  out  of  this  dark  place." 

Dolignan.  "  1  could  be  content  to  spend  hours 
here,  reassuring  you,  sweet  lady." 

Mitt  Haythirrn.     "  Nonsense  I" 

Dolignan.  Pweep !  (Grave  reader,  do  not  put 
your  hpa  to  the  cheek  of  the  neit  pretty  creature 
you  meet,  or  you  will  understand  what  this  means.) 


I       Miis  Haythom.     "Ee!Ee!Ee!" 
I       Friend.  '  "  What  is  the  matterf" 

Mi»3  Haythorn.     "  Open  the   door  I    open  the 

!       There  was  a  sound  of  hurried  whispers,  the  dooi 
was  shut  and  the  bhnd  pulled  down,  with  hostile 

If  any  critic  falls  on  me  for  putting  inarticulate 
sounds  in  a  dialogue  as  above,  I  answer  with  all 
the  insolence  I  can  command  at  present,  "  Hit  boys 
as  big  as  yourself,"  bigger  perhaps,  such  as  Sopho- 
cles, Euripides,  and  Aristophanes;  they  began  it, 
and  I  learned  it  of  them,  tofe  agiunst  my  will. 

Miss  Haythorn's  scream  lost  a  part  of  its  effect, 
because  the  engine  whistled  forty  thousand  murders 
at  the  same  moment ;  and  fictitious  grief  makes  it- 
self heard  when  real  cannot. 

Between  the  tunnel  and  Bath,  our  young  friend 
had  time  to  ask  himself  whether  his  conduct  had 
been  marked  by  that  delicate  reserve  which  is  sup- 
posed to  distinguish  the  perfect  gentleman. 

With  a  long  face,  real  or  feigned,  he  held  open 
the  door,-^iB  late  friends  attempted  to  escape  on 
the  other  side, — impossible!  they  must  pass  him. 
She  whom  he  had  insulted  (Latin  for  kissed)  de- 
posited somewhere  at  his  foot  a  look  of  gentle 
blushing  reproach ;  the  other,  whom  he  had  not  in- 
sulted, darted  red-hot  daggers  at  him  from  her 
eyes,  and  so  they  parted. 

It  was,  perhaps,  fortunate  for  Dolignan  that  he 
had  the  grace  to  he  friends  with  Major  Hoskyns  of 
his  regiment,  a  veteran  laughed  at  by  the  young- 
sters, for  the  Major  was  too  apt  to  look  coldly  upon 
billiard  balls  and  cigars  ;  he  had  seen  cannon  balls 
and  linstocks.  He  had  also,  to  tell  the  truth,  swal- 
lowed a  good  hit  of  the  mesa-room  poker,  but  with 
it  some  sort  of  moral  poker,  which  made  it  as  im- 
poswble  for  Major  Hoskyns  to  descend  to  an  un- 
gentlcman-like  word  or  action,  as  to  brush  his  oun 
trowsers  below  the  knee. 

Captain  Dolignan  told  this  gentleman  his  story 
in  gleeful  accents;  but  Major  Hoskyns  heard  him 
coldly,  and  as  coldly  answered  that  he  had  known 
a  man  to  lose  his  life  for  the  same  thing ;  "  Hiot  is 
nothing,"  continued  the  Major,  "but  unfortunately 
he  deserved  to  lose  it." 

At  this,  the  blood  mounted  to  the  younger  man's 
temples,  and  his  senior  added,  "  I  mean  to  say  he 
was.thirty.five:  yoo,  I  presume,  are  twenty-onel" 

'•Twenty-five." 

"  That  is  much  the  same  thing ;  will  you  be  ad- 
vised by  me?" 

"  If  you  will  advise  me." 

"Speak  to  no  one  of  this,  and  send  White  the 
£S  that  he  may  think  yon  have  lost  the  bet." 

"  That  is  hard  when  I  won  it !" 

"  Do  it  for  all  that,  sir." 

Let  the  disbelievers  in  human  perfectibility  know 
that  this  dragoon,  capable  of  a  btush,  did  this  virtu- 
ous action,  albeit  wiUi  violent  reluctance :  and  this 
was  his  first  damper.  A  week  after  these  events 
he  was  at  a  ball.  He  was  in  (hat  state  of  hctitious 
discontent  which  beJonga  to  us  amiable  English. 
He  was  looking,  in  vain,  for  a  lady,  equal  in  personal 
attractions  to  the  idea  he  had  formed  of  George 
Dolignan  as  »  man,  when  suddenly  there  gfided 
past  bim  a  most  delightful  vision  I  a  lady  whose 
beauty  and  symmetry  took  him  by  the  eyes — 
another  look  :  "  It  can't  be  !" — "  Yes,  it  is  I" 
Miss  Haythom  I  (not  that  ho  knew  her  name  !)  but 
what  an  apotheosis! 

The  duck  had  become  a  pea-hen — radiant,  daz- 


,,  Google 


THE   BOX   TUNNEL. 


901 


iling,  she  looked  twice  as  beautiful,  and  almost 
twice  as  large  as  before.  He  loat  ^ght  of  her.  He 
found  her  aguin.  She  was  so  lovely  she  made  him 
ill — and  be,  alone,  must  not  dance  with  her,  speak 
to  hor.  If  he  had  been  content  to  be^n  her  ac- 
quaintance the  usual  way,  it  might  have  ended  in 
kissing;  but  having  begun  with  kissing,  it  must  end 
in  nothing.  As  she  danced,  sparks  of  beauty  fell 
from  her  on  all  around,  but  him — she  did  not  Bee 
him;  it  was  clear  she  nevet  would  see  him — one 
gentleman  was  particularly  assiduous  ;  she  smiled 
on  his  assiduity ;  he  was  ugly,  but  she  smiled  on 
him.  Dolignan  was  surprised  at  his  success,  hia  ill 
taste,  his  ugliness,  his  impertinence.  DoHgnan  at 
last  found  himself  injured  :  "  Who  was  this  man  P" 
"and  what  right  had  he  to  go  on  so  ?"  "He  had 
never  kissed  her,  I  suppose,"  said  Dolly.  Dolignan 
could  not  prove  it,  but  he  felt  that  somehow  the 
eights  of  property  were  invaded.  Ho  went  home 
and  dreamed  of  Miss  Haythorn,  and  hated  all  the 
ugly  successful."  Ho  spent  a  fortnight,  trying  to 
find  out  who  this  beauty  was, — he  never  could  en- 
counter her  agiun.  At  last,  he  heard  of  her  in  this 
way ;  a  lawyer's  clerk  paid  him  a  httle  visit,  and 
commenced  a  little  action  against  him,  in  the  name 
of  Miss  Haythorn,  for  insulting  her  in  a  railway 

The  young  gentleman  was  shocked  ;  endeavored 
to  soften  the  lawyer's  clerk;  that  machine  did  not 
thoroughly  comprehend  the  meaning  of  the  term. 
The  lady's  name,  however,  was  at  least  revealed 
by  this  untoward  incident ;  from  ber  name  to  hor 
address  was  but  a  short  step ;  and  the  same  day, 
onr  crest-fallen  hero  lay  in  WMt  at  her  door — and 
many  a  succeeding  day,  without  effect.  But  one 
fine  afternoon,  she  issued  forth  quite  naturally,  as 
if  she  did  it  every  day,  and  walked  briskly  on  the 
nearest  Parade.  Dolignan  did  the  same,  he  met 
and  passed  her  many  times  on  tbe  Parade,  and 
searched  for  pity  in  her  eyes,  but  found  neither 
look,  nop  recognition,  nor  any  other  sentiment ;  for 
b11  this  she  walked  and  walked,  till  all  the  other 
promenadera  were  tired  and  gone, — then  her  cul- 
pdt  summoned  resolution,  and  taking  off  his  hat; 
with  a  voice  tremulous  for  the  first  time,  besought 
permission  to  address  her.  She  stopped,  blushed, 
and  neither  acknowledged  nor  disowned  his  ac- 
quaintance. He  blushed,  stammered  out  how 
ashamed  he  was,  how  he  deserved  to  he  panished, 
how  he  tDat  pupished,  how  little  she  knew  how  un- 
happy he  was ;  and  concluded  by  begging  her  not 
to  let  all  the  world  know  the  disgrace  of  a  man, 
who  was  already  mortified  enoagb  by  the  loss  of 
her  acqudntance.  She  asked  an  eirplanation ;  he 
told  her  of  the  action  that  had  been  commenced  in 
her  name  ;  she  gently  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and 
said,  "  How  stupid  they  are."  Emboldened  by 
this,  he  begged  to  know  whether  or  not  a  life  of 
distant  unpretending  devotion  would,  after  a  lapse 
of  years,  erase  the  memory  of  his  madness — bis 

"Siie  did  not  know!" 

"  She  must  now  bid  him  adieu,  as  she  had  some 
preparations  to  make  for  a  ball  in  the  crescent, 
where  everi/  body  loos  to  be.     They  parted,  and  Do- 


I  time  he  obtained  an  introduction  to  Miss  Haythorn, 
and  he  danced  with  her.  Her  manner  was  gra- 
cious. With  the  wonderful  tact  of  her  ses,  she 
seemed  to  have  commenced  the  acquaintance  that 
evening.  That  night,  for  the  first  time,  Dolignan 
was  in  love.  I  will  spare  the  reader  all  a  lover's 
arts,  by  which  he  succeeded  in  dining  where  she 
dined,  in  dancing  where  she  danced,  in  overtaking 
her  by  accident,  when  she  rode.  His  devotion  fof 
lowed  her  even  to  church,  where  our  dragoon  was 
rewarded  by  learning  there  is  a  world  where  they 
neither  polk  nor  smoke, — the  two  capital  abomina- 
tions of  this  one. 

He  made  acquaintance  with  her  uncle,  who  liked 
him,  and  he  saw  at  last  with  joy,  that  her  eye  loved 
to  dwell  upon  him,  when  she  thought  be  did  not 
observe  her. 

It  was  three  months  after  the  Box  Tunnel,  that 
Captain  Dolignan  called  one  day  upon  Captain  Hay- 
thorn, R.  N.,  whom  be  had  met  twice  in  liis  life, 
and  slightly  propitiated  by  violently  listening  to  a 
cutting-out  eipedition  ;  he  oaJled,  and  in  the  usual 
way  asked  permission  to  pay  his  addresses  to  his 
daughter.  The  worthy  Capliun  straightway  began 
doing  Quarter-Deck,  when  suddenly  he  was  sum- 
moned from  the  apartment  hy  a  mysterious  mes- 
sage. On  his  return,  he  announced,  with  a  total 
change  of  voice,  that  "It  was  all  right,  and  his 
visitor  might  run  alongside  as  soon  as  he  chose." 
My  reader  has  divined  the  truth;  this  nautical 
commander,  terrible  to  the  foe,  was  in  complete 
and  happy  subjugation  to  his  daughter,  our  hen}- 


him  ;  that  consciousness  deepened  into  confusion — 
she  tried  to  laugh,  she  cried  instead,  and  then  she 
smiled  again;  and  when  be  kissed  her  hand  at  the 
door  it  was  "George"  and  "Marian,"  instead  of 
Captain  this  and  Miss  the  other.  A  reasonable 
time  after  this  (for  my  tale  is  merciful  and  skips 
formalities  and  torturing  delays) — these  two  were 
very  happy — they  were  once  more  upon  the  rail- 
road, going  to  enjoy  (heir  honeymoon  all  by  them- 
selves. Marian  Dolignan  was  dressed  just  as  be- 
fore— duck-hke,  and  delicious ;  all  bright,  except 
her  clothes:  but  George  sat  beside  her  this  time 
Instead  of  opposite ;  and  she  drank  him  in  gentlj; 
from  under  her  long  eye-lashes.  "Marian,"  said 
George,  "married  people  should  tell  each  other 
all.     Will  you  ever  forgive  me  if  I  own  to  you — 

"Well  then!  you  remember  the  Eoi  Tunnel," 
(this  was  the  first  allusion  he  had  ventured  to  it>— 
"I  am  ashamed  to  say— I  bad  bet  Zl.  to  10/.  with 
White,  I  would  kiss  one  of  you  two  ladies,"  and 
George,  pathetic  externally,  chuckled  within. 

"  I  know  that,  George  ;  1  overheard  you  ;"  was 
tbe  demure  reply. 

"Oh!  you  overheard  me?  impossible." 

"  And  did  you  not  hear  me  whisper  to  my  com- 
panion?   I  made  a  bet  with  her." 

"You  made  a  bet,  how  singular!     What  was 

"Only  a  pair  of  gloves,  George.'' 

"  Yes,  I  know,  but  what  about  it  ?" 

"  That  if  you  did,  you  should  be   my  husband, 


"  Oh  1 — but  stay — then  you  could  ui 
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BO  very  fuigry  with  mo,  love ; — why,  deareet,  then 
who  brought  that  action  against  me?" 

lira.  Dolignatt  looked  down. 

"  I  was  afraid  you  were  forgetting  me !     George, 


can't  eipect  to  be  Indulged  in  this  way,  every  ti 
we  come  to  a  dark  place — besides,  it  is  not 
thing.     Consider,  two  sensible  married  people- 


THE    XEW    CAPTAIN. 


Ib  1806,  the  Arethuaa  was  in  Portsmouth  harbor, 
undergoing  repairs.  She  liad  been,  like  most  of 
his  Majesty's  ships  in  those  stirring  times,  actively 
employed  in  annoying  the  enemy;  the  shot  and 
shell  of  the  French  batteries  had  passed  over  and 
through  her ;  the  singly  contested  action  had  been 
fought,  and  there  was  no  frigate  more  honored  in  : 
song  than  the  "  saucy  Arethuaa."  ' 

It  was  when  she  removed  to  Spithead,  previous 
to  her  starting  on  another  cruise,  that  her  captain, 
in  endeaTOring  to  reach  the  shore  during  a  heavy 
gale  of  wind,  was  upset  in  his  ^g  and  drowned; 
and  as  the  body  drii^ed  on  shore,  the  coroner  and 
the  undertaker  did  all  that  was  requisite,  "  save  the 
lapidary's  scrawl.''  It  was  a  sad  accident ;  but  sad 
accidents  in  active  minds  are  shortly  forgotltn — 
they  never  remain  to  corrode  the  heart,  which  in 
seamen,  during  war,  beats  too  highly  and  too  quick- 
ly to  allow  of  the  rust  of  life  arising  from  misfor- 
tunes to  impede  its  machinery. 

The  Arethuea  was  all  a-taunio,  top-gallant  yards 
across,  her  red  cnaign  shining  in  the  breeze ;  and 
now  the  pendant  was  masthead  high,  for  the  Iflte 
captain  had  been  burled,  and  the  first  lieutenant 
almost  ima^ned  himself  the  actual  commander; 
but  as  ho  had  received  some  gentle  hinta  that  a 
man  half  his  age  was  about  to  take  charge  of  the 
ship,  he  thought  it  beat  to  foi^et  his  disappoint- 
ment,— the  decks  received  a.  higher  polish  from  the 
holystone,  the  ropes  were  all  taut,  the  yarda  well 
squared,  and  the  Arethusa  attracted  the  attention 
of  all  parties  for  her  neatness  alofl,  and  her  clean, 
man-of-war-like  appearance. 

It  waa  about  noon,  when  the  people  were  at  din- 
ner, that  a  smart  young  man,  in  plain  clothes,  came 
alongside. 

"  Keep  otr  in  that  shore-boat !"  said  the  marine 
on  the  gangway. 

"Have  the  kindness,"  said  (he  gentleman  in  the 
boat,  "to  give  this  note  to  the  first  lieutenant." 

"What's  al!  this?"  said  the  midshipman  of  the 
watch.  (The  ofBcer  of  the  watch  was  playing  the 
flute  below.) 

"  A  shore-boat,  mt,"  said  the  marine;  "got  somt 
thing  for  the  first  lientenant." 

This  brought  the  midshipman  to  the  gangway 
who,  seeing  a  remarkably  dandified  young  ma 
telling  the  boatman  to  go  alongside  without  hi 
leave,  he  resolved  to  cool  this  intruder  on  marin 
discipline. 

"  Sentry  1"  said  Mr.  Weazel,  (whose  face  was  nc 
B  little  altered  since  we  last  left  him ;  he  being  no' 
about  five-and-twenty  years  old,  and  having  one  c 
two  distinguishing  marks  in  the  shape  of  grog-blos- 
soms on  his  nose ;  whilst  his  left  hand  was  not  quite 
so  ready  for  mischief  aa  formerly,  he  having  lost 
two  fingers  in  'Tri^algar,   aod  obtained,  not  fail 


promotion,  but  the  sobriquet  of  'Three-fingered 
Jack,') — "  keep  that  long-togged  gentleman  off!" 

"Keepoffinthat  boat!"  roared  the  marine,  "Or 
Pm  blessed  if  I  don't  fire  into  you !" 

"That's  all  right  enough,"  said  Weazel;  "you 
see  the  gentleman  la  ready  dressed  for  a  ball." 

"Very  likely,"  said  the  gentleman;  "but  I  am 
not  much  inclined  to  dancf  aiitndance  here." 

"Dance  tendances!"  said  the  old  quarter-mas- 
ter, "  why,  his  legs  ar'n't  thick  enough  for  scrub- 
broom  handles  t  although  Pm  bleaaed  if  he  does  not 
stand  as  stiff  in  the  boat  as  a  midshipman  on  half- 
pay." 


J   Of 


your 


please,"  repiief 

old  toddles  as  you  like  is  your  grog." 

"  I'm  thinking,"  said  M'Donald,  "  that  there  are 
two  of  ua  in  that  boat,  Mr.  Weaiel." 

"Will  you  have  the  kindneea  to  take  thia  card  to 
the  iirst  Ueutenant  ?"  asked  the  gentleman. 

"  Will  you  have  the  kindness,  sir,"  said  Weazel, 
mimicking  the  gentleman's  manner,  "to  tell  me  if 

you  take  me  for  your  footman?  and  be  d d  to 

you!" 

"  I  darn  eay  before  long,"  replied  the  gentleman, 
apparently  a  little  irritated,  "  you  will  obey  my  or- 
ders, or  I  shall  discharge  you." 

"That  may   be."  said  Weazel,   "so  by  way  of 
windward,  I'll  just  ifiscAorjs  y( 
-  -„  ,  -r  this  shower  of  rain  may  wet  l 

schaored,  by  wi  _ 

this  nonsense  any  more  ;  you  will  tell  the  first  h< 
tenant  that  I  desire  to  see  him." 

"Well,"  said  Weazel,  "that  docftbeat  cock-fig 
ing! — But,  stop  a  moment.  I  say,  you,  sir,  w 
the  top-chain  over  the  shoulders  of  your  mast,  i 
yon  the  new  captain's  steward  ?" 

"No,  sir,"  answered  the  gentleman. 
Are  yon  his  footman  then?" 


"No,  f 


"No,  E 


r,  la 


n  neither  oi 


r  the  other ;  but  I 


"Oh!  nerer  mind  who  you  are,  my  fine  fellow," 
interrupted  Weazel ;  "  if  you  are  not  the  live  cap- 
tain's steward  or  the  dead  captain's  undertaker,  you 
muEt  be  a  Whitechapel  bird-calcher ;  so  hop  your 
twig,  my  boy,  or  you'U  find  we  have  plenty  of  cats 
to  catch  such  birds  as  you  are.  I  wonder  what  you 
would  take  for  your  watch  without  the  wheels  of  it?'' 

"By  the  Lord!  my  fine  fellow !"  said  the  stranger, 
"yon  shall  remember  that  word,  and  watch  and 
watch  ^all  you  have  time  to  think  of  it." 
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"  It's  Ik  repeater,"  aaid  Weasel,  "  and  I  dare  soy  ' 
yon  got  it  on  tick;  it  looks  like  a  eeeond-hand  Ger- 
m  warmiDg-paii,  and  the  case  [s  large  enough  for 
e  boatsw^n's  'baccj-boi  [  Now,  Hoaes,  or  Aaron, 
who  the  deril  you  may  be  of  the  loat  tribea  and 
It  beards,  if  you  take  us  for  any  of  the  Men-aaies, 

of  John  Doe's  men,  without  your  top-boota,  come 
J  the  first  lieulenant;  but  we  know  how  to 
weather  the  Nab-!ight,  however  deep  it  may  appear 
to  be  surrounded.  Here's  the  £r9t  lieutenant  com- 
ing up  the  hatchway  |  so,  Catcbpgll,  look  outi" 

"  Who  are  yoa  talking  to  orer  tbe  gangway,  Mr. 
Weaiiel?  I  thought  I  told  you  before  that  I  would 
bare  nothing  of  tbis  kind.    Have  tbe  men  bad  their 

Not  quite,  sir,"  replied  Weazel,  b  a  rery  dif- 
nt  tone  of  Toice  from  that  Id  which  he  bad  been 
amusing  himself. 

The  first  lieutenant  came  to  the  gangway,  and 
seeing  a  gentleman — for  a  gentleman  is  always 
known— bobbing  about  in  a  shore-boat  in  a  driz- 
zling rain,  and  hearing  from  the  sentry,  who  had 
been  giggling  away  on  his  post,  tliat  the  stranger 
wished  to  see  him,  ho  ordered  the  boat  alongside, 
aud  a  smart-looking,  well-made  man  of  about  one- 
and-twenty,  stood  un  tbe  Arethusa's  quarter-deck. 
That  ho  was  a  sailor  was  obvious ;  no  landsman 
steps  up  the  ^de,  touches  bis  hat,  and  gives  that 
footing  of  conse.quence  which  a  man  does  from  long 
habit  during  a  profes^onol  life. 

The  first  fieutenant,  Mr.  Jones,  returned  the 
salute ;  and  looking  at  the  card,  took  off  his  hat 
a  low  bow.    Weazel  saw  something  was 


wrong,  and  s 

"I  amappointedt 
said  the  stranger,  " 
without  being  kuowr 
read  my  c 
let  r,      ' 


I  the  c( 


le  of  his  tuvility  in  Ms  o' 


;  and  let  me  beg  of  you,  Mr. 

ion  who  I  am.    I  have  a  great 

repay  that  young  gentleman 


rather  see  the  people  I  am  to  command  without 
their  knowing  their  future  captain.  If  I  slop  in 
■'  e  midshipman's  berth,  leave  me  there." 

"Shall  I  send  the  shore-boat  away?" 

"Certainly.    I  must  pay  him  first,   though. — . 

hat'syourfare,  my  kdi" 

"Three  shillings,  sir;  and  I  hope  your  honor 
will  give  me  something  to  drink  for  wdtjng." 

"Three  shillings  for  coming  oat  to  Spitkead! 
There's  half-a  crown,  and  shove  off  directly." 

"Well,"  said  the  boatman  as  be  looked  at  the 
money,  "you're  a  pretty  chap  to  call  yourself  a 
gentleman ! — why,  you  would  skin  a  flea  for  its  hide 
and  tallow  1  Take  care  of  him,"  said  he  to  Weazel; 
"he's  all  outside  show,  like  a  marine's  mesa.  I 
dare  say  he  would  let  a  poor  fellow  pull  him  to  St. 
Helen's,  and  then  ask  for  change  out  of  a  sixpence." 
And  here  the  voice  grew  weaker  in  the  distance ; 
although  every  now  and  then  such  words  as  "nip- 
cheese,"  "herring-bones,"  "  hung-in-chains,"  and 
such  like  fag-ends  of  the  long  volleys,  reached  the 
ship,  until  the  boatman  thought  he  could  no  longer 
be  heard,  and  resting  upon  bis  oars  he  refieved  his 
throat. 

Murray  at  last  stood  in  the  position  he  had  so 
long  pictured  to  himself;  he  was  the  captain  of  tbe 
Arethusa.  He  looked  aloft  from  the  quarter-deck, 
saw  the  neat-rigged  masts,  the  yards  square,  the  ropes 
taut — such  as  a  man-of-war  should  be,  in  appeai* 
anee  and  efficiency ;  and  he  remembered  tbe  launch, 
aud  tbe  little  fairy  who  christened  her ; — for  he  iiad 
been  present  when  the  Arethusa  many  years  before 
had  be^n  launched ; — and  AmeUa,  then  a  mere 
child,  had  gone  through  that  ceremony ;  but  that 
fairy  had  grown  a  woman,  and  seemed,  from  bis 
father's  affection  for  her,  to  be  fikely  to  cheat  him 
of  his  birthright.  The  ^sl«r  of  tbe  man  who  had 
struck  him !— 3ie  bit  his  lip  as  tbe  thought  occurred 
to  him;  and  he  fancied  his  revenge  but  half  com- 
plete, since  Hammerton  had  never  been  hoard  of 
from  the  day  he  had  sailed.  He  considered  him- 
self wronged,  and  he  felt  he  was  unrevenged,  sinoa 
the  object  of  his  bate  might  have  died  uninsultcd. 
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But  Murray  vug  himself  now  a  cflptain ;  the 
Arethusa,  was  under  his  command ;  the  war  raged 
fiercely;  the  battle  of  Trafalgar,  for  he  was  in  it, 
had  led  to  his  promotion ;  the  naral  glory  of  Great 
Britain  was  raised  upon  the  highest  pinnacle  ;  the 
ahipa  of  England  swept  the  Beas^  and  although  in 
arrogance  we  did  not  equal  the  Dutch,  who  on  a 
former  occasion,  carried  brooms  at  their  mastheads 
— a  signal  now  that  the  Teesel  Is  for  sale, — yet  the 
long  pendants  of  our  ships  were  to  be  seen  in  e^erj 
sea,  in  every  clime.  By  Murray's  side  was  his  first 
lieutenant;  and  although  the  captain  was  Out  of 
uniform,  he  felt  bis  own  utuation,  and  knew  bow 
to  profit  by  it.  "Mr.  Jones,"  he  began,  "this 
Weazel  played  me  the  first  frolic  ever  practised 
upon  me.  When  I  first  entered  on  boarii  the  Tri- 
bune, he  was  then  a.  midshipman  of  four  gears' 
Standing ;  and  after  nine  years'  separation  I  find 
bim  in  the  same  situation,  with  as  little  chance  of 
advancement.  What,  Mr.  Jones,  ia  his  general 
character  ?" 

"He  ia,  air,"  replied  the  first  fieutenant,  "the 
life  and  sout  of  the  ship — foremost  in  danger,  ready 
for  mischief,  always  eicessively  innocent,  and  every 
day  getting  into  scrapes, — he  nearly  got  into  one 
for  talking  to  you  over  the  gangway,  for  that  is  ex- 
pressly against  my  orders." 

"He  took  care  to  have  the  whole  of  the  conver- 
sation to  himself,"  remarked  Murray,  "and  after 
calling  me  Moses  and  Aaron,  a  bum-bailiff  come  to 
arrest  you,  and  so  forth,  he  finished  by  calling  my 
watch  a  German  ivamung-pan,  or  a  boatswain^  to- 

"He  is  not  very  partial  to  the  Israelites;  for  it 
was  but  yealerday  he  shaved  oiF  the  beard  of  One 
in  the  midshipman's  berth,  and  stuck  it  on  the 
collar  of  the  Jew's  coat,  remarking  that  bear-akin 
collars  were  coming  into  fashion;  he  then  lashed 
Mm  up  in  a  hammock,  took  him  into  the  cable-tier, 
Stowed  him  away  in  the  heart  of  it,  and  then  told 
him  he  ought  to  be  very  happy,  as  be  resembled 
his  namesake  whilst  living  and  whilat  dead ;  in  the 
one  instance,  because  he  waa  always  in  pursuit  of  the 

E remised  land  ;  and  in  the  other,  '  because  no  nian 
new  of  his  burying-place  even  unto  this  day.'  On 
the  Jew  being  released,  he  threatened  to  bring  an 
action  agdnst  him,  upon  which  Weazel  immediately 
knocked  him  down,  'by  way  of  commencing  the 
action,'  as  he  said.  Finding  the  poor  fellow  hurt, 
he  poured  some  raw  rum  down  his  throat,  telling 
him  to  make  the  best  of  'the  ajarit  of  the  law.'" 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him  at  acme  of  his  tricks 
again,"  replied  Murray ;  "  and  if  he  asks  me  to  din- 
ner with  him  after  his  abuse  of  me,  I  certainly  will 
availmysolf  of  the  honor.  Let  us  seethe  belween- 
decks,  Mr.  Jones ;  and  be  kind  enough  not  to  give 
me  the  honor  of  an  introduction." 

Captain  Murray  expressed  himself  much  pleased 
with  the  good  order  of  the  frigate ;  there  was  no 
nseless  lumber  about  the  decks,  every  thing  was  in 
its  place,  and  the  ship  might  have  gone  into  action 
five  minutes  after  ahe  was  clear  of  St.  Helen's. 
The  main-deck  was  the  main-deck  of  a  ship  for 
service  as  well  as  for  show,  and  the  lower  deck  ex- 
hibited that  pride  of  seamen,  the  neatness  of  their 
messes ;  the  men  appeared  stout,  young,  and  clean 
seamen  ;  and  to  use  a  common  expression,  though 
rarely  true,  you  might  have  eaten  your  dinner  off 
her  decks,  and  never  felt  the  grate  of  a  sand-grain. 

"This,  sir,"  said  Hr.  Jones,  "is  the  midshipman's 
berth,"  as  he  put  hia  head  inside  the  door. 


The  young  gentlemen  i 
for  dinner.     In  those  de 


.de  preparations 
days,  the  tablecloth  did  its 
duty  for  three  or  four  days,  without  being  relieved ; 
and  before  Monday  evening  the  whiteness  had  been 
pretty  well  superseded  by  the  lines  of  dirt  which 
the  expectant  heroes  of  the  navy  had  rubbed  from 
between  the  prongs  of  their  forks;  some,  indeed, 
preferred  the  easier  and  less  laborious  mode  of 
plunging  the  fork  through  the  tablecloth,  leaving 
two  large  holes, — for  three  or  four  prongs  were  in 
those  days  considered  useless,  and  green  peas  never 
in  fashion  in  the  midshipman's  berth.  A  japanned 
tin  jug,  familiarly  called  a  "black-jack,"  was  in  the 
centre  of  the  table,  and  contained  swipes, — a  liquor 
by  no  means  the  most  intoxicating,  it  having  been 
proved  that  a  man  might  drown  himself  in  such 
miserable  beverage  before  he  could  gel  drunk  upon 
it.  The  bread  bai^e  contained  its  weight  of  hard 
flinty  biacuits;  and  the  mesa,  which  was  a  repub- 
lican one  without  a  caterer,  exhibited  all  the  signa 
of  bad  government  and  starving  populations  which 
a^tation  produces.  The  strongest  seemed  to  pro- 
fit by  this  general  disorganization,  and  the  weaker 
suffered  m  proportion.  Each  one  dally  prepared 
to  help  himself  to  the  lai^  hatf-hakod  piece  of 
beef  upon  the  "  after  you  "  principle,  which  may  be 
thus  explained : — When  the  poor  wrel«b  of  a  boy 
made  his  appearance  with  the  dinner,  the  dish  waa 
instantly  seized  by  one  of  the  quickest  and  the  strong- 
est; another  immediately  called  out,  "After  youl" 
whilst  another,  distancing  a  stuttering  companion, 
had  "  After  you !"  out  before  the  poor  fellow  labor- 
ing ander  the  impediment  could  get  out  the  word 
"After."  So  it  proceeded;  the  last  one  getting  but 
a  very  slender  allowance  to  feed  a  voracious  appe- 
tite, and  each  receiving  the  dish  to  help  himself  as 
his  turn  stood,  on  the  "  after  you "  principle.  It 
was,  however,  considered  a  point  of  honor  never  to 
give  the  dish  out  of  its  turn;  although  Weazel,  if 
he  failed  in  capturing  the  beef  on  its  passage,  gen- 
erally went  upon  the  cutttng-out  eysCem ;  he  would 
draw  tho  attention  of  his  victim  to  some  object, 
whilst  he  helped  himself  from  the  plate  nearest  to 
him.  Hence  civfi  discords  soon  grew  high,  and  not 
unfrequently  blows  were  repeated  instead  of  grace. 

"Will  you  sit  down,  sir,"  sud  Weazel,  address- 
ing the  captain,  "  and  make  yourself  quit«  at  home." 

No  one  had  seen  the  first  lieutenant's  approach, 
and  aU  bands  were  heating  the  devil's  tattoo  with 
their  knives  and  forks  on  the  plates,  keeping  an  in- 
harmonious accompaniment  by  singing  the  "£oast 
Beef  of  Old  England."  Mr.  Jones  on  hearing  the 
invitation  reUred,  and  Captain  Murray  entered  tho 
berth. 

"I  am  very  glad,  sir,"  replied  Murray,  "to  find 
that  you  do  not  conwder  me  as  either  the  live  cap- 
tain's steward  or  footman,  or  the  dead  captain's 
undertaker ;  and  I  shall  have  much  pleasure  in  ac- 
cepting your  invitation." 

"No  grabbing  now,"  SMd  Weazel, — "a  strange 
gentleman's  here ;  and  manners,  you  know,"  in  a 
whisjjering  tone  to  his  messmates.  And  then  ad- 
dressing Murray,  he  said,  "  The  dinner  will  be  here 
in  a,  minute.  Here,  boy,  put  the  beef  before  me, 
and  the  potatoes  within  hidl.  Hold  the  gentleman's 
plate,  boy.  Where  the  devil  have  you  been  edu- 
cated ? — don't  you  know  common  behavior? — Do 
you  like  the  outside  piece,  dr  ?" 

"Thank  jou,"BaJd  Murray,  "any  piece  will  do  for 


"Bold  the  plate 


r,  ftnd  be  d- 
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you  Btinkiag  hounii!"  said  Weaiei  to  the  boy; 
"jou  have  no  more  manners  than  a  kangaroo! 
There — don't  cap^ze  the  gravy  down  that  gentle- 
maji'a  collar ! — A  potato,  sir  ?     I  am  Borry  we  have 


and  left  the  fish 
in,"  ha  continued, 
t  about  a  pound 
in  hia  own  phite,  "help  jonrselvee,  and  remember 
mannert." 

"After  you,  Tom!"  "After  yon,  Harris!"  "After 
you,  Walcol!"  "After  you,  Smithl"  was  instant- 
ly vociferated ;  bdiI  Captain  Hurray  soon  saw  that, 
at  any  rate,  if  his  ship  was  in  good  order,  hia  mid- 
shipman's berth  was  in  rather  a  revolutionary  state, 
and  required  some  alterations  to  protect  the  young- 
ster from  the  overbearing  power  of  the  oldstet.  In 
a  minute,  the  bone  waa  picked  as  olean  as  If  half  a 
dozen  dogs  had  been  at  it;  the  potatoes  vanished, 
tfae  black-jack  waa  empty,  and  the  bread  barge  cap- 
ped. Murray  now  intimated  that  he  would  lake 
a  little  piece  more ;  and  Weazel,  nho  was  always 
ready,  said,  "  Boy,  run  up  to  the  galley  and  bring 
down  the  turkey,"  A  smile  played  upon  the  tips 
of  all  his  messmates;  but  Weazel,  with  consum- 
mate coolness,  con^nued  as  he  saw  the  boy  gaping 
at  him,  "What  the  devil  is  the  matterl— has  the 
poulterer  forgot  to  send  it  ? — or  has  that  rascally 
cook  let  it  fall  in  the  ashes  ?  Tell  him  I'll  report 
him  to  the  first  lieutenant,  and  the  new  captiun 
may  eiercise  his  powers  of  eloquence  in  his  midden 
speech  to  the  ship's  company.  I  am  very  sorry, 
air,"  he  con^ued,  addreasiag  the  stranger,  "but 
we  wilt  endeavor  to  make  amends  in  another  way. 
Boy,  bring  the  dessert,  and  take  care  not  to  iiijure 
the  branches  of  Ihe  cherry-tree.    Tell  the  captain 


of  the  fo  e  op  o  s  and  b  as  a  sea  ow  o  f  ighten 
the  blackbirds.  You  must  ace  our  garden  aloft, 
ek;  it's  a  wondecfiil  invention — much  on  the  plan, 
as  the  clei^yman  of  the  flag-ship  said,  of  the  hanging 
gardens  of  Babylon; — it's  quite  eitraordinaty  how 
om^  fruit  treca  ripen,  and  how  we  avoid  bhghts  and 
late  frosts.     Perhaps,  after  dinner,  you  would  walk 


round,  and  Til  desire  the  gar. 
ing" 


Captain  Murray  kept  his  countenance  well,  al- 
though he  remembered  that  Weazel  had  played 
him  Ihia  very  trick  years  ago,  and  he  waa  perfectly 
aware  that  he  now  destined  him  to  be  the  scare- 
crow, and  the  gardener  Ihe  captain  of  the  top. 

"I  shall  have  much  pleasure,"  replied  Murray; 
"  but  I  oannot  conceive  how  I  could  have  passed 
unnoticed  the  garden,  for  Mr.  Jones — " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Jones,"  interrupted  Weazel,  "  is  much 
too  knowing  to  show  the  garden;  he  has  such  a 
variety  of  South  American  plants  which  he  wishes 
to  bring  to  perfection  before  he  allows  them  to  bo 

Here  the  boy  entered,  and  having  taken  hia  cue 
from  Weazel,  said,  "  Gardener  says,  sir,  that  one  of 
the  fore-top  men  is  in  the  report  for  having  picked 
all  the  cherries,  and  that  a  flight  of  sparrows  and 
blackbirds  have  eaten  up  all  but  a  few  gooseberries, 
which  Mr.  Jones  has  ordered  him  to  keep  for  the 

"Curse  the  new  captain!"  sdd  Weazel.  "By 
the  Lord!  the  service  is  come  to  a  pretty  pass  when 
the  gooseberrica  are  to  be  kept  for  the  new  oaptaiu! 
But,  sir,"  said  he  to  Murray,  "so  it  always  is;  the 
active  and  industrious  starve.  In  order  that  the 
slothful  and  indolent  may  fatten.  Aa  sure  as  ever 
I'm  first  lord  of  the  admiralty,  I'll  do  away  with 
all  gardens  on  board  a  ship,  and  make  the  captain 
sow  mustard  and  creaa  on  the  sills  of  the  ports  for 
the  good  of  the  ship's  company." 

"  Clear  away,  boy,"  said  a  rubicund-nosed  oldster, 
"  and  clap  the  grog  on  the  table.  The  only  dessert 
we  shall  get  to-day  is  some  of  Bounty  Bligh's  bread- 
fruit, or  midshipman's  nuta,  which  grow  better  in 
an  oven  than  in  the  fore-top." 

The  cloth  was  removed  and  the  greasy  oak  table 
brought  to  view.  It  had  divers  proofs  of  long  ser- 
vice ;  each  oldster  miied  a  pretty  strong  portion  of 
grog,  taking  it  out  of  an  old  lime-juice  bottle,  most 
of  them  preferring  a  cup,  for  there  were  only  two 
glasses  or  tumblers  belonging  to  the  mess.  Weazel 
of  course  apolo^zed ;  he  was  the  very  cream  of 
civility  whenever  he  intended  mischief.  It  was  the 
last  roll  of  the  ship  before  she  rounded  the  Isle  of 
Wight  that  smashed  all  their  glasses ;  and  owing 
to  the  confusion  in  refitting  the  ship,  it  was  judged 
better  not  to  receive  (he  new  glass  on  board  until 
they  should  be  ready  for  sea. 

"  Ton  seem,"  said  Murray,  ready  to  lead  Weazel 
on,  "to  spend  a  very  jovial  life,  and  to  make 
amends  for  wanting  the  amusementa  of  the  hinds- 
man  by  some  constant  occupation.  How  do  you 
gener  jly  pass  your  evenings*" 

"Pretty  well  and  comfortably,"  replied  Weazel. 
"When  we  have  no  theatre  open,  or  no  tight-rope 
dancing,  we  play  at  Able  Whackets." 

"Able  Whactcla!"  replied  Murray,  "what  can 
that  be  ?" 

"  The  most  delightfiil  game  ever  invented,"  said 
Weazel;  "it  keeps  the  attention  alive,  and  warms  the 
hands  of  the  pkyora  more  than  any  other ;  and  I'll 
teach  it  to  you,  if  you  like  ;  but  take  a.  glass  of  grog 
first.  When  you  are  on  board  a  ship,  you  must  do 
as  sailors  do ;  and  '  grog '  you  know,  or  at  least  I 
know, — 'grog  is  the  hquor  of  life.'  Perhaps  you 
would  Uke  a  glass  better  than  that  cup  ;  but  Bal- 
de-  nn  and  myself  think  that  there  is  no  use  in 
showing  how  much  we  take^or  rather  how  little, 
for  fear  our  messmates  would  force  us  to  take  more. 


,,  Google 


THE  NEW   CAPTAIN. 


Now,  then,  Hiirria,  hand  out  the  '  good  books,'  and 
let's  get  round  the  board  of  green  cloth." 

A  slight  explaDation  of  this  game  may  not  be 
amisa.  in  order  to  show  how  very  easy  it  ia  for  a 
man  to  pay  off  a  debt  of  revenge  without  incurring 
suspicion.  A  handkerchief  ia  twiated  up  aa  bard 
as  a  rope,  and  this  ia  called  the  "good  money" 
by  which  you  are  to  pay  off  all  debts;  the  cards 
are  called  "good  books,"  (they  are  called  elsewhere 
the  "  devil's  books,"  and  as  far  back  as  memory 
can  trace,  the  four  of  clubs  has  been  called  "the 
devil's  bed-post;")  they  arc  dealt  out  eiactlj,  and 
the  hands  count  the  same  as  at  Commerce.  The 
^eat  art  of  the  game  is  never  to  miscall  any  thing. 
For  instance,  if  a  person  were  to  designate  tlie  hand, 
as  the  hand,  another  wonld  call  out  "  Watch  ;"  and 
the  person  having  made  the  blunder  would  have  to 
hold  out  his  hand  and  receive  one  blow  upon  it 
from  every  player,  just  as  hard  as  he  thought  proper 
to  inQict  it,  the  culprit  being  told  the  reason  of  tbc 
punishment  by  the  man  who  called  out  "Watch," 
saying  before  he  struck  him,  "  Thia  is  for  calling 
the  good  thicg_^ipper  out  of  its  proper  name;"  a 
hand  being  a  Sipper ;  thus,  the  table  is  the  "  board 
of  green  cloth,"  etc.,  every  thing  having  a  profes- 
sional name.  It  ia  obvious  that  the  young  beginner 
is  likely  to  catch  the  most  blows;  and  Weazel, 
completely  blinded  by  Murray's  manners,  sought  to 
pay  him  off  for  the  "rowing"  he  got  from  Mr. 
Jones  for  talking  to  him  over  the  gangway. 

Hurray,  who  knew  the  game  well,  reai^ly  agreed 
to  the  proposition ;  and  Weazel  having  eiplained 
to  hini  the  game,  warning  him  that  when  he  had  a 
good  hand  he  ought  to  "stand  Able,"  which  'gave 
him  the  privilege  of  inflicting  three  hard  cuts  upon 
the  person  who  held  the  worst  hand,  they  dealt  the 
cards  round  once  or  twice  to  explain  the  game,  and 
they  then  "served  them  out"  properly,  every  one 
of  the  midshipmen  being  determined  to  pay  off 
"  tlie  long-togged  gentleman  with  the  chain  round 
bis  neck." 

Perfectly  aware  of  Weazel's  character,  Murray 
acted  accordingly,  and  kept  a  guarded  silence,  in- 
flicting the  punishments  gently,  in  order  to  show  a 
lenient  disposition,  and  then  made  a  mistake  pur- 
posely; upon  which  Weazel  called  out  "Watch," 
and  gave  a  wink  to  his  messmates.  "  Hold  out 
your  flipper,"  sidd  Weazel ;  "I  demand  the  good 
money — this  is  for  caUing  tbe  '  good  books '  out  of 
their  names;"  and  smack  came  tbe  hard-twisted 
handkerchief  upon  Murray's  hand  with  all  the  force 
Weazel  could  bestow  upon  it ;  and  it  required  some 
courage  to  keep  it  steady  to  meet  the  blows  of  the 
others,  for  they  all  Served  him  out  according  to 
their  utmost  power,  the  last  man  keeping  llie  "good 


hold  out  his  flipper,  and  he  began, — "This  is  for 
the  loss  of  the  good  game  called  Able  Whackets, 
this  is  for  the  same,  and  this  is  for  my  standing 
Able  and  gour  losing  the  game ;"  and  at  each  yme 
fell  a  stroke  which  nearly  out  his  hand  off.  At  the 
eipiration  of  this,  Weazel  withdrew  his  hand  to 
ofler  it  to  the  next.  "  Avast  there  I"  said  Murray  ; 
"hold  out  your  flipper  again!"  and  he  received 
three  more  most  powerful  cuts  for  Weazel's  having 
atood  Able  and  having  lost  the  game.  The  tears 
started  in  his  eyes  when  he  found  that  Murray  used 
the  good  money  with  the  swing  of  a  proficient,  and 
amply  repaid  him  for  his  former  iinkindness  ;  whilst 
Weazel,  irritated  by  the  laugh  of  his  messmates, 
who  perceived  tbe  stranger  to  be  an  adept,  gave 
way  to  his  wrath,  and  got  watched  "  three  times 
more,"  Some  jeered  fiim  when  he  offered  his 
maimed  flipper,  and  refused  it  as  being  so  much 
mutilated  aa  Dot  to  offer  a  fair  mark ;  and  as  the 
blows  so  hardly  and  so  constantly  inllicted  led  to 
abuse,  and  abuse  to  a  promise  of  satisfaction, 
Murray  contrived  to  ^ve  the  conversation  a  turn 
by  inquiring  when  the  ship  was  to  sail,  as  he  should 
be  happy  to  meet  the  gentlemen  again. 

"  Oh,  sail!"  said  Weazel,  whose  tongue  was  not 
idle,  for  his  wrath  had  subidded  at  the  idea  of  eatie- 
faction  and  the  prospect  of  working  an  eyelet-hole 
in  the  coat  of  his  enemy, — "Sail!  why,  when  we 
get  our  new  captain  on  board." 

"Who  ia  to  command  this  fine  fHgate?"  said 
Murray. 

"  Some  booby  of  a  lord's  son,  dry-nursed  by  a 
fat  lieutenant,  and  put  under  the  guidance  of  Jones 
to  keep  out  of  mischief." 

"Why  does  it  follow,"  said  Murray,  "that  the 
captain  must  be  (he  booby  you  would  make  Mm?" 

"Because,"  said  Weazel,  "merit  is  never  re- 
warded. Here  am  I,  old  enough  to  command 
any  IHgate  in  the  service,  having  lost  two  fingers 
at    Tr^algar,  been   wrecked,   badgered,    bufleted, 


tting  01 


s  the  t 


Lord 


And  If  we  llo  bnt  w^t  the  hour, 
Thdre  never  yet  was  taurasn  power 
■Whioh  conia  evaae.  it  unlorEiven, 
The  patient  aearoh  and  vigil  lung 

Murray  was  Uke  the  bard's  watchful  man  ;  and 
Weazel,  equally  alert,  was  never  off  his  guard.  At 
last  Weazel  "sMiod  Able  "upon  a  sequence — 
"king,  queen,  and  knave;"  and  Murray  "atood 
Able  "  upon  aces.  When  the  hands  were  exposed, 
Weazel  had  the  worst ;  for  each,  by  soma  good 
luck,  had  got  better  cards,  and  the  victim  was 
called  to  receive  punishment.  Murray  having 
demanded   the   "good   money,"   desired   him   to 


promotion  by  having  been  knocked  overboard  and 
believed  drowned,  four  years  past;  been  mate  of 
the  deck,  had  charge  of  a  watch,  and  being,  though 
I  say  it  myself,  the  best  hand  at  dry  holystoning  a 
lower-deck  in  the  navy.  Now  TU  bet  a  dish  of 
ham  and  eggs  for  four,  with  grog  to  wash  it  down, 
that  the  skipper  who  is  Sent  on 'board  to  be  acting 
captun  under  Jones  is  not  older  than  you  are  to- 
day, and  knows  no  more  of  a  ship  than  you  do!" 

"  That  may  be,  and  yet  he  may  be  a  very  proper 
man  to  command  a  frigate.  Why,  you  would  not 
like  a  man  as  old  as  a  Spanish  mule,  and  perhaps 
Justus  obstinate,  to  command  you  I  I  know  you 
all  like  young  slim  fellows  like  myself." 

"Doyouf  said  Weazel;  "then  you  are  much 
mistaken !  Every  thing  ia  fancy ;  I  fancy  being 
commanded  by  a  mail  older  than  myself — one  who 
has  been  longer  at  sea,  seen  more  service— one  I  can 
respect  from  bis  seniority,  and  in  whom  I  can  have 
confidence  from  his  services.  Now  you  are  younger 
than  me ;  and  although  I  fancy,  from  the  way  you 
handled  tiiat  handkerchief  and  gave  me  such  strik- 
ing proofs  of  your  power,  that  you  have  been  at 
sea,  yet  I  should  just  as  soon  sail  under  tbe  orders 
of  the  bumboat  woman  as  under  yours.  So  now, 
no  offence,  you  know ;  as  the  hands  are  turned  up, 
1  shall  turn  out  of  thia." 

"  Mr.  Weazel,"  said  a  quartermaster,  popping  his 
head  in  the  berth. 

"Well?"  replied  WeazeL 
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*'Mr,  Jones  says  you  are  to  go  on  shore  with  the 
dockyard  party  in  tho  launch." 

"  Curse  Mr.  Jones,  and  the  launch,  and  the  dock- 
yard party  too !" 

"At  any  rate,"  said  Murray,  rising  to  depart, 
"you  are  variable  enough.  Poor  Mr.  Jones,  who 
18  to  dry-nurse  the  captain,  is  old  enough  to  suit  you 
— is  entitled  to  your  respect  from  his  long  serrice, 
and  yet  you  don't  seem  to  have  much  confidence  in 
his  orders.  However,  J  will  not  he  the  cause  of 
your  delay ;  so,  good  evening  young  gentlemen.     I 


dare 
agun." 


I  shall  have  tl 


B    of   SI 
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ing  you 


E^d  Weazel. 

"Nor  I,"  aaid  Walcot. 

"Nor  I,"  said  Harris;  "ho  plays  too  good  a 
knife  and  fork ;  and  notwithstanding  his  gold  chain, 
I  don't  think  he  has  had  a  hlow-out  for  the  last 
fortnight;  he's  as  thin  as  a  herring,  and  twists 
about  like  an  eel,  but  by  the  Lord  Harry,  he  hits 

Murray  overheard  these  unfavorable  remarks ; 
but  he  well  knevf  that  midshipmen's  remarks  were 

on  the  duty  ;  and  Murray  saw  by  the  way  one  or  two 
of  the  officers  returned  the  salute  aa  he  got  on  the 
quart*r-dcok,  that  Jones  had  given  a  hint  that  the 
□ew  captain  was  for  show.    The  gig  was  manned. 


ind  Weazel  Saw  the  shore^olng  gentleman  take 
hold  of  the  yoke-hnes  and  steer  the  boat  as  well  as 
ly  man  in  the  navy." 

"That  gentleman,"  sdd  Mr.  Jones  to  Weazel, 
"  has  known  you  before.  I  suppose  you  shook 
hands  with  him  after  dmnec?" 

!fot  exactly,  sir ;  but  he  made  my  hands  shake. 
We  played  at  Able  Whackets,  and  I  'fancy  I  got  off 
flecond-best." 

Had  you  a  midshipman  on  board  the  Tribune 
of  the  name  of  Murray  ?" 

"  Tea,  air,"  replied  Weazel ;  "  and  a  gallant  fellow 
he  was,  but  a  precious  snob  to  be  sure ;  he  was  the 
son  of  some  old  lord  mayor,  and  was  placed  under 
the  protection  of  a  Mr.  Hammerton,  who  gave  me 
a  considerable  hiding  because  I  stowed  his  blankets 
away  the  first  night." 

"  How  did  he  get  on  down  below  with  you  ?"  con- 
tinued Jones. 

"Ale  very  well,  I  thank  you,  sir — a  mighty 
stretching  appetite.  I  was  in  hopes  of  showing 
him  the  garden  in  the  foretop,  or  the  cow  in  the 
main-top ;  but  the  dockyard  party—" 

"—Will  save  you  a  little  repentance.  Mr.  Wea- 
zel,  that  gentleman  is  Captain  Murray,  of  the 
Arethusa." 

"Whewl"  wentWeaiel,  as  he  slipped  down  the 
Hde[  "  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  I've  made  of  it!" 


THE  SPOILED  CHILD. 


Br  the  aide  of  a  deep-bosomed,  smouldering 
Christmas  fire,  in  the  oak-panelled  drawing-room 
of  an  old  manor-house  in  Herefordshire,  sat  two 
mild-featured  grandmammas,  awailing,  with  plaeid 
lUgnity,  the  advent  of  the  dinner-hour.  Their  fig- 
ures rose  with  equal  state  from  their  massy  bro- 
caded gowns,  though  their  style  and  efffect  were 
dififerent.  One  grandmamma  was  esceeding  Ihio; 
the  other  grandmamma  excelled  in  fat.  Kind 
hearts  looked  out  from  both  their  faces;  nor  would 
this  have  been  quite  possible  to  any  hearts  Uits  kind, 
for  each  face  was  surrounded  and  surmounted  with 
an  embattled  cap,  thick  set  with  richly  notched, 
though  faded,  ribbons,  and  five  rows  deep  in  starched 
point  lace  ;  so  that  each  respected  head  bore  a  close 
resemblance  to  a  bouquet  of  thistles  exulting  in  a 
strong  white  frost. 

They  were  beguiling  the  time  with  grave,  yet 
pleasing  conversation,  till  "papa"  and  "mamma" 
were  dressed,  and  the  rest  of  the  family,  with  sun- 
dry guests,  arrived ;  and  the  subject  they  discussed 
was  the  never-enough-to-be-repeated  one,  of  how 
many  perfections  were  displayed  in  the  pretty  per- 
son of  their  dear  grandchild,  and  how  many  more 
were  to  be  expected,  from  the  constant  care,  atten- 
tion, devotion,  and  universal  admiration  and  flattery, 
bestowed  upon  the  beauty  and  "bringing  up"  of 
httle  Darling  I'etkin. 

A  loud  scream  from  the  excellent  lungs  (lungs 
not  to  be  equalled,  of  their  size,  iu  power  of  an- 
nouncement) of  the  dear  child  upstairs,  was  (juickly 
followed  by  the  descent  of  the  same  in  the  arms  of 
his  maid,  to  be  carried  to  the  front  door  to  meet  a 
carriagefull  of  aunts,  another  full  of  friends  of  the 
lamily,  and  sundry  uncles  on  horseback,  whose  ap- 


proach he  had  seen  from  the  nursery  window.  In 
less  than  a  couple  of  minutes,  the  whole  concourse 
came  dancing  and  crowing  into  the  drawing-room, 
with  Darling  Petkin  in  the  centre,  mounted  upon 
the  left  shoulder  of  Uncle  Benjamin,  where  he  sat 
with  a  drum  slung  round  his  neck,  which  he  fii- 
rlouely  beat  with  both  sticks,  screaming  in  vmn- 
glorious  delight,  and  never  caring  to  perceive  that 
each  blow  of  the  drumstick  in  his  right  hand 
"  took  "  his  uncle's  left  ear  in  its  way  upwards.  At 
length  the  general  tumult  ceased,  and,  in  the  pause 
occa^oned  by  all  the  party  "taking  their  breath," 
the  shrill  voice  of  Darting  Petkin  enunciated,  with 
all  the  air  of  a  little  paged  just  come  to  light, 
"  Yah !  on'y  nook  a'  me  I 

"  Only  look  at  me !"  How  often  do  we  hear  this 
from  children;  how  seldom  do  we  find  the  cl^m 
upon  general  attention  and  admiration  made  ill 
vain !  We  beg^n  to  fear,  that  where  we  are  fond 
of  a  child  (and  the  same  principle  applies  to  a  pet 
dog,  horse,  or  favorite  of  any  kind),  there  is  always 
a  natural  tendency  towards  spoiling  it  a  Httle;  that 
is,  towards  rendering  it  vain,  exacting,  wilful,  use- 
less, or  disagreeable,  by  the  excess  of  our  manifes- 
tations of  admiration,  and  the  concessions  we  make 
to  ail  its  sayings  and  doings,  however  capricious  and 
hilrtful.  Our  present  business,  however,  is  not  so 
much  with  the  good  children,  the  pretty  good,  or 
the  not-BO-very-good-neither  children,  but  the  tip- 
top specimen  of  a "On'y  nook"  at  the  por- 

The  tumult  having  subsided,  the  uncles  and  aunts 
were  enabled  to  offer  a  few  words  of  recognition 
and  merry-Christmas-wishing  to  the  two  grand- 
mammas, and,  at  tho  same  time,  to  percdve  that 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Meredith  {we  beg  Darling  Petkln'E  par- 
don 1  ne  mean  papa  and  mamma)  had  entered  the 
room.  The  family  now  commenced  a  kind  and  so- 
licitous convereatioD  logelher,  on  the  rarious  gaina, 
losses,  cliangcB,  and  prospecW,  which  had  occurred 
'0  each  other  aince  they  met  last  Christmas 


thiair 


esung  c. 


daffecti 


s  allowed 

most  to  the  extent  of  fiileen  minutes,  during  the 
whole  of  which  time  Darling  Fetkin  vaa  busily  and 
^lently  occupied  alone,  io  a  distant  corner,  eating 
greedy  handfuU  of  many-colored  "  hundreds  and 
thousands,"  varied  by  sundry  dips  into  paper  pack- 
ets brought  him  by  Uncle  Bcd,  containing  bulis- 
eyes,  kisses,  hardbake,  almond  sugar-plums,,  aJicum- 
pane,  barley  sugar,  gingerbread,  white  sugar-candy, 
pipe  peppermint,  lolUpop  squibs,  a  quire-and-a-half 
of  parliament,  and  everlastings.  These  little  tokens 
of  remembrance  and  affection,  without  which  the 
giver  would  have  met  with  a  very  difTercnt  recep- 
tion, were  deposited  in  Darling  Petkin'a  hands  by' 
mamma,  to  go  and  put  away  in  his  own  pretty  cup- 
board and  drawers,  and  to  take  out  only  a  little 
fixim  each  packet  every  day  after  dinner. 

When  the  various  greetings  of  the  family  had 
been  exchanged.  Aunt  Nancy,  looking  at  her  watch, 
and  observing  that  it  wanted  half-an-fiour  of  dinner, 
drew  a  roll  of  paper  from  her  pocket,  and  making 
a  great  deal  of  rustling  in  unfolding  it,  besides 
manifesting  a  more  than  usually  grave  look,  she  thus 
produced  a  silence  fraught  with  expectation,  during 
which  she  cast  an  interrogate  e  glange  around. 

"  Oh  t  do.  Aunt  Nancy '  ejclaimcd  ocvcral  voices 
apparently  proceeding  from  minds  previously  in- 
structed, or  else  very  rapidly  sympathetic;  "oh! 
do  read  it." 

"  Pray  do ! — yes,  pray  do ' '  murmured  papa  and 
mamma,  and  several  friends  of  the  familv  Aunt 
Nancy  bowed  her  head  with  an  air  of  self  compla- 
cency, which  she  intended  for  general  respect,  and 
commenced  reading : — 

"  '  The  production  of  a.  rational  essay  on  infant 
education,  is  at  once  an  undertaking  and  an  event 
of  the  most '" 

Rub-dub-a-dub ! — such  were  the  sotmds  evidently 
intended  to  accompaoy  Aunt  Nancy's  learned  rcei- 
taOve;  for  Darling  Petkin,  having  eaten  hardbake 
and  lollipops  till  he  was  nearly  sick,  suddenly  came 
to  the  perception  that  be  was  no  longer  an  object 
of  interest  to  the  company  present,  who,  instead  of 
being  solely  occupied  with  him,  were  actually  going 
on  very  well  among  themselves  without  him !  He, 
therefore,  jumped  up,  seized  his  drum,  and  began 
to  strut  knee-foremost  round  the  room,  and  through 
the  seated  party,  beating  it  with  all  his  might, 
sometunes  on  the  head,  sometimes  witha"tack- 
taciing  "  noise  on  the  tin  sides  or  wooden  rim,  and 
bloating  out  his  cheeks  and  stomach  as  he  ejaculat- 
ed a  "  row-de-dow  "  aa  semi-chorus  to  the  "  rub-a- 
dub  "  of  hia  belabored  instrument.  Aunt  Nancy's 
theoretic  essay  was,  therefore,  compelled  to  pro- 
ceed with  an  obligata  accompaniment  on  the  drum, 
by  the  celebrated  Darling  Petkin. 

"  'The  production  of  a  rational ' " — rack,  tack-a- 

tack,  dub,  dub ! — "  '  a  rational  system  of  " — rub  ! 

■ '  infant ' " — dub  !  —  "  '  education : '    my  dearest 


child!  pray  atop  for  only  a  /e«  minulei 
dub-a-dub.'' — "  "The  production,'  Irepea 
tional  systen 


~rub-a- 


leproduction,' Irepeat,  'ofa 


m-dub  !- 


"vital   i 


>ortance,"' — Kub-a-dub!  a-dub  !.  dub-dub-dool- 
■ '  It  ia  of  most  vital  importance,  not  only  to  one's 
iwn  country,  but  to  the'"  —  row-dc-dow  I — 
"world  at  large.  Instead  of  the  erroneous'"— 
aek-i-rack,  a-raok! — '"methods  hitherto  practis- 
id,' "— row^low-de-dowl— '"the  profound  system  I 
lave  adopted  of  always  permitting  a  child  to'" 
—rub-a-dub,  a^iub ! — "'to  have  its  own  way  In 
very  thing'" — ri-tum-ti! — "'ia  one,  easy  of  ac- 
mplishment;   and  the   results   are   equally'"  — 


Row-de-dow,  de-dow,  doodle-di 

"  '  But,  as  they  grow  up,  there  is  the '  "-—rub  !— 
"'there  is  the'" — rub  I — "'there  is' — my  dear, 
sweet  child  I  do,  pray  be  quiet— only  one  moment  I 
— 'there,'!  say,  'is  the'"— rub! — "'in  fact,  the 
very  greatest '  " — dub-a-dub  1—" '  necessity  that  the 
adult  should,  of  its  own  good'" — row,  de-dow,  de- 
dow! — "'of  its  own  good  sense,  should  see  the 
propriety,  as  well  as  prudence,  of'"— ti-tlddley-ti! 
— "'of  acting  on  a  totally  difierent  plan,'  " — Taok- 
a-rack,  dub,  dub ! — "  My  dearest  little  boy  1" — row- 
de-dow,  de-dow,  toodle-lool  —  "poor  grandmam- 
ma !".—ti-rub ! — "her  head  aches,  Darling  Petl"— 
yah!  row-de-dow,  de-dow,  rub-a-doo !— " Oh  Ee  ! 
Uncle  Ben ! — see  1  he's  got  the  other  drum,  to  help 
Darling  beat  his  tatoo!"— Tra!  tra-a-a-a,  ti-mm  t 
tra,  tra-a-a-ti-dum  I— rub,  d?(6-a-rub-a-rnb,  rub-de- 
doo !     tra-a-a-a-a-a-a-rub,    liui-a-cub-a-rub,    rub-de- 

It  is  not  very  necessary  to  inform  the  reader  that 
Aunt  Nancy's  learned  essay  on  infant  education  was 
quite  overwhelmed;  and  the  discomfited  spinster 
replaced  it  in  her  pocket,  with  a  look  expressive 
of  very  miiedand  confusing  thoughts  and  emotions. 
"Bless  his  dear,  sweet  face!"  murmured  mamma, 
"  what  a  color  he  hat  got  I — he's  so  fond  of  his 
drum,  Aunt  Nancy  T"  Whereupon,  everybody  in 
the  room,  except  one  personage,  uttered  some  ejac- 
ulation of  admiration ;  and  Uncle  Benjamin,  and 
two  of  the  aunts,  ran  and  covered  him  with  kisses, 
and  then  carried  him  round  the  room  on  their 
crossed  arms. 

The  one  personage  who  did  not  contribute  his 
voice  to  the  applause  of  Darling  Pettin's  perform- 
ance, was  a  corpulent,  elderly  gentleman,  who  had 
arrived  in  his  own  carriage  at  the  same  time  as  the 
batch  of  uncles  and  aunts,  but  of  whom  we  have 
no  more  been  able  to  take  any  notice  up  to  the 
present  moment,  than  Vere  the  company  assembled. 
Mr.  Scrope  Bellylield  had,  therefore,  sat  in  pom- 
pous alence,  with  an  eipresdon  of  much  disgust 
and  irritation.  He  was  evidently  very  vain  of  his 
great,  fat  person ;  and  wore  a  high-crested,  rich- 
curling,  dark  brown  wig,  not  unlike  the  head-dress 
of  George  IV.  Mr.  Scrope  Bellyfield  was,  more- 
over, a  great  eiacter  of  all  sorts  of  admiration  and 
attention  :  first,  because,  to  do  him  jastice,  he  was 
really  a  man  of  superior  understanding,  education, 
and  great  general  information;  and,  secondly,  be- 
cause he  possessed  immense  wealth  and  influence, 
and  "commanded"  the  votes  of, half  the  "inde- 
pendent freeholders"  in  his  county.  For  this  coun- 
ty, Mr.  Meredith  was  most  anxious  to  be  returned 
to  parliament ;  and,  as  the  day  of  election  waa  ap- 
proaching, he  had  recently  sought  the  friendship 
and  advice  of  Ur.  Scrope  Beltyficld,  who  seemed 
disposed  to  exert  himself  exclusively  in  his  favor. 
Mr.  Meredith,  and  the  whole  fcmily,  were,  conse- 
quently, aoiious  to  show  him  every  a 
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the  present  occaeion,  altbough  thej  had  not  yet 
been  able  to  find  any  opportuinty,  except  in  helping 
him  to  alight  from  hia  carriage. 

Mr.  Ueredith  had  stood  rubbing  his  hands,  with 
an  obsequious  preparatory  air,  beside  the  arm-chair 
of  Mr.  Sorope  BeUjiield,  during  the  lecture  which 
had  just  been  drummed  into  the  ears  of  the  party, 
as  though  be  would  fain  have  entered  into  some 
very  interesting  and  deferential  conversation  ;  but 
the  corpulent  visitor  was  too  irritated,  and 
an  expression  of  assumed  abstraction, 

The  dinner  bell  now  reBOundcd  from  the  hall,  and 
the  whole  party  made  a  show  of  escorting  Mr.  Bel- 
lyfield,  as  they  adjourned  to  the  dining-room ;  but 
somehow  or  other,  it  happened  that  Darling  FetUia 
got  in  the  very  centre  of  the  group,  and  fairly  car- 
ried off  "  the  attention."  They  all  took  their  seats 
at  the  table,  Mr.  Bellyfield  being  placed  at  the  right 
hand  of  "  mamma,"  who  had  Darling  Petltin  upon 
her  knee.  Grandmamma  Meredith  it  was  observed, 
had  not  taken  her  place  ;  whereupon,  Mr.  Meredith 
informed  the  family  that  she  had  retired,  with  a  bod 
headache,  to  lie  down  for  an  hour  or  two.  "  Ah  !" 
murmured  mamma,  "she  has  been  complaining  a 
good  deal  of  late;  the  weather,  you  see, — the  cold 
is  too  much  for  her  ;  she  will  be  better  when  she 
has  been  bled :  John  has  gone  off  for  Dr.  Mayton. 
Shall  I  help  you  to  a  little  soup,  Mr.  Bellyfield  ?" 

"Tliaok  you,  madam,"  replied  the  great  gentle- 
man in  a  formal  voice,  bowing  Ms  red  face  almost 
down  into  bis  plate. 


"  Oh,  no  sort  of  hurry,  madam  I"  ejaculated  the 
eentleman  :  and  dawn  went  his  face  again  towards 
his  plate,  with  preposterous  courtesy. 

It  would  l>e  too  arduous  a  task  to  ourselves,  and 
too  provocative  to  our  readers,  were  we  to  attempt 
to  give  a  progressive  description  of  the  scene  which 
continued  through  this  most  trying  dinner.  During 
the  whole  time  did  the  victorious  Darling  Fetkin 
sit,  and  perdst  in  sitting,  on  mamma's  knee ;  inter- 
rupting every  attempt  she  made  to  address  any 
body  but  himself;  fretfully  engrossing  all  her  atten- 
tion ;  and,  in  his  unceasing  attempts  to  engross  the 
attention  of  every  body  else,  as  he  had  always  been 
permitted  to  do,  thoroughly  confusing  and  defeats 
ing  all  general  conversation.  The  etiect  upon  the 
Sfdrits  of  every  body  present,  mamma  and  Uncle 
Ben  perhaps  aicepted,  was  that  of  unmitigated 
and  unconc|nerable  eihaustlon  and  disgust.  But  no 
one  had  the  "cruelty"  to  say  so ;  and  few  of  the 
family  admitted  the  iaCt  to  themselves.  What  all 
the  visilors  thought,  was  easy  to  perceive ;  n 
Mr.  BeUyfieid,  in  particular,  thought  and  felt, 
dare  not  venture  to  conjecture.  He  enjoyed  the 
reputation  throughout  tae  country  of  being  an  es- 
cellent  companion  in  all  societies  ;  a  man  who  pos- 
sessed "a  fund  of  anecdote"  and  urbanity.  Cer- 
tainty, on  the  present  occasion,  he  manifested  no 
signs  whatever  of  any  thing  of  the  kind.  He  made 
no  movement,  except  to  eat,  and  to  bow  his  head 
when  papa  and  the  uncles  asked  him  to  do  them 
the  honor  of  taking  wine ;  and  he  never  opened  his 


ith,  except  to  reply  in  monosyllables.  His  face, 
■ged  with  color,  presented  the  peculiarly  omi- 
s  black-redness  of  long-suppressed  breath;  his 
iner  was  charaoteriied  by  terrible  composure; 
silence  was  like  the  preliminary  pause  before 
the  Gxplo^on  of_some  capacious  mine. 

We  pass  over  the  dinner  ;  the  recollection  of  it 
has  a  choking,  effect.  The  dessert  vraa  placed  upon 
the  table  ;  the  guests  now  bethought  them  of  merry 
Christmas,  and  were  anxious  to  talk  of  old  times. 
But  there  was  no  doing  any  thing  with  Darling  Fetkin 
in  the  room,  except  to  listen  and  admire,  or  endure 
and  be  silent.  There  he  sat,  on  mamma's  knee, 
who  was  ready  to  faint  from  eihaustion,  yet  did  not 
possess  enough  fortitude  to  send  him  to  bed ;  there 
he  sat,  with  his  sweetmeats  before  bim,  bis  cheeks, 
month,  and  chin,  begrimed  with  colored  sugars, 
tart,  cake,  and  orange,  all  of  which  he  insisted  con- 
tinually upon  having  kissed;  there  he  sat,  with 
messed  hands,  and  "sticky"  fingers,  catching  at 
the  contents  of  every  dish  in  his  reach,  or  that  he 
caused  to  be  brought  within  his  reach ;  then,  fling- 
ing the  conglomeration  about  the  table,  or  into  the 
plates  of  those  who  were  nearest;  and,  finally, 
wiping  his  grimy  httle  paws  on  mamma's  satin  dress, 
or  on  her  cheek,  and  throat,  under  pretence  of 
playful  fondness. 

The  crawhng  clock-hands  eventually  worked 
their  way  into  the  middle  of  the  fatigued  night,  and 
Darling  Petkin's  eyes  became  heavy,  as  he  made 
the  preparatory  movement  to  go  to  sleep  in  mam- 
ma's arms.  It  was  now  thought  a  httle  effort  might 
cautiously  be  made  to  try  and  get  him  up  stairs 
without  her,  so  that  she  might  have  half  an  hour's 
respite  to  devote  to  her  guests  and  family. 


Uttle  effort  was  m 

de 

n  the  following 

manner:— 

"Myswee 

pressing  the 

■  bosom;  "will  my  i 

his  bed  r 

.bed." 

"Aunt  Nancy,"  pursued  mamma,  "basgotaBt- 
tie  finger  that  linons  it's  time  Darling  went  (O  his 
own  pretty  bed.    Little  finger,  what's  o'clock  f 

Here  the  accomphshed  theorist  on  in&nt  educa- 
tion  held  up  her  gifted  digit. 

"  There !  Aunt  Nancy's  little  finger  says  it's  very 
late ;  and  Darling  will  be  bo  glad  to  go  to  his  bed — 
won't  he  ?" 

"No,  no,  no  I"  squealed  the  peevish  Petkin. 

"My  precious  Iamb!  how  feverish  his  dear  6ice 
and  hands  are!  ifo  go  to  his  bed." 

"Ay,  do  goer,  love;"  echoed  Aunt  Nancy,  in 
the  tenderest  voice;  "Ohl  don't  Heat  mamma; 
you've  hit  her  on  the  chin — see !  you've  made  poor 
mamma  ky  I — poor  mamma !" 

Here  poor  mamma  made  a  show  of  crying,  dur- 
ing which  the  sweet  lamb  settled  himself  in  her 
lap,  and  fell  fast  asleep.  He  was  thus  carried  up 
to  bed.  Now,  in  good  sooth,  did  all  present,  shift- 
ing themselves  in  their  seats,  take  a  fresh  breath, 
and  reverting  to  merrj'  Christmas,  prepare  to  have 
a  pleasant  hour,  and  toast  old  times.  Even  Hr. 
Sorope  Bellyfield,  showed  signs  of  emerging  from 
his  pompous  austerity  and  smouldering  silence,  and 
gaied  at  "poor  mamma,"  with  an  eipression  in 
which  some  commiseration  for  her  pale,  worn  face, 
was  mingled  with  contempt  and  irritation  at  her 
moral  weakness.  Mr.  Meredith  now  began  to  get 
alive,  and  pulling  down  his  waistcoat  and  wrist- 
bands, and  stretching  bis  arms,  called  for  fresh  de- 
canters of  wine  and  clean  glasses.     The  table  waa 
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also  cleared,  and  covered  afrosh  with  plates  of 
flngea.  olives,  cakes,  dried  fruits,  etc   "And  no' 
quoth  Mr.  Meredith,  rising  with  a  bumper  in 
hand,  and  looking  towards  Mr.  Scropc  Belljfield, 
"  And  now,  I  have  to  propose  a  toast  1" 

A  loud  jell  from  the  DurBery  arrested  Mr.  Mere- 
dith's progress.  Darling  Pet,  having  had  his  sleepj 
&ce  ivasbed  before  being  placed  in  bis  bed,  h:  ' 
oompletelj  recovered  himself  as  to  insist  upon  ■ 
ing  down  stairs  again.  He  was  now  heard  oi 
waj,  beating  his  drum,  and  sinpng  and  shouting, 
as  he  descended.  Papa,  however,  began  his  speech 
again,  in  hopes  of  Unisbing  before  the  accompani- 
ment overwhelmed  him. 

"I  have  to  propose" — rub-a-dHb«lub  1 — "a  toast 
to  you  all," — ti,  rub-a-dub,  rub  1^ — "  which,  Tm  sure 
jou  must  drink  with  delight," — ^Row-de-dow,  rack- 
a-tack  too !  "  It  is  the  health  of  a  guest,  who  has 
honored  us  here  with  his" — rub-a-dub-dub,  doodlc- 
doo  I — "  a  gentleman,  whose  well-known  urbanity, 
and  fund  of  anecdote,  is  the  universal " 

The  tumultuous  entrance  of  Darling  Potkin,  here 
rendered  the  speaker  quite  inaudible,  and  "poor 
papa,"  casting  a  deplorable  loot  at  deplorable 
mamma,  fairly  gave  it  up,  and  sat  down. 

The  Spoiled  Cbild  was  in  his  night-gown  and  night- 
cap ;  his  drum  was  slung  round  his  nock ;  he  had  a 
Bword  at  his  side,  and  a  drumstick  in  one  hand, 
while  he  used  a  wooden  gun  as  a  driunstick  in  the 
other.  In  the  very  middle  of  the  table  did  he  in- 
sist upon  being  placed,  with  his  drum  before  him, 
and  then  he  commenced  an  uproar  and  havoc  on 
every  thing  within  his  range,  suiA  as  we  shall  re- 
frain frqm  attempting  to  describe.  At  length,  by 
a  whiri  of  his  gun,  the  sweet  lamb  smote  a  tall  can- 
dle, which,  falhng  sideways,  touched  the  head-dress 
of  Grandmamma  Thompson,  and  set  it  all  in  a  blaze. 
With  a  loud  screaming,  "Take  me,  mammal" 
(while  Uncle  Ben  extinguished  the  fiery  old  crown) 
the  sweet  lamb  flew  along  the  table  to  mamma's  ex- 
panded arms,  and,  in  doing  so,  overturned  a  heavy 


cut-glass  decanter,  which  rolled  off  the  table,  and 
fell  with  one  edge  upon  the  toe  of  Mr.  Scrope  Bel- 
lyfield! 

"Base  urchin!"  ejaculated  the  long-smouldering 
and  now  agoniijed  and  infuriate  gentleman.  Jump- 
ing up  with  a  rapidity  never  to  be  anticipated  from 
one  so  corpulent,  and  eitending  his  right  arm,  the 
clenched  fist  whereof  trembled  above  the  table  with 
passion;  "Base  urchjnt  is  it  to  see  and  hear  your 
yells  and  antics  that  I  am  invited  lo  this  place  to- 
day I  Was  I  inveigled  here  lo  enjoy  your  pretty 
play  and  prattle  close  to  my  elbow  idl  dinner-tune ! 
— to  feel  continnal  gouts  of  gravy,  and  bits  of  fat 
and  sweetmeat  dropped  upon  my  kneesl — to  have 
filbert  maggots  tossed  into  my  waistcoat,  and  or- 
ange juice  and  pips  shot  and  squirted  into  mv  very 
face! — Mr.  Meredith! — Sir! — this  is  not  to  be  en- 
dured. Talk  of  system — theory— infant  education, 
indeed!  your  advisers  are  lamentably  in  the  dark. 
There  is  not  one  idea  entertained  upon  the  subject 
by  that  child's  grandmammas,  uncles,  aunts,  nor, 
give  me  leave  to  say,  Sir,  by  his  papa  or  mamma, 
which  is  not  directly  the  opposite  of  right  I  wish 
distinctly  to  say,  that  the  whole  system  of  behavior 
and  treatment  adopted  towards  that  creature,  is  as 
wrong  and  injurious  to  him  now,  and  will  be  for  his 
future  life,  as  possible.  A  more  ruinous  system 
could  scarcely  be  invented  by  the  most  elaborate  in- 
tention of  mischief.  Tou  tiiink  I  say  all  this  only  be- 
cause he  has  flung  a  decanter  upon  my  toe;  but  I 
don't.  It  is  the  pain.  Sir,  which  has  shot  the  truth 
out  of  me  all  of  a  lump.  I  say  again,  a  more  com- 
plete specimen  of  an  atrocious  •  Spoiled  Child '  I 
never  read  or  heard  of— with  all  my  '  fund  of  anec- 
dote ; ' — so  base  an  urchin  I  never  saw  in  the  most 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Scrope  Bellyfield  Boundered 
out  of  the  room,  and  left  the  house,  never  again  to 
set  foot  in  it.  Mr.  Meredith  never  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  writing  M.  P.  after  his  name  ;  he  saw  it  was 
of  no  use  to  stand  an  elecdou. 


AN   OVER0HARGE.- 


o  Cornwall's  austral  end. 


Some  twenty  years  ago — it  may  be  more^ 

When  Bonaparte  was  in  lofty  station, 
He  vow'd  he'd  fiy  his  eagles  on  the  shore, 

And  freedom  give  to  all  the  British  nation. 
Now,  John  Bull  relished  not  this  kind  intention ; 

lie  knew  that  eagles  were  much  given  to  peek  ; 
So  thanked  the  Emperor  for  his  attention, 

Yet  firm  resolved  his  progress  he  would  check. 
From  John  o'  Groat 

And  valiant  hearts  their  country  to  defend. 

Who  swore  they'd  clip  th'  Imperial  eagle's  wings. 

Sam  Miles,  a  lad  with  heart  of  British  Oak, 
(His  head  was  somewhat  of  a  softer  mould,) 

Among  the  awkward  squad  his  station  took, 
And  in  a  moment  grew  a  soldier  bold. 

The  drill  was  over — well  he'd  play'd  his  part ; 

Now  homeward  lo  his  loving  spouse  he  hies  ; 
Explun'd  the  mysteries  of  the  martial  art. 

And  held  the  musket  to  her  gazing  eyes. 


A   RESUSCITATED   JOE,   VERSIFIED. 
He  loaded- 


He  touched  the  trigger,  hut  the  piece  was  dumb. 
For  why  ?  our  hero  had  forgot  to  prime  I 

He  scratched  his  head,  and  after  many  a  bum, 
"  There's  not  enough,"  so  charged  another  time. 

Yet  all  was  hush ;  his  efforts  were  in  vain — 
A  third  he  tried — nor  yet  the  fourth  was  right — 

He  charged  and  rammed,  and  rammed  and  charged 

Till  down  the  tenth  he  forced  with  all  his  might. 


All's  right,  my  love ;  1  quite  forgot  the  hole — 
I  ought  l'  have  put  a  little  priming  here." 

He  fired — bang !  with  a  tremendous  sound ; 

The  piece  was  burst  and  straight  to  atoms  flew. 

Laid  one  brave  warrior  sprawling  on  the  ground. 
And  by  his  side,  unhurt,  his  wife  so  true. 


with  v< 


eofw 


Janet,  Janet,  keep  slill,  and  shut  your  eyes, 
'Tia  only  once!  <fc'j  nine  timet  man  togaT 
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TnE  Bole  bualr 


amiiii  on  shore,  who  haa 
to  go  to  sea  again,  is  to  take  as  much  pleasure  as 
he  can.  The  moment  he  sets  hia  foot  on  drj 
ground,  he  turns  his  back  OQ  all  salt  beef  and  other 
salt-water  restrictions.  His  long  absence,  and  the 
impossibihty  of  getting  land  pleasures  at  sea,  put 
him  upon  a  sort  of  desperate  appetite.  Ha  lands, 
like  a  conqueror  taking  possession.  He  has  been 
debarred  so  long,  tiiat  he  is  resolved  to  have  that 
matter  out  with  the  inhabitants.  They  must  ren- 
der an  aecount  to  him  of  their  treasures,  their  wo- 
men, their  victualling  stores,  their  entertiunments, 
their  every  thing;  and  in  return,  he  will  behave 
like  a  gentleman,  aud  scatter  his  gold. 

His  first  sensation  at  landing,  is  the  strange  firm- 
ness of  the  ear^,  which  he  goes  treading  in  a  sort 
of  heat  J  light  way,  half  wagoner  and  half  dancing- 
master,  his  shoulders  colHng,  and  his  feet  touching 
and  going;  the  same  way,  in  short,  in  which  he 
keeps  himself  prepared  for  all  the  chances  of  the 
vessel,  when  on  dock.    There  is  always  this  appear- 
ance of  lightness  of  foot  and  heavy  strength  of 
upper  works,  in  a  sailor.     And  he  feels  it  himself. 
Ho  lets  his  jacket  fly  open,  and  his  shoulder  slouch, 
and  his  hair  grow  long,  to  be  gathered  into  a  heavy 
pig-tail;  but  when  full-dressed,  he  prides  himself 
on  a  certain  gentility  of  toe,  on  a  white  stocking 
and  a  natty  shoe,  issuing  lightly  out  of  the  flowing 
blue  trowser.    His  arms  are  neutral,  hanging  and 
swiniHng  in  a  curve  aloof;  his  hands  half  open,  . 
if  they  had  just  been  handling  ropes,  and  had  i 
object,  in  life  but  to  handle   them  agun.     He 
proud  of  appearing  in  a  new  hat  and  slops,  with 
Belcher  handkerchief  flowing  loosely   round   li 
neck,  and  the  corner  of  another  out  of  his  poekt 
Thus  equipped,  with  pinchbeck  buckles  in  his  shoes 

(which  he  bought  for  gold),  he  puts  some  tot 

ii(  his  mouth,  not  as  if  he  were  going  to  use 
rectlj,  but  as  if  he  stuiFed  it  in  a.  pouch  on 
side,  as  a  pelican  does  fish,  to  employ  it  hereafter ; 
and  so,  with  Bet  Monson  at  his  ^de,  and  perhaps 
a  cane  or  whanghee  twisted  under  his  other  arm, 
sallies  forth  to  take  possession  of  the  Lubberiand. 
He  buys  every  thing  that  he  comes  athwart — nuts, 
gingerbread,  apples,  shoe-strmgs,  beer,  brandy,  gin, 
buckles,  knives,  a  watch  (two,  if  he  has  money 
enough),  gowns  and  handkerchieft  for  Bet  and  his 
mother  and  sisters,  dozens  of  "Superfine  Best 
Men's  Cotton  Stockings,"  dozens  of  "  superfine  Best 
Women's  Cotton  Ditto,"  beat  good  Check  for  Shii 
(though  he  has  too  much  already),  infinite  ntedles 
and  thread  (to  sew  his  trowsere  with  some  day),  f 
footman's  laced  hat.  Bear's  Grease,  to  make  hi 
hair  grow  (by  way  of  joke),  several  sticks,  all  sort 
of  Jew  articles,  a  flute  (which  he  can't  play,  and 
never  intends),  a  teg  of  mutton,  which  he  ci  '  " 
somewhere  to  roast,  and  for  a  p  ece  of  wh  1 
landlord  of  the  Ship  makes  him  pay  w  e  wha  he 
gave  for  the  whole ;  in  short,  a  tha  mon  i 
be  spent  upon,  which  is  every  ng  bu  mef 
gratis,  and  this  he  would  inaist  on  pay  n  fo 
would  buy  aU  the'painted  parrots  on  an  I  a 
head,  on  purpose  to  break  th  m  ra  e  ha  not 
spend  his  money.  He  has  Add  e.  and  a  dan 
the  Ship,  with  oceans  of  flip  a  d  g  og ,  and  g 
the  bUnd  fiddler  tobacco  for  sweetmeats,  and  half- 


wn  for  treading  on  his  toe.  He  aska  the  land- 
lady, with  a  sigh,  after  her  daughter  Nance,  who 
first  fired  his  heart  with  her  silk  stockings;  and 
finding  that  she  is  married  and  in  trouble,  leaves 
'"  e  crowns  for  her,  which  the  old  lady  appropriates 
part  payment  for  a  shilling  in  advance.  He  goes 
the  Port  playhouse  with  Bet  Monson.ajid  a  great 
red  handkerchief  full  of  apples,  gingerbread  nuts, 
and  irosh  beef;  calls  out  for  the  fiddlers  and  Rule 
Britannia;  pelts  Tom  Slkea  in  the  pit;  and  com- 
pares OtheUo  to  the  black  ship's  cook  in  his  white 
nightcap.  When  he  comes  to  London,  he  and 
some  messmates  take  a  hackney-coach,  full  of  Bet 
Monsons  and  tobacco-pipes,  and  go  through  the 
streets  smoking  and  lolling  out  of  window.    He  haa 


ever  been  cautious  of  venturing  on  horseback,  and 
among  his  other  sights  in  foreign  parts,  relates  with 
unteigned  astonishment  how  he  has  seen  the  Turks 
ride:  "Only,"  says  he,  guarding  against  the  hear- 
er's incredulity,  "they  have  saddle-boses  to  hold 
'em  in,  fore  and  aft,  and  shovels  like  for  stirrups." 
He  will  tell  you  how  the  Chinese  drink,  and  the 
Negucs  dance,  and  the  monkeys  pelt  you  with  cocoa- 
nuts  ;  and  how  King  Domy  wonid  have  bailt  him  a 
mud  hut  and  made  him  a  peer  of  the  realm,  if  he 
would  have  stopped  with  him,  and  taught  him  to 
make  trowsers.  He  has  a  sister  at  a  "  School  for 
Young  Ladies,"  who  blushes  with  a  miituro  of 
pleasure  and  shame  at  his  appearance;  and  whose 
eonfuMon  he  completed  by  slipping  fourpence  intti 
her  hand,  and  saying  loud  that  he  has  "no  more 
copper"  about  hun.  His  mother  and  elder  ^ters 
at  home  doat  on  all  he  says  and  does ;  telling  bim, 
however,  that  he  is  a  great  sea-fellow,  and  was  al- 
ways wild  ever  since  he  was  a  hop-o'-my-thumb,  no 
higher  than  the  window  locker.  He  tells  his  mo- 
ther that  she  would  be  a  duchess  in  Paramaboo ;  at 
ivhich  the  good  old  portly  dame  laughs  and  looks 
prond.    When  his  sisteia  complun  of  his  iom[nng, 
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he  says  that  they  are  only  sorry  it  is  not  the  baker. 
He  frightens  them  with  a  mask  mude  atter  the  New 
Zealand  fashion,  and  ia  forgiven  for  hia  leiirning. 
Tbeir  maatel-piece  is  filled  by  him  with  shells  and 
sharks' teeth ;  and  when  he  goes  to  sea  agaio,  tJiere 
is  DO  end  of  tears,  and  "God  bless  yon'sl"  and 
horn  e-tuade-gi  ngerbread. 

Hia  ot&cer  on  shore  does  much  of  all  this,  only, 
generally  speaking,  in  a  higher  taste.  The  moment 
he  lands,  be  buys  quantitieB  of  jewelry  and  other 
Taluables,  for  all  the  females  of  his  acquaintance ; 
and  is  taken  in  for  every  article.  He  sends  in  a 
cart-load  of  fresh  meat  to  the  ship,  though  he  is 
going  to  town  next  day ;  and  calling  in  at  a  chan- 
dler's for  some  candles,  is  persuaded  to  buy  a  dozen 
of  green  wax,  with  which  he  Ughts  up  the  ship  at 
evening ;  regretting  that  the  fine  moonlight  hinders 
the  effect  of  tbe  color.  A  man,  with  a  bundle  be- 
neath bis  arm,  accosts  him  in  an  under  tone  ;  and, 
with  a  look  in  which  respect  for  his  knowledge  is 
mixed  with  an  avowed  zeal  for  his  own  interest, 
asks  if  his  Honor  will  jusi  slep  under  the  gangway 
here,  and  inspect  some  te^\  India  shawls.  The  gal- 
lant lieutenant  says  to  himself,  "This  fellow  knows 
what's  what,  by  his  face  ■"  and  so  he  proves  it,  by 
being  taken  in  on  the  spot.  When  he  brings  the 
shawls  home,  he  says  to  his  sister  with  an  air  of 
triumph,  "  There,  Foil,  there's  something  for  you ; 
only  cost  me  twelve,  anil  is  worth  twenty  if  it's 
worth  a  dollar."  She  turns  pale — "Twenty  what, 
my  dear  George  f  Why,  you  haven't  given  twelve 
dollars  for  it,  I  hope?"  "Not  I,  by  the  Lord." 
"  That's  lucky ;  because  you  Bee,  my  dear  George, 
that  all  together  is  not  worth  more  than  fourteen 
or  fifteen  Bhilltngs."  "Fourteen  or  filteen  what! 
Why  if  s  real  Ib£^  en't  it  f  Why  the  fellow  told 
me  so ;  or  Fm  sure  I'd  as  soon  "—(here  be  tries  to 
bide  bis  blug)ies  with  a  bluster) — I'd  as  soon  have 
given  him  twelve  douses  on  the  chaps  as  twelve 
guineas."  "Twelve  guinensi"  eiclaims  the  sister ; 
and  then  drawUng  forth,  "Why — my — dear — 
George,"  is  proceeding  to  show  him  what  the  arti- 
cles would  have  cost  at  Condell's,  when  he  inter- 
rupts her  by  requesdng  her  to  go  and  choose 
for  herself  a  tea-table  service.  He  then  makes  his 
escape  to  some  messmates  at  a  coffee-house,  and 
drowns  his  recollection  of  the  shawls  in  the  best 
wine,  and  a  discussion  on  the  comparative  merits 
of  the  EngUsh  and  West-Indian  tteauties  and  tables. 
At  the  theatre  afterwards,  where  he  has  never  been 
before,  he  takes  a  lady  a.t  tbe  back  of  one  of  tbe 
boies  for  a  woman  of  quality  ;  and  when,  after  re- 
turning bis  long  respectful  gaze  with  a  smile,  she 
turns  aside  and  puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  mouth, 
he  tliinks  it  is  in  derision,  till  his  friend  undeceives 
Urn.  He  ia  introduced  to  the  lady ;  and  ever  after- 
wards, at  the  first  sight  of  a  woman  of  quality  (with~ 
out  any  disparagement  either  to  those  charming 
personages),  expects  her  to  give  him  &  smile.  He 
thinks  the  other  ladies  maoh  better  creatures  than 
they  are  taken  for;  and  for  their  parts,  they  tell 
him,  that  if  afi  men  were  like  himself)  they  would 
trust  the  sex  again : — which,  for  aught  we  know, 
is  the  truth,  lie  has,  indeed,  wiiat  he  thinks  a 
very  Ubeial  opinion  of  ladies  in  general;  judging 
them  all,  in  a  manner,  witli  the  eye  of  a  seaman's 
eiperience.  Yet  he  wiU  believe  nevertheless  in 
the  "true-love"  of  any  ^ven  damsel  whom  he 
seeks  in  the  way  of  marriage,  let  him  roam  aa  much, 
or  remain  as  long  at  a  distance,  as  he  may.  It  is 
not  that  he  wants  feeling ;  but  that  he  has  read  of 


which  be  perfc 


songs;  and  be  looks  upon 

iploit,  answering  to  those 

He  is  nice  in  his  watches 

He  makes  you  presents  of  cornelians. 


antique  seals,  i 
Taluables.  When  he  shakes  hands  with  you,  it  is 
like  being  caught  in  a  windlass.  He  would  not 
swagger  about  the  streets  in  his  uniform,  for  tbe 
world.  Ho  is  generally  modest  in  company,  though 
liable  to  be  irritated  by  what  he  thinks  ungentle- 
manly  behavior.  He  is  also  fiable  to  be  rendered 
irritable  by  sickness;  partly  because  be  has  been 
used  to  command  others,  and  to  be  served  with  all 
possible  deference  and  alacrity;  and  partly,  be- 
canse  the  idea  of  suffering  pain,  without  any  honor 
or  profit  to  get  by  it,  is  unprofessional,  and  he  is 
not  accustomed  to  it.  He  treats  talents  unlike  his 
own  with  great  respect.  He  often  perceives  bis 
own  so  little  felt,  that  it  teaches  hini  this  feeling  for 
that  of  others.  Besides,  he  admires  the  quandtj 
of  information  which  people  can  get,  without  tra- 
velling like  himself;  especially  when  he  sees  hov 
interestmg  his  own  becomes,  to  them  as  well  as  to 
every  body  else.  When  he  tells  a  story,  particu- 
larly if  full  of  wonders,  he  takes  care  to  maintain 
bis  cliaracter  for  truth  and  simplicity,  by  qualifying 
it  with  all  possible  reservations,  concessions,  and 
anticipations  of  objeelion ;  such  as  "  in  ease,  at  such 
times  as,  so  to  speak,  as  it  were,  at  Least,  at  any 
rate."  He  seldom  uses  sea-terms  but  when  Jocosely 
provoked  by  something  contrary  to  his  habits  of 
life;  as  for  instance,  if  he  is  always  meeting  you 
on  horseback,  he  asks  if  you  never  mean  to  walk 
the  deck  again ;  or  if  he  finds  you  studying  day 
after  day,  he  says  you  are  always  overhauling  your 
log-hook.  Ho  makes  more  new  acquaintances,  and 
forgets  his  old  ones  less,  than  any  other  man  in  tbe 
busy  world;  for  he  is  so  compelled  to  make  his 
home  everywhere,  remembers  his  native  one  as 
such  a  place  of  enjoyment,  has  all  bis  friendly  re- 
collections so  filed  upon  his  mind  at  sea,  and  has 
so  much  to  tell  and  to  hear  when  he  returns,  that 
change  and  separation  lose  with  him  tbe  most 
heartless  part  of  their  nature.  He  also  sees  such 
a  variety  of  customs  and  manners,  that  he  becomes 
charitable  in  bis  opinions  altogether;  and  charity, 
while  it  diffuses  the  atTections,  cannot  let  the  old 
ones  go.  Half  the  secret  of  human  intercourse  is 
to  make  allowance  for  each  other. 

When  the  OfBcer  is  superannuated  or  retires,  he 
becomes,  if  intelligent  and  inquiring,  one  of  the 
most  agreeable  old  men  in  the  world,  equally  wel- 
come to  the  silent  for  his  card-playing,  and  to  the 
conversaKonal  for  his  recollections.  He  ia  fond  of 
astro[iomy  and  hooks  of  voyages,  and  is  immortal 
with  ail  who  know  him  for  having  been  round  tbe 
worid,  or  seen  tbe  transit  of  Venus,  or  had  one  of 
his  fingers  carried  ofi"  by  a  New  Zealand  hatchet, 
or  a  present  of  feathers  from  an  Otaheitan  beauty. 

Not  elevated  by  his  acquirements  above  some  of 
his  humbler  tastes,  he  delights  in  a  corner-cupboard 
holding  his  cocoa-nula  and  punch-bowl;  has  his 
summer-house  castellated  and  planted  with  wooden 
cannon ;  and  sets  up  the  figure  of  hia  old  ship,  the 
Britannia,  or  the  Lovely  Nancy,  for  a  statue  in  the 
garden ;  where  it  stares  elernaUy  wjlb  red  cheeks 


nd  black  eyes 


astonishment 


Chaucer,  who  wrote  his  Canterbury  Tales  about 
four  hundred  and  thirty  years  ago,  has  among  his 
Other  characters  in  tlmt  work  a  Shiphan,  who  is 
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exactly  of  the  aame  cast  ae  the  modern  sailor, — the 
Bime  robustness,  eoiirftgc,  iind  rough-drawn  virtue, 
doing  its  duty,  without  -being  verj  nite  in  helping 
Ilself  to  its  recreations.  Tliere  ia  the  rerj  dirk,  the 
complexion,  the  jollity,  the  eiperience,  and  the  bad 
horseinanahip.  The  plain  undTected  ending  of  the 
deaciiption  hms  the  air  of  a  sailor's  own  epeeeh; 
nbile  the  line  about  the  beard  ia  exceedingly  pic- 
turesque, poetical,  and  comprehensive.  In  copying 
it  out,  we  shall  merely  alter  the  old  spelling,  where 
the  vords  are  still  modern. 

A  ohlpmaa  waa  there,  ^ranned  far  W  ^est; 

For  BDght  I  vot,  he  was  of  Itertmoutk 

H«  rode  upon  a  rounole,  aa  he  ceoth," 

A]lln  a  gown  of  MiOae  to  the  knee. 

A  dagger  lianslnB  by  a  lam  had  lie. 

About  hts  ne£,  nnder  bis  arm  adown : 


From  Bordeaux  ivud,  whilt 
OTnloe  ean»^ence  teak  be  r 
If  that  he  foo^lit  and  had  tl 


well  S3  lie  could.  . 


Tie 


a  well-known  one  in  the 


The  story  he  t 
Italian  novels,  of  a  monk  w 
chant's  wife,  and  borrowed  a  hundred  francs  of  the 
husband  to  give  her.  She  accordingly  admits  his 
addresses,  during  the  absence  of  her  good  man  on 
a  journey.  When  the  latter  returns,  he  applies  to 
the  cunning  monk  for  repayment,  and  is  referred 
to  (he  lady;  who  thua  finds  hermercenary  behavior 
outwitted. 


ST.    VALENTINE'S    DAY. 


The  day's  at  hand,  the  young,  the  gay. 
The  lover's  and  the  postman's  day, 
The  day  when,  for  that  only  day, 
February  turns  to  May, 
And  pens  delight  in  secret  play, 
And  few  may  hear  what  many  say. 


it  dull,  c 


Come  with  those  bright  eyes  of  thine  ; 
Come,  and  make  the  season  shine 
For  the  day,  sweet  Valentine ! 

Now  are  formed  sweet  annual  fates  : 

Now  the  birds  elect  their  mates ; 

Now  from  dawn  love  gocth  blind, 

Till  its  own  true  love  it  find : 


it  ope  his  eyes,  npr  she. 


He'll 

TiUtl 

Fearing  bond  compulsory; 

Fearing  Jones  and  fearing  Jenkins, 

And  BO  they  go  with  constant  blinkings. 

"And  how  should  they  their  true  love  know?" 

Oh,  by  answers,  soft  and  low; 

Or  by  some  such  touch  of  hand. 

As  only  love  can  understand ; 

Or  B  kiss  (if  safe  from  spies) 

Bolder  for  the  blindest  eyes. 

Gentle  love,  made  bold  with  mirth, 

Is  the  sweetest  thing  on  earth. 

Come,  with  those  kind  eyes  of  thine, 

And  make  it  bold,  sweet  Valentine  I 
Now,  the  servant  maiden  stops, 
Doating  on  the  stationers'  shops, 
Where  she  sees  the  hearts  and  darts, 
Bleeding  sweet  as  cherry  tarts: 
She'll  to-day  have  one  herself, 
Or  close  on  Dick  the  pantry  shelf. 

Come,  with  those  kind  eyes  of  thine ; 

Come,  and  bring  him,  Valentine  1 


Now  the  postman  may  not  choose 

Knocking  here,  and  knocking  there, 
Till  a  pulse  fills  all  the  ur, 
And  the  breathless  blushes  rise 
Under  letter-reading  eyes. 
Anne  has  one,  and  Jane  another, 
Flying  from  their  snatching  brother. 
Oh,  may  loving  tVeedom  meet 
As  much  pardon  and  heart-heat. 
As  impertinence  meets  ire. 


And  thou  <fos(  come.     Lo!  I  hear 

Pinions;  and  thy  birds  appear 

Two  and  two.    {Some  larks  from  Dunstable 

Clear  the  way,  and  act  as  constable.) 

Cupids  mingle  with  the  birds. 

Luring  on,  with  winged  words. 

Youths  and  maidens,  also  p^r'd. 

Simple-cheek 'd,  and  gentle  hair'd. 

But  squeezing  (simple  though  they  be) 

Each  other's  hands  excesavely. 

You  can't  conceive  how  hard  they  do  it, 

Though  their  feces  may  not  show  it. 

Hymen,  then,  hung  all  with  rings, 

Danceth  to  their  jingellings, 

In  a  robe  of  saffron  hue, 

Like  the  crocus,  now  that's  new. 

Golden  robes,  and  rings,  and  hiur — 

Angel-like,  he  burns  the  air. 

And  then  thou  comest,  0  thou  priest. 

Whose  sweet  creed  hath  never  ceas«d> 

Christian  truly  and  benign, 

Orthodoiest  Valentinel 


,,  Google 


THE   MONTHLY   NDKBE, 


THE    MONTHLY    NUESE 


wbat  somebody  elso 
would  like  to  hB.Te.  But 
she  drinks  rather  than 
eat^.  She  has  not  the 
relish  for  a  "bit  o'  din- 
ner" tliBl  the  seivant- 
maid  has;  though  no- 
body but  the  washer- 
wopian  beats  her  a 


"dish  c 


r  that 


which  "  keepa  cold  out 
of  the  stomach,"   and 

If  she  is  thin,  she  is 
generally  straight  as  a. 
slick,  beiog  of  a  con- 
dition of  body  that 
not  even  drama  nil! 
tumefy.  If  she  is  fat, 
she  ia  one  of  the  fuWest 
of  the  eoey  though 
rheumatic  withal  and 
requiring  a  complex 
lonal  good  nature  to 
settle  the  irnlat  ihties 
of  her  position,  and 
turn    the    balance    in 

hope  '^be  is  the  vie 
tim  of  Hatching  the 
ajbitress   of  her  siipe 


,  the  s 


,    jet 


The  MoNTiiLY  Kchse— taking  the  nla^  u  th'' 
lump,  without  BTich  exceptions  as  will  be  noticed 
before  we  conclude — is  a  middle-aged,  motherly 
sort  of  a  gossipping,  hushing,  flattering,  dictntoriiu, 
knowing,  ignorant,  not  very  delicate,  comfortable, 
uikeasy,  slip-slop  kind  of  a  blinking  individual,  be- 
tween asleep  and  awake,  whoae  busiuesB  it  is — 
under  Providence  and  the  doctor — to  see  that  a 
child  be  not  ushered  with  too  little  officiou^ness 
into  the  world,  nor  brought  up  with  too  much  good 
sense  during  the  first  month  of  its  existence.  Alt 
grown  people,  with  her  (excepting  her  own  fiimily), 
con^st  of  wives  who  are  brought  to  bed,  and  hus- 
bands who  are  bound  to  be  extremely  sensible  of 
the  supremacy  of  that  event ;  and  all  the  rising 
generation  are  infants  in  laced  caps,  not  five  weeks 
old,  with  incessant  thirst,  screaming  faces,  tbampa- 
ble  backs,  and  red  little  minnikin  hands  tipped  with 
hints  of  nails.  She  ia  the  only  maker  of  caudle  in 
the  world.  She  takes  snuff  ostentatiously,  drams 
advisedly,  tea  incessantly,  advice  indignantly,  a 
nap  when  she  can  get  it,  cold  whenever  there  is  a 
crick  in  the  door,  and  the  remainder  of  whatsoever 
her  mistress  leaves  to  eat  or  drink,  provided  it  is 


rival    of  dOLt< 
opposcr  of  ini  uv  atiuns 
the  regretter  of  all  old 

househo'd  religions   as 

to  pap  boats  cradles 
and  swatches  the  m 
habitant  of  a  hundred 
I:  ed  rooms  the  Juno 
L  (inn  tf  tl  I  ancients  or  goddess  of  child  birth, 
in  the  likeness  of  a  cook-maid.  Her  greatest  con- 
solation under  a  death  (next  to  the  comer-cupboard, 
and  the  not  having  had  her  advice  taken  about  a 
piece  of  flannel)  is  the  handsomeness  of  the  corpse ; 
and  her  greatest  pleasure  in  life,  is  when  lady  and 
baby  are  both  gone  to  sleep,  the  lire  bright,  the 
kettle  boiling,  and  her  coma  quiescent.  She  then 
first  takes  a  pinch  of  snufF,  by  way  of  pungent  anti- 
cipation of  bliss,  or  as  a  sort  of  concentrated  essence 
of  satisfaction ;  then  a  glass  of  spirits — then  pitta 
the  water  in  the  tea-pot— then  takes  another  glass 
of  spirits  (the  last  having  been  a  small  one,  and  the 
coming  tea  aftbrding  a  "counteraction") — then 
smooths  down  her  apron,  ai^usts  herself  in  her 
arm-chair,  pours  out  the  first  cup  of  tea,  and  sits 
for  a  minute  or  two  staring  at  the  fire,  with  the 
solid  complacency  of  an  owl, — perhaps  not  without 
something  of  his  snore,  between  wheeze  and  snufi'- 

Good  and  ill-nature,  as  in  the  case  of  every  one 
else,  make  the  great  difference  beCn-een  the  endura- 
bility,  or  otherwise,  of  this  personage  in  your  house ; 
and  the  same  qualities,  in  the  master  and  mistress, 
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together  with  the  amount  of  their  good  sense,  or  the 
mantofit,  hasea  like  reacUon.     The  good  or  ill, 
therefore,  that  is  here  said  of  the  class  in  general, 
becomes  applicable  to  the  individual  accordingly. 
But  OS  oil  people  will  get  what  power  they  can,  the 
pleasant  by  pleasant  moans,  and  the  unpleasant  by 
the  reterse,  bo  the  ofBce  of  the  Monthly  Nurse,  be 
her  temper  and  nature  what  it  will,  is  one  that  em- 
phatically exposes  her  to  temptation  that  way;  and 
her  first  endeavor,  when  she  comes  into  a  hOQSe, 
is  tn  see  how  far  she  can  establish  an  undisputed 
authority  on  all  pointa.     In  proportion  to  her  suc- 
cess or  otherwise  in  this  object,  she  looks  upon  the 
lady  as  a  charming,  reasooabte,  fine,  weak,  cheata' 
ble  creature,  whose  hushand  (as  she  tells  him]  "can 
never  be  too  grateful  for  her  hearing  such  troubiea 
on  hia    account;"    or   as   a  Frenchified   conceited 
madam,  who  will  turn  out  a  deplorable  match  for 
the  poor  genLleman,  and  assuredly  be  the  death  of 
the  baby  with  her  tantrums  about  "  natural  living," 
and  her  blasphemies  againat  rum,  pieces  of  fat,  and 
Daffy's  Elixir.    The  gentleman  in  like  manner— c 
"master,"  as  the  humbler  ones  call  hitn — is,  at 
cording  as  he  behaves  himself,  and  receives  he 
revelations  for  gospel,   a  "  sweet  good  man,"- 
"  quite  a  gentleman," — "jast  the  very  model  of 
husband  Cor  mistress,"  etc.,  etc  ;  or,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  is  a  "very  strange  gentleman," — "quite 
an  oddity,"— one  that  is  "  not  to  be  taught  his  own 
good,"— that  will  "  neither  be  led  nor  <£ruti," — that 
will  "be  the  death   of  mistress  with  his  consfani 
^^dge-fiige  in  and  out  of  the  room," — and  his  mak- 
ing her  "laugh  in  that  dreadful  manner,"  and  sc 
forth; — and,  as  to  his  "pretending  to  bold  the 
baby,  it  is  like  a  cow  with  a  candlestick."     "  Hold- 
ing the   baby,"  indeed,    is   a   science,    which   she 
reckons  to  belong  exclusively  to  herself;  she  makes 
it  the  greatest  favor  to  visitor  or  servant  to 
them  venture  upon  a  trial  of  it;  and  affabte  ii 
mations  are  given  to  the  oldest  mothers  of  famili 
who  come  to  see  her  mistress,  how  they  will  do  n 
to  receive  a  little  instruction  on  that  head,  and  j 
venture  to  substitute  their  fine-spun  theories 
her  solid  practice  ;  for  your  Monthly  Nurse  (ni 
toapodUve  grandson)  is  the  greatest  teacher  of 
jour  grandmother  how  to  suck  eggs,  iti  the  world 
and  you  may  have  been  forty  years  in  the  habit  of 
Sticlting  a  pin,  and  find  your  competency  come  to 
nothing  before  the  explanatory  pity  of  her  infor- 


j  the  "  doctor,"  her  thoughts  cannot 
a  bold  or  even  so  patronizing.  She  is  con- 
fessedly second  to  him,  while  he  is  present ;  aud 
when  he  has  left  the  room,  a  spell  remains  upon 
her  from  his  superior  knowledge.  Yet  she  has  her 
hearty  likes  or  dislikes  of  him  too,  and  on  the 
same  grounds  of  self-reference.  If  she  lihes  him, 
there  "  never  was  such  a  beautiful  doctor,"  except 
perhaps  Sir  William,  or  Doctor  Buttermouth  (both 
dead),  and  altvajs  excepting  the  one  that  n 
mended  herself.  He  is  a  "  fine  roan" — so  patient 
— so  without  pride— aud  yet  "so  firm  hke;" — nt 
body  comes  near  him  for  a  difficult  case — for  a  ft 
ver  case — for  the  management  of  a  "  violent  lady. 
If  she  dislikes  him,  he  is  "queer" — "odd" — "stub- 
born"— has  the  "  new  ways," — very  proper,  ah 
no  doubt,  but  not  what  she  has  been  used  t 
seen  practised  by  the  doctors  about  court, 
whether  she  likes  him  or  not,  she  has  always  i 
ing  grace  for  herself,  of  superiority  to  all  other 
nurses,  in  point  of  experience  aud  good  luck.    She 


always  seen  a  case  of  more  difficulty  than  the 
in  iiand,  and  knows  what  was  done  for  it ;  and 
itor  Gripps,  who  is  "always"  called  in  to  such 
^S,  and  who  is  a  very  pleasant  though  rough  sort 
of  gentleman,  calls  her  his  "  other  right  hand,"  and 
"  the  jeiwi  that  rhymes  to  gruel." 

Armed  with  these  potential  notions  in  general, 
and  the  strongest  poswble  sense  of  her  viceroyalty 
over  master  and  mistress  for  the  time  being,  she 
takes  possession  of  the  new  room  and  the  new 
faces;  and  the  motto  of  her  reign — the  I)U»  et 
Mo»  Droit  of  her  escutcheon — is  "During  the 
month."  This  phrase  she  has  always  at  hand,  like 
a  sceptre,  wherewith  to  assert  her  privileges,  and 
put  down  objection.  "During  the  month,"  the 
lady  is  not  to  read  a  book.  "  During  the  month," 
nobody  is  to  lay  a  finger  on  the  bed  for  the  pur- 
pose of  Making  it,  till  her  decree  goes  forth. 
"  During  the  month,"  the  muffle  of  the  knocker  is 
at  her  disposaL  And  "During  the  month,"  the 
husband  is  to  be  nobody,  except  as  far  as  she 
thinks  fit,  not  even  (for  the  first  week  or  so)  to  his 
putting  his  head  in  at  the  door.  You  would  take 
him  to  be  the  last  man  who  had  had  any  thing  to 
do  with  the  business.  However,  for  her  own  sake, 
she  generally  contrives  to  condescend  to  become 
friends  with  him,  and  he  is  then  received  into  high 
favor — is  invited  to  tea  with  his  wife,  at  some  "  un- 
usually early"  period ;  and  Nurse  makes  a  bit  of  but- 
tered toast  for  "master"  with  her  own  hand,  and 
not  only  repeats  that  "  baby  is  as  like  him  as  two 
peas"  (which  it  always  is,  the  moment  it  is  bom,  if 
the  lady's  inclination  is  supposed  to  set  that  way), 
but  tells  him  that  she  fears  he  is  "a  sad  charming 
gentleman,"  for  that  "mistress  talks  of  Mm  in  her 
sleep."  The  phrases  commonest  in  her  mouth  are 
mostly  of  an  endearing  or  Battering  sort,  with  an 
ImplieaUon,  in  the  tone,  of  her  right  to  bestow 
them ;  and  she  is  very  aristocratic  in  her  ideas. 
She  tells  the  lady  in  her  hour  of  trial,  as  the  highest 
encouragement  1o  fortitude  she  can  think  of,  that 
"the  Queen  must  suffer  the  same;"  and  the  babies 
are  always  kings  and  queens,  loves,  darlings,  jewels^ 
and  poppets.  Beauties  also,  be  sure  : — and  as  all 
tiabies  are  beautiful,  and  the  last  always  more 
beautiful  than  the  one  before  it,  and  "  the  child  is 
father  to  the  man,"  mankind,  according  to  Nurse, 
ought  to  be  nothing  but  a  multitude  of  Venuses 
and  Adonises;  aldermen  should  be  mere  Cupids 
full  grown;  and  the  passengers  in  Fleet  Street, 
male  and  female,  slay  one  another,  as  they  go,  with 
the  unhcarableness  of  their  respective  charms. 
But  she  has  also  modes  of  speech,  simply  pathetic 
or  judicious.  If  the  lady,  when  her  health  is  in- 
quired after,  is  in  low  sfnrits,  she  is  described  as 
"  taking  on  10 ;"  if  doing  well,  it  must  not  be  too 
well,  for  the  honor  of  the  importance  of  the  case, 
and  the  general  dignity  of  ailment ;  and  hence  the 
famous  answer,  "  as  well  as  can  be  expected."  By 
the  time  the  baby  arrives  at  the  robustness  of  a 
fortnight  old,  and  appears  to  be^n  to  smack  its 
lips,  it  is  manifestly  the  most  ill-used  of  infant  ele- 
gancies, if  a  series  of  random  hits  are  not  made  at 
ita  mouth  and  cheeks  with  a  piece  of  the  fat  of  pig ; 
and,  when  it  is  sleepy' and  yet  will  "not  go  to 
sleep"  (which  is  a  phenomenon  usually  developed 
about  the  time  that  Nurse  wants  her  tea),  or  when 
it  is  "fractious"  for  not  having  had  enough  pig,  or 
from  something  else  which  has  been  counteracted, 
or  any  thing  but  the  sly  sup  of  gin  lately  given  it. 
or  the  pin  which  is  now  running  into  its  back,  it  is 
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equally  clear,  that  if  Daffj,  or  Godfrey,  or  rocking 
the  chair  will  not  do,  a  perpetual  thumpiDg  of  the 
back,  and  jolting  of  its  very  sonl  out  will;  and,  ac- 
cordingly, there  lies  the  future  lord  or  lady  of  the 
ereatioD,  prostrate  across  the  nurse's  knees,  a  lump 
In  a  laced  cap  find  iaterminable  clothes,  getting 
redder  and  redder  in  the  face,  ejaculating  such 
agonies  between  grunt  and  shout  as  each  dmulta- 
neoua  thump  will  permit,  and  secretly  sainted  by 
its  holder  with  "brats,"  and  "drat  it,"  and  "was 
there  ever  such  an  '  obatropnlous '  little  devlll" 
while  her  lipa  are  loud  in  deprecation  of  the 
"naughty  milk,"  or  the  "naughty  cat"  (which  is 
to  be  beaten  for  its  ill-behayior);  and  "Dordie" 
(Oeorgy)  is  told  to  "go"  to  a  mysterious  place, 
called  "Bye-Bye;"  op  the  whole  catechism  of  nur- 
sery interrogation  is  gone  through,  from  the  paat 
tenses  of  the  amenities  of  "  Was  it  a  poppet  then?" 
and  "Did  it  break  its  pretty  heart?"  up  to  the 
future  glories  of  "  Shall  it  be  a  King  then  ?"  "  Shall 
it  be  a  King  Pepin!"  "Shall  it  beaFrincy-wincy?" 
a''Countessf"  a  "Duchess?"  "Shall  it  break  the 
fine  gentl«nen's  hearts  with  those  beautiful  blue 
eyes  r'  In  the  midst  of  trari-comio  burlesque  of 
this  sort,  have  risen  upon  ftie  worid  its  future 
Marses  and  ApoUos,  its  Napoleons,  its  Platos,  and 
its  Shaksperes. 

Alaa!  that  it  should  he  made  ft  question  (ridi- 
culed indeed  by  the  shallow,  the  nurse  among  them, 
but  very  seriously  mooted  by  philosophers)  whe- 
ther in  that  first  and  tenderest  month  of  eiistence, 
the  little  bundle  of  already  made  organs,  sensations, 
and  passions,  does  not  receive  impressions  from 
this  frivolous  elderly  "nobody,"  which  may  affect 
the  temper  and  disposition  of  the  future  man  or 
woman]  whether  the  "beautiful  fury," — though  we 
confess  we  never  saw  such  a  phenomenon — whether 
the  crash  in  the  china  closet,  or  the  sacrifice  of  a 
daughter's  happiness  to  a  father's  will  and  obstinacy, 
had  not  its  first  seeds  sown  in  thelap  of  thispoppet- 
dandhng  simpleton.  Not  its  "first,"  we  apprehend. 
Those,  we  take  it,  are  of  for  eariier  origin,  the  little 
■creature  being  much  older  than  is  generally  sup- 
posed, when  it  comes  under  the  infiuence  of  ibis 
Its  tiurd,  and  most  transitory,  and  not  always  most 
foolish  modifier.  But  we  have  no  doubt  that  she 
contributes  her  portion  of  effect.  This  is,  however, 
what  she  herself  can  by  no  means  comprehend. 


"Aa  if  any  treatment"  (she  thinks)  "except  in  the 
article  of  rum  and  sugar,  and  Ibe  mode  of  holding, 
can  be  of  consequence  to  one  so  young  I"  She  is 
nevertheless  very  difigent  in  looking  for  "  marks  " 
about  his  body,  and  tracing  them  to  infiuences  on 
the  mother's  mind;  and  yet  she  cannot  see  that 
the  tlun  impressible  little  creature  is  still  impressi- 
ble. Heaven  and  earth  are  to  come  together  if  the 
piece  of  fat  is  not  supplied,  or  the  clouies  are  not 
of  the  proper  iashion  ;  but  thesndden  atfrightment, 
the  secret  blow,  the  deadening  jolt  to  sleep,  or  the 
giving  way  to  nothing  but  the  last  rage,  these  are 
to  be  of  no  importance.  She  has  no  <K>ubt,  never- 
theless, that  ttH  brothers  and  dsters  are  all  impres- 
sible, whatever  the  infant  maybe;  and  according- 
ly, with  her  usual  insUnct  of  the  love  of  power, 
she  generaUy  contrives  do  as  much  inconsiderate 
harm  lo  them  aS  possible,  and  lays  the  seeds  of 
jealousy  in  their  minds — if  none  be  there  already — 
by  telling  them  that  they  must  now  cease  to  look 
upon  themselves  as  the  only  important  persons  in 
the  familv,  for  that  "  a  little  stranger  has  come  to 
put  their  noses  out  of  joint."  Pleasing  and  pic- 
turesque introduction  to  the  fraternal  aflections! 

Do  not  despise  her;  no,  not  even  when  por- 
trayed aa  in  our  artist'a  picture,  under  her  worst 
aspect,  for  a  warning.  Engage  not  such  a  nurse  aa 
that  if  you  can  help  it ;  yet  pity  while  you  refuse 
her,  for  perhaps  she  would  not  have  had  that  as- 
pect,  but  for  the  unnatural  sleeplessness  to  which 
her  duties  forced  her,  nor  have  been  given  to  that 
poison  by  her  side,  but  for  some  aggravation  of 
care  occasioned  by  domestic  troubles  of  her  own. 
Even  she-~even  that  wretched  incontinent  face 
and  burly  person — has  once  been  an  infant,  as  we 
all  have, — periiaps  flattered  for  her  beauty,  (who 
would  now  think  itf)  the  darling  and  the  spoil  of 
some  weak  mother  like  herself.  Thus  are  errors 
propagated,  till  we  discover  that  personal  reproach 
and  satire  are  of  little  use,  and  that  it  is  systems 
which  are  to  be  better  taaght,  before  individuals 
can  improve.  Poor  old  nurse!  Strange  indeed 
would  it  be  to  begin  with  reprobating  her!  Let  us 
see  that  she  does  as  fittlc  harm  as  may  be,  crown  (or 
half  erorm)  her  with  fees  for  her  caudle,  and  dis- 
miss her  as  fast  as  possible,  with  a  deprecation  of 
her  sciatica. 


A   CHAPTER    ON    HATS 


Wk  know  not  what  will  be  thought  of  our  taste 
in  so  important  a  matter,  but  we  must  confess  we 
are  not  fond  of  a  new  hat.  There  is  a  certain  in- 
solence about  it :  it  seems  to  value  itself  upon  ita 
finished  appearance,  and  to  presume  upon  our 
Uking  before  we  are  acquainted  with  it.  In  the 
first  place,  it  comes  home  more  like  a  marmot  or 
some  other  living  creature,  than  a  manufacture.  It 
is  boied  up,  and  wrapt  in  silver  paper,  and  brought 
delicately.  It  is  as  sleek  as  a  lap-dog.  Then  we 
are  to  take  it  out  as  nicely,  and  people  are  to  won- 
der how  we  shall  look  in  it.  Maria  twitches  one 
this  way,  and  Sophia  that,  and  Caroline  that,  and 
Catharine  t'other.  We  have  the  difficult  task,  all 
the  while,  of  looking  easy,  til!  the  approving  votes 
are  pronounced ;  our  only  resource  (which  is  also 


difficult)  being  to  say  good  things  to  all  four ;  or 
to  clap  the  hat  upon  each  of  their  heads,  and  see 
what  pretty  milk-women  they  make.  At  last,  the 
approving  votes  are  pronounced;  and  (provided  it 
is  fine)  we  may  go  forth.  But  how  uneasy  the 
sensation  about  the  head !  How  unlike  the  old 
hat,  to  which  we  had  become  used,  and  which  must 
now  make  way  for  this  fop  of  a  strangerl  We 
might  do  what  we  Uked  with  the  former.  Dust, 
rain,  a  gale  of  wind,  a  fall,  a  squeeze, — nothing  af- 
fected It.  It  was  a  true  friend,  a  friend  for  all 
weathers.  Ita  appearance  only  was  agunst  it :  in 
every  thing  else  it  was  the  better  for  wear.  But 
if  the  roads  or  the  streets  are  too  dry,  the  new  hat 
is  afraid  of  getting  dusty :  if  there  is  wind,  and  it 
is  not  tight,  it  may  be  blown  off  into  the  dirt ;  we 
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mud ;  juBt 

it  blown  away  again.  And  if 
je  gallant  appreatioee,  ivbo  liavu  issued  fortli  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  with  Jane  or  Susan,  careless 
either  of  storms  at  night-fall,  or  toils  and  scoldings 
neit  day  !  Te,  who  have  received  new  hate  and 
boots  but  an  hour  before  je  set  out ;  and  tbon  is- 
sue forth  triumphantly,  the  charmer  by  your  sidel 
She,  with  arm  in  yours,  and  handkerchief  in  hand, 
blushing,  or  eating  gingerbread,  trips  on  :  yf,  ad- 
miring, trudge  ;  we  ask  ye,  whether  tore  itself  has 
ptevenled  ye  from  feeling  a  eertam  fearful  con- 
sciousness of  that  crowning  glory,  the  new  and 
gloSEy  hat,  when  the  first  drops  of  rain  announce 
the  coming  of  a  shower  I  Ah,  hasten,  viiile  yet  it 
is  of  use  to  haste ;  ere  yet  the  spotty  horror  fixes 
on  the  nap!  Out  with  the  protecting  handker- 
chief, which,  tied  round  the  hat,  and  Sowing  off  in 
a  corner  behind,  shall  gleam  through  the  thick- 
ening night  Uke  a  superb  comet!  Trust  not  the 
tempting  yawn  of  stable-yard  or  gate-way,  or  the 
impossible  notion  of  a  coach !  The  rain  will  con- 
tinue ;  and,  alas  t  ye  are  not  so  rich  aa  in  the  morn- 
ing. Hasten!  or  think  of  a  new  hat  becoming  a 
rajn-spout !  Think  of  its  well-built  crown,  its  grace- 
ful and  well-measured  fit,  the  cucved-up  elegance 
of  its  rim,  its  shadowing  gentility  when  seen  in 
front,  its  arching  grace  over  the  ear  when  beheld 
Mdeways!  Think  of  it  also  the  nest  day!  How- 
altered,  how  dejected! 


That  Me  o!  m 


Think  of  the  paper-like  change  of  its  consistence ; 
of  its  limp  EadnesB — its  confased  and  fattened  nap, 
and  of  that  polished  and  perfect  circle,  which  nei- 
ther brush  nor  hot  iron  shall  restore  I 

We  have  here  spoken  of  the  beauties  of  a.  new 
hat;  but  abstractedly  considered,  they  are  very 
problematical.  Fashion  makes  beauty  for  a  time. 
Our  ancestors  tbund  a  grace  in  the  cocked  hats 
now  confined  to  beadles,  Chelsea  pensioners,  and 
coachmen.  They  would  have  laughed  at  our  chim- 
ney-tops with  a  border :  though  upon  the  whole 
we  do  think  them  the  more  graceful  of  the  two. 
The  best  modem  covering  for  the  head  was  the 
imitation  of  the  broad  Spanish  hat  in  use  about 
thirty  yeara  back,  when  Mr.  Stothard  made  his  do- 
signs  for  the  NoeelisCi  Magazine.  But  in  propor- 
tion as  society  has  been  put  into  a  hustle,  Our  hats 
Beem  to  have  narrowed  their  dimensions ;  their 
flaps  were  clipped  off  more  and  more  till  they  be- 
came a  rim ;  and  now  the  rim  has  contracted  to  a 
mere  nothing ;  so  that  what  with  our  close  heads 
imd  onr  light  succinct  mode  of  dress,  we  look  as  if 
we  were  intended  for  nothing  but  to  dart  back- 
wards and  forwards  On  matters  of  business,  with  as 
little  hinderance  to  each  other  as  possible. 

This  may  ^ve  us  a  greater  distaste  to  the  hat 
t}ian  it  deserves ;  bat,  good-lootdng  or  not,  we 
know  of  no  situation  in  which  a  new  one  can  be 
said  to  be  useful.  We  have  seen  how  the  case  is 
during  bad  weather:  but  if  the  weather  is  in  the 
finest  condition  possible,  with  neither  rain  nor  dust, 
there  may  be  a  hot  sunshine  ;  and  then  the  bat  is 
too  narrow  to  shade  us;  no  great  evil,  it  is  true;  but 
we  must  have  our  pique  out  against  the  knave,  and 
turn  him  to  the  only  account  in  our  power : — we 
must  write  upon  him.  For  every  other  purpose, 
we  bold  him  as  naught.    The  only  place  a  new  hat 
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can  be  carried  into  with  safety,  is  a  church,  for 
there  is  plenty  of  room  there.  There  also  takes 
place  its  onlif  union  of  the  Ornamental  with  the 
Qseful,  if  so  it  is  to  be  called :  we  allude  to  the 
preparatory  ejaculation  whispered  into  it  by  the 
genteel  worshipper,  before  he  turns  round  and 
makes  a  bow  to  Ur.  and  Mrs.  Jones  and  the  Miss 
Thompsons.  There  is  a  formula  for  this  ooeasion ; 
and  doubtless  it  is  often  used,  to  say  nothing  of  ei- 
tempore  effusions ;  but  there  are  wicked  ima^na- 
tions,  who  suspect  that  instead  of  devoufer  whis- 
perings, the  communer  with  his  lining  sometimes 
ejaculates  no  more  than  Swallow,  St.  Jamea's- 
Etreet ;  or,  Augarde  and  Spain,  Hatters,  No.  61 
Oiford-street,  London: — after  which  he  draws  up 
his  head  with  infinite  graiity  and  preparation,  and 
makes  the  gentle  recognitions  aforesaid. 

But  wherever  there  is  a  crowd,  the  new  hat  is 
worse  than  useless.  It  is  a  pity  that  tbe  general 
retrenohmetit  of  people's  finances  did  away  with 
the  flat  opera  hat,  which  was  a  very  sensible  thing. 
T!ie  round  one  is  only  in  the  way.  The  mattmg 
over  the  floor  of  the  opera  does  not  hinder  it  from 
getting  dusty  ;  not  to  mention  its  chance  of  a  kick 
from  the  inconsiderate.  But  from  the  pit  of  the 
other  theatres,  you  may  bring  it  away  covered  with 
sawdust,  or  rubbed  up  all  the  wrong  way  of  the 
nap,  OF  monstrously  squeezed  into  a  shapeless 
lump.  The  least  thing  to  be  expected  in  a  pres- 
sure, is  a  great  poke  in  its  side  like  a  sunken 
cheek. 

Boating  Is  a  mortal  enemy  to  new  hats.  A  show- 
er has  you  fast  in  a  common  boat;  or  a  sail-line,  or 
an  inexperienced  oar,  may  knock  the  hat  off:  and 
tlien  fancy  it  tilting  over  the  water  with  the  tide  ; 
soaked  all  the"  while  beyond  redemption,  and  es- 
caping from  the  tips  of  your  outstretched  fingers, 
wiiile  you  ought  all  to  be  puUiug  the  contrary  way 

But  of  all  wrong  boxes  for  a  new  hat,  avoid  a 
mail-coach.  If  you  keep  it  on,  you  will  begin  nod- 
ding perhaps  at  midnight,  and  then  it  goes  jam- 
ming agidnst  the  side  of  the  coach,  to  the  equal 
misery  of  its  nap  and  your  own.  If  you  take  it 
off,  where  is  its  refuge  ?  Will  the  clergyman  take 
the  least  heed  of  it,  who  is  snoring  comfortably  in 
one  comer  in  his  night-cap?  Or  will  the  farmer, 
jolting  about  inexorably?  Or  the  regular  traveller, 
who,  in  his  fur-cap  and  infinite  knowledge  of  high- 
way conveniences,  has  already  beheld  it  with  con- 
tempt! Or  the  old  market-woman,  whom  it  is  in 
vain  to  request  to  be  tender?  Or  the  young  dam- 
sel, who  wonders  how  you  can  think  of  sleeping  in 
such  a.  thing?  In  the  morning,  yon  suddenly  miss 
your  bat,  and  ask  alter  it  with  trepidation.  The 
traveller  smiles.  They  all  move  their  legs,  but 
know  nothing  of  it ;  till  the  market-woman  ei- 
claima,  "Deary  me  I  Well — lord,  only  think  I  A 
hat  is  it,  sir?  Why  I  do  believe,— but  I'm  sure  I 
never  thought  o'  Such  a  thing  more  than  the  child 
unborn, — that  it  must  be  a  hat  then  which  I  took 
for  a  pan  I've  been  a  buying ;  and  SO  I've  had  my 
warm  foot  in  it.  Lord  help  us,  ever  since  five 
o'clock  this  blessed  morning  I" 

It  is  but  fair  to  add,  that  we  happen  to  have  an 
educated  antipathy  to  the  hat.  At  our  school,  no 
hats  were  worn,  and  the  cap  is  too  small  to  be  a 
substitute.  Its  only  use  is  to  astonish  the  old  la- 
dies in  the  street,  who  wonder  bow  so  smalt  a  thing 
can  be  kept  on ;  and  to  this  end  we  used  to  mh  it 
into  tbe  back  or  side  of  the  bead,  where  it  bung: 
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But  we  may  not  add 


lUbcfatlui 


ie  ever  dislike  any  thing  about  tbee, 
r  diildhood!  How  iode pendent  of 
the  weather  used  we  to  feel  in  our  old  friar's  drass, 
— «ur  thicli  shoes,  yellow  worsted  BtockingB,  and 
coarse  long  coat  or  gownl  Our  cap  was  oflcner 
in  our  hand  than  on  onr  head,  let  the  weather  be 
what  it  would.  We  felt  a  pride  aa  well  as  pleasure, 
when  everybody  else  was  huirjing  through  the 
streets,  in  receiving  the  fuil  summer  showers  with 
uncovered  poll,  sleeking  our  glad  hair  like  the 
feathers  of  a  bird. 

It  must  be  said  for  hats  in  general,  that  they  are 
a  very  ancient  part  of  dress,  perhaps  the  most  an- 
cient ;  for  a  negro,  who  haa  nothing  else  upon  him, 
Bometimes  finds  it  necessary  to  guard  off  the  sun 
with  a  hat  of  leaves  or  straw.  The  Chinese,  who 
carry  their  records  farther  back  than  any  other 
people,  are  a  batted  race,  both  oarrow-brimnied 
and  broad.  We  are  apt  to  think  of  the  Greeks  aa 
a  bare-headed  people ;  and  they  liked  to  be  so ; 
but  they  had  hats  for  journeying  in,  such  as  may 
be  seen  on  the  slatucs  of  Mercury,  who  was  the 
god  of  travellers.  Tbey  were  large  and  flapped, 
and  were  sometimes  fastened  round  under  the  chin 
like  a  lady's  bonnet.  The  Eastern  nations  gene- 
r^Iy  wore  turbans,  and  do  still,  with  the  exception 
of  the  Persians,  who  have  oichanged  them  for 
large  conical  caps  of  felt.  The  Romans  copied  the 
Greeks  in  their  dress,  as  in  every  thing  else  ;  but 
die  poorer  orders  wore  a  cap  hke  their  boasted 
Phrygian  ancestors,  resembling  the  one  which  the 
leader  may  see  about  the  streets  upon  the  bust  of 
Canova's  Paris.  The  others  would  put  their  robes 
about  their  heads,  upon  occasion, — after  tie  fash- 
ion of  the  hoods  of  the  middle  ages,  and  of  the 
cloth  head-dresses  which  we  see  in  the  portruts  of 
Danic  and  Petrarcb.  Of  a  similar  mode  are  the 
draperies  on  the  heads  ot  our  old  Plantagenet  kings 
and  of  Chaucer.  The  velvet  cap  which  succeeded, 
appears  to  have  come  from  Italy,  as  seen  in  the 
portraits  of  Raphael  and  Titian;  and  it  would  prob- 
ably have  continued  till  the  French  times  of  Charles 
the  Second,  for  our  ancestors,  up  to  that  period, 
were  great  admirers  of  Italy,  had  not  Philip  the 
Second  of  Spain  come  over  to  marry  our  Queen 
Mary.  The  eitreme  heats  of  Spain  bad  forced 
natives  upon  taking  to  that  ingenious  compound  of 
the  hat  and  umbrella,  still  known  by  the  name  of 
the  Spanish  hat.  We  know  not  whether  Philip 
himself  wore  it.  His  father,  Charles  the  Fifth,  who 
was  at  the  top  of  the  world,  is  represented  as  dt 
lighting  in  a  little  humble-looking  cap.  Bat  w 
conceive  it  was  either  from  Philip,  or  some  gentli 
man  in  his  tr^n,  that  the  hat  and  feather  succeeded 
among  us  to  the  cap  and  jewels  of  Henry  the 
Eghth.  The  ascendency  of  Spain  in  those  times 
carried  it  into  other  parts  of  Europe.  The  French, 
not  requiring  so  mudi  shade  from  the  sun,  and  al- 
ways playing  with  and  altering  their  dress,  as  a 
child  does  his  toy,  first  covered  the  brim  with  feath- 
ers, then  gave  them  a  pbcb  In  ttoni;  then  came 


pinches  up  at  the  side ;  and  at  last  appeared  the 
fierce  and  triple-daring  cocked  hat.  This  disap- 
peared in  our  childhood,  or  only  survived  among 
the  military,  the  old,  and  the  reverend,  who  could 
not  willingly  part  with  their  habitual  dignity.  An 
old  beau  or  so  would  also  retain  it,  in  memory  of 

3tories  when  young.  We  remember  its  going 
away  from  the  heads  of  the  foot-guards.  The 
heavy  dragoons  retained  it  till  lately.  It  is  now 
almost  sunk  into  the  moek-heroic,  and  confined,  as 

ifore  observed,  to  beadles  and  coachmen,  etc. 
The  modem  clerical  beaver,  agreeably  to  the  de- 
liberation with  which  our  establishments  depart 
from  all  custom,  is  a  cocked  hat  with  the  front  Sap 
let  down,  and  only  a  alight  pinch  remwning  behind. 
This  is  worn  also  by  the  judges,  the  lawyers  being 
of  clerical  eitraction.  Still,  however,  the  true 
cocked-hat  lingers  here  and  there  with  a  solitary 
old  gentleman;  and  wherever  it  appears  in  such 
company,  begets  a  certain  retrospective  reverence. 
There  was  a  something  in  itfl  connection  with  the 
high-bred  drawing-room  times  of  the  seventeenth 
century ;  in  the  gallant  though  quMnt  ardor  of  its 
look ;  and  in  its  being  lifted  up  in  salutations  with 
that  dehberate  lollinese,  the  arm  arching  up  in 
front  and  the  hand  slowly  raising  it  by  the  front 
angle  with  finger  and  thumb — that  could  not  easily 
die.  We  remember,  when  our  steward  at  school, 
remarkable  for  his  infiesihie  air  of  precision  and 
dignity,  left  off  his  cocked  hat  for  a  round  one; 
there  was,  undoubtedly,  though  we  dared  only  half 

:eb  it  to  our  minds,  a  sort  of  diminished  ma- 
jesty about  him.  His  infinite  self-possession  began 
■  )  look  remotely  finite.     His  Crown   Impeiial  was 

little  blighted.    It  was  like  divesting  a     ' ° 

s  capital.     But  the  na'"--   — -'' 

informing  the  new  hat. 


Aa  his  ortglna 
Of  glory  obscn 


liBdm 


■uinBa,  and  lb. 


The  late  Emperor  Paul  had  conceived  such  a 
sense  of  the  dignity  of  the  cocked  hat,  aggravated 
by  its  having  been  deposed  by  the  roimd  one  of  the 
French  republicans,  that  he  ordered  all  persons  in 
his  dominions  never  to  dare  be  seen  in  public  with 
round  hats,  upon  pain  of  being  koouted  and  sent  to 
Siberia. 

Hats  being  the  easiest  part  of  the  European  dress 
to  be  taken  off,  are  doffed  among  us  out  of  rever- 
ence. The  Orientals,  on  the  same  account,  put  off 
their  slippers  instead  of  turbans,  which  is  the  rea- 
son why  the  Jews  still  keep  their  heads  covered 
during  worship.  The  Spanish  grandees  have  the 
privilege  of  wearing  their  hats  in  the  royal  pres- 
ence, probably  in  commemoration  of  the  free  spirit 
in  which  the  Cortes  used  to  crown  the  sovereign  ; 
tellirg  him  (we  suppose  in  their  corporate  capacity) 
that  they  were  better  men  than  he,  but  chose  him 
of  their  own  free  will  for  their  master.  The  gran- 
dees only  clum  to  be  as  good  men,  unless  their 
families  are  older.  There  is  a  well-known  story  of 
a  picture,  in  which  the  Tir^n  Mary  is  represented 
with  a  label  coming  out  of  her  mouth,  saying  to  a 
Spanish  gentleman  who  has  politely  taken  off  his 
hat,  "  Cousin,  be  covered."  But  the  most  interest- 
ing anecdote  connected  with  a  hat  belongs  to  the 
family  of  the  De  Courceys,  Lords  Kinsale.  One  of 
their  ancestors,  at  an  old  period  of  our  history, 
having  overthrown  a  huge  and  insolent  champion, 
.  who  bad  challenged  the  whole  court,  was  deured 
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by  the  king  to  ask  him  some  favor.  He  rcqueBted 
that  his  descendants  should  hare  the  privilege  of 
keeping  their  heads  covered  in  the  rojal  presence, 
and  thej  do  so  to  this  day.    The  new  lord,  we  be- 

cate  his  right.  We  have  heard,  that  on  the  last 
occasion,  probably  after  a  long  interval,  some  of 
the  courtiers  thought  it  might  as  well  have  been 
dispensed  with:  vhich  was  a  foolish  as  well  as  a 


jealous  thing,  for  these  exceptions  Only  prove  the 
royal  rule.  The  Spanish  grandees  originally  took 
their  privilege  instead  of  reoeiviug  it;  but,  when 
the  spirit  of  it  had  gone,  their  covered  heads  were 
only  so  many  intense  recognitions  of  the  king's  d^- 
nity,  which  it  was  thought  auch  a  mighty  thing  to 
resemble.  A  Quaker's  hat  is  a  more  formidable 
thing  than  a  grandee's. 


THE    FISH,    THE    MAN,    AND    THE   SPIRIT. 


Tou  strange,  astonish'd-looking,  angled-faced, 

Dreary-mouth'd,  gaping  wretches  of  the  sea, 

Gulping  salt  water  everlastin^y, 
Cold-blooded,  though  with  red  your  blood  be  graced. 
And  mute,  though  dwellers  in  the  roaring  waste ; 

And  you,  all  shapes  beside,  that  fishy  be, 

Some  round,  some  fiat,  some  long,  all  devilry, 
Legless,  unloving,  infamously  chaste  ; 
0  scaly,  ^pperj,  wet,  swift,  staring  wights, 

What  is't  ye  do?    What  Ufe  lead?  eh,  dull  gog- 
gles? 
How  do  ye  vary  your  vile  days  and  nights? 

How  pass  your  Sundays  ?    Are  ye  stfll  but  joggles 
In  ceaseless  wash?  Still  nought  but  gapes,  and  bites, 

And  drinks,  and  stares,  diversified  witli  boggles  ? 

A  FISH  AN9WEE9. 

Amazing  monster!  that,  for  aught  I  know, 
With  the  first  sight  of  thee  didst  make  our  race 
For  ever  stare !      O  flat  and  shocking  dee, 

Grimly  divided  from  tbe  breast  below! 

Thou,  that  on  dry  land  horribly  dost  go 
With  a  split  body  and  most  ridiculous  pace 
Prong  after  prong,  disgracer  of  all  grace, 

Long-nselesa-finn'd,  haired,  upright,  unwet,  slow ! 

0  breather  of  nnhreathable,  sword-sharp  air. 
How  canst  exist?    How  bear  thyself,  thou  dry 

And  dreary  sloth?     What  partiolo  canst  share 
Of  the  only  blessed  life,  the  wat«ry  ? 

1  sometimes  see  of  ye  an  actual  pair 
Goby!!  link'dfinby  fin!!!  moat  odiously. 

THE  FISH  TUENS  INTO  A  MAN,  AND  THEN  INTO 

A  ePIRIT,  AND  AGAIN  SPEAKS. 
Indulge  thy  amihng  seorn,  if  smiling  still, 
0  man !  and  loathe,  but  with  a  sort  of  love ; 


For  difference  must  itself  by  difference  prove. 

And,  with  sweet  cUng,  the  spheres  with  music  fill 

One  of  the  spirits  am  I,  that  at  their  will 

Live  in  whate'er  has  life — fish,  eagle,  dove — 

No  hate,  no  pride,  beneath  nought,  nor  above, 

A  visitor  of  the  rounds  of  God's  sweet  skill. 


an's   life   is 

warm,  glad,  sad,   'twiit  lov 

s   an 

graves. 

hope,  honor'd  with  pangs  au 

ere, 

and  his  angel-wings  he  Cray 

swift,    smail-needing,    vagu 

yet 

Quicken'd  w 


[As  the  transition  from  the  ludicrous  to  the 
grave,  in  these  verses,  might  otherwise  appear  too 
violent,  the  reader  will  permit  ma  to  explain  how 
they  arose.  The  first  sonnet  was  suggested  by  a 
friend's  laughing  at  a  description  I  was  ^ving  him 
of  the  general  aspect  of  fish  (in  which,  by  the  way, 
if  any  body  is  curious,  let  him  get  acquainted  with 
them  in  Mr.  Yarrell's  excellent  work  on  "  British 
Fishes,"  now  in  course  of  publication) ;  the  secon 
sonnet,  being  a  lover  of  fair  play,  I  thought  but  a 
just  retort  to  be  allowed  to  those  fellow-creatures 
of  ours,  who  so  differ  with  ua  in  eyeballs  and  opin- 
ions ;  and  the  third,  not  liking  to  leave  a  quarrel 
unsettled,  and  having  a  tendency  to  push  a  specu- 
lation aa  far  as  it  will  go,  especially  into  those  calm 
and  heavenward  regions  from  which  we  always  re- 
turn the  better,  if  we  calmly  enter  them,  naturally 
became  as  serious  as  the  peace  of  mind  is,  with 
which  all  sjteculations  conclude  that  have  harmony 
and  lovingness  for  their  real  object.  The  fish,  in 
his  retort,  speaks  too  knowingly  of  his  human  ban- 
terer,  for  a  fiah ;  but.  it  will  bo  seen,  that  a  Spirit 
animatea  him  for  the  purpose.] 


JOHN    KEMBLE'S    RUFFLE. 


Once,  in  a  bam,  the  strolling  wardrobe's  list 
Had  but  one  ruffle  left  for  Hamlet's  wrist. 
Necessity,  which  has  no  law,  they  say. 
Could,  with  one  ruffle,  but  one  arm  display. 
"  What's  to  be  done  ?"  the  hero  sdd  and  sighi 


"Now  in  the  pocket  keep  the  left  fi'om  sight. 
While  o'er  your  breast  you  keep  your  ruffled 
Now  in  your  robe  jour  naked  right  repose. 
While  down  your  left  the  dingy  cambric  flowi 
Thus,  tho'  half  skilled,  as  well  as  half-array'd, 
You'll   make   one   change  that  Garrick  nc 
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MODEL   FAST   MAN. 


<  rattles  agninst  the 
■aiiings.  He  stares 
ndiee  in  the  face, 
Rtid  takea  his  hat 
off  to  carriages, 
and  dehghta  in 
kissing  his  hsDd  to  Eorae  old  dowager  who  is  look- 
ing out  of  a  drawing-room  window.  A  sedan-ebair 
is  his  great  amusement.  He  stops  the  porters,  and 
&eks  them  what  they  will  take  him  to  Buckingham 
Palace  and  back  again  for?  He  directs  a  haekiiej- 
coach  to  drive  as  fast  as  possible  to  the  British 
Museum,  and  to  ask  Sir  Henrj  Elhs  to  be  kind 
enough  to  put  it  under  a  glass-case  among  the  Fos- 
sils, Ho  takes  a  card  that  is  offered  to  him  by  a 
street  conjuror,  and  gives  him  in  return  one  of  his 
own,  with  an  intimation  that  he  "  shall  be  happy  to 
see  him  at  any  time  between  two  and  four."  He 
walks  behind  fitt  old  ladies,  and  is  very  loud  in  his 
pruses  "  of  the  jolly  mad  bull  there  is  in  the  next 
street."  He  rings  area-bella  and  inquires  "  if  they 
could  oblige  him  with  the  loan  of  a  cucumber- 
Biicer  for  fire  minutes."  He  removes  any  pewler- 
pot  be  finds,  and  knocks  at  the  door  to  ask  "if  it 
belongs  to  them :  it  was  hanging  outside  the  rail- 
ings, and  might  be  stolen  by  some  unprincipled 
person."  News-venders  are  his  especial  favorites. 
He  calls  them  from  the  other  side  of  the  nay  to  ask 
"if  they  have  got  the  Independent  Docrkmcker  of 
1356;  if  not,  he  should  like  to  see  the  third  edition 
of  the  Times  to-morrow."  He  makes  cruel  faces  to 
little  babies  aa  they  hang  over  their  nurses'  shoul- 
ders, and  is  flattered  If  he  makes  them  cry.  If  he 
meets  with  twins,  he  is  happy  indeed.  He  shouts 
into  sausage  shops  as  he  passes  by — "D'ye  want 
any  cats,  dogs,  or  kitlena,  to-day?"  He  hails  an 
omnibus,  and  while  it  is  stopping,  turns  down  the 
nejit  street ;  and  he  looks  at  a  cabman  till  he  drives 
np  to  him,  when  he  wonders  what  the  "cabbie" 
wants ;  he  was  only  admiring  his  handsome  whis- 
kers. If  he  Ends  a  looking^lasB,  he  adjusts  his  toi- 
let in  it,  and  takes  off  his  hat,  and  bows  to  himself, 
exclaiming,  "  On  my  word,  you  are  looking  remark- 
ably well ;  I  never  saw  you  look  better."  He  looks 
at  the  milliners  through  the  shop-windows,  and 
darts  at  them  his  most  piercing  smiles.  He  stares 
at  the  watch-makers  at  their  work,  with  intense  cu- 
rio^ty,  and  talks  to  them  with  his  fingers,  till  they 
get  up  and  leave  their  stools  with  great  indignation. 


If  he  meets  the  Lord  Major's  carriage  with  three 
footmen  on  the  footboard,  he  is  sure  to  call  out 
"Whip  behind  I"  and  he  laughs  his  loudest  if  the 
coachman  should  unconsciously  lay  his  vhip  across 
their  calves.  He  is  very  rich  in  noises.  His  "  Va- 
ri-e-ty"  is  unequalled  at  two  o'clock  in  the  momingi; 
and  his  colleetion  of  "  Ri-loo-loorals,"  and  "  Rnm- 
ti-oddities,"  and  select  choruses,  is  not  to  be  sur- 
passed by  the  oldest  habitui  of  the  Coal-hole.  He 
whistles,  too,  through  his-  fingers ;  and  can  bark, 
crow,  and  bray  quite  naturally,  especially  inside 
Eieter  Hall,  or  any  place  where  he  Wouldn't  do  it. 
One  of  his  proudest  achievements  is  to  enter  an 
onmibus  crowded  with  females,  and  to  display  on 
his  knees  a  large  jar,  marked  "  Leeches."  He  de- 
lights, too,  in  sprinkling  cayenne-pepper  and  snuff 
on  the  floor  of  a  dancing-party  after  supper,  or  in 
going  behind  the  comet-a-piston,  and  making  him 
laugh  during  a  long  solo,  when  the  struggling 
laughter,  oozing  out  in  short  gasps  through  the 
vahes,  nearly  sends  him  into  fits.  Be  glories  in 
sending  in  six  "brandies  warm"  to  the  chairman 
and  different  gentlemen  on  the  platform  of  a  Tem- 
perance Meeting.  He  makes  a  practice  of  ringing 
the  bells  of  all  doctors,  as  he  wa^s  home  at  night. 

In  the  theatre,  be  stams  the  boi-door,  and  shouts 
"  Boi-keeper !"  with  the  most  stentorian  lungs.  He 
is  vociferous  in  his  applause,  and  sparkles  up  at  the 
prospect  of  a  row.  He  likes  to  sneeze  during  the 
pathetic  parts,  and  shouts  "Brayvo,  Wright  I"  when 
the  old  father  is  blessing  his  long-lost  child.  He 
revels  in  a  burlesque  with  plenty  of  Amazons  in  it. 
Ue  cries  out  "Sneorel"  at  every  thing,  but  Hicks 
especially. 

In  respectable  society  he  is  awkward,  and  gene- 
rally very  quiet.  He  does  not  dance,  not  knowing 
what  to  say  to  bis  partner.  He  hangs  about  the 
door  and  staircase,  and  consoles  himself  with  the 
cakes  and  wine  ;  he  leaves  early,  for  "  he  is  dying 
for  a  pipe  and  a  drop  of  beer." 

In  his  appearance  he  selects  the  gayest  fast  colors, 
and  the  more  the  merrier.  His  shirt  is  curiously  il- 
luminated with  pink  ballet-girls.  lie  has  tie  win- 
ner of  the  Derby  in  his  pocket-handkerchief.  Bis 
boots  are  very  delicate,  only  keeping  body  and  sole 
together  with  the  aid  of  large  mother-of-pearl  but- 
tons. He  revets  in  a  while  hat.  His  frowsers  are 
of  the  chess-board  pattern.  His  shirf-pin  is  an 
enormous  gooseberry,  that  would  make  the  fortune 
of  a  penny-a-liner.  His  coat  has  a  Newmarket  es- 
pression,  of  the  very  deepest  green.  He  is  above 
gloves,  but  encourages  a  glass,  suspended  by  some 
ma^c  process  in  his  left  eye. 

His  accomplishments  are  various.  He  carries  in 
his  waistcoat  pocket  the  stump  of  a  clay  pipe,  the 
bowl  of  which  is  quite  black.  He  can  walk  along 
the  parapet  of  Waterloo  Bridge.  He  can  sleep  in 
the  station-house  upon  an  emergency.  He  can 
slide,  skate,  and  boi  a  little,  and  play  the  French 
horn.  He  can  win  a  game  of  billiards,  and  give 
you  twenty.  He  is  "up  to  a  dodge  or  two"  at 
cards.  He  can  imitate  all  the  actors,  and  a  brick 
falling  down  the  chimney.  He  can  fry  a  pancake 
in  his  hat,  and  light  a  cigar  at  a  lamp-post.  He 
can  manage  a  pair  of  sculls,  and  tool  a  tandem 
through  Smitbfield  Market.    He  can  talk  slang  with 
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ft  norelist,  and  "chaff  an  'University  Man'  off  his 
le^."  He  can  also  "do  a  bill,"  and  many  other 
things,  as  well  09  persons,  that  ought  DOt  to  be 
done.  He  la  proficient  in  all  the  genUsh  graces  of 
life,  and  bnoira  "  a  small  wrinkle  or  two  "  of  every 
thing.  High  lire,  low  life,  gambling  life,  sporUng 
life,  lashioDabte  life,  every  kind  of  Ufe  he  is  inti- 
mately acquainted  with,  particularly  iast  life.  This 
condsts  in  his  beginning  the  day  eix  hours  after 
everybody  else,  and  finishing  it  six  hours  later.  It 
implies  the  knowledge,  on  his  part,  of  the  Pollm, 
with  certain  enibellishmenls,  and  a  constant  attend- 
ance at  Casinos,  and  other  places  where  that  know- 
ledge can  be  displayed.  It  involves,  also,  a  course 
of  theatres,  sporting-houses,  masquerades,  sin^ztg- 
taverns,  ci|;a^^3hopa,  cider-cellars,  and  early  coffee- 
bouses.  To  all  of  these  the  Model  Fast  Man  is  an 
accomplished  guide.  He  condemns  every  thing  as 
iImi  that  does  not  keep  paee  with  the  rapidity  with 
which  he  runs,  or  rather  gallops,  through  life ;  and 
he  annihilates  everybody  as  slow  who  presumes  to 
live  like  a  rational  creature.  All  books  are  slow — 
Shakspere  is  sIdw-hiII  domestic,  all  quiet  enjoy- 
ments are  slow.  The  country  is  very  slow,  and  so 
are  sisters.  He  even  calls  the  railways  slow.  His 
ereat  impulse  is,  "Fast  bind,  fast  find,  and  he  sighs 
that  society  is  not  bound  by  the  same  fast  law.  He 
is  without  shame,  as  he  is  without  gentlemanly  feel- 
ing. He  is  familiar  with  servants,  is  very  facetious 
with  conductors,  calls  policemen  by  their  letters, 
jokes  with  waiters,  and  does  ngt  care  how  he  insults 


an  inferior.  Impudence,  to  him,  is  fun — brutality, 
the  eicess  of  refinement— giving  pain,  his  most  ex- 
quisite enjoyment.  His  highest  notion  of  humor  is 
saying  to  every  thing,  "  I  believe  you,  my  bo-o-o-y." 
In  the  morning — ^that  is,  the  afternoon — he  is  fever- 
ish ;  in  the  evening — that  is  to  say,  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning — he  is  what  he  calls  "fresh."  His 
first  call  is  for  soda-water,  bis  last  for  brandy. 
Such  is  the  great  b  g'n  "  g  and  such  the  grand 
end,  of  the  ei     ence  of  h    Modei,  Fast  Man. 


^^___^j[Mr^ 


A   MODEL    IRISH   SPEAKER. 


hght  of  the  sun 
two-aud-twcnty  minutes  before  she  permits  a  single 
ray  to  come  to  us  ?  (.^  Fbiae ,-"/('«  (rue .'")  Eng- 
land may  hoa^t  of  her  own  enlightenment;  but  is 
this  justice  to  Irelandf  {JVenuiidota  Crien  of  "  No  ! 
No  /")  I  have  next  to  accuse  England  of  keeping 
aloof  from  us  fully  rixty  miles  at  lie  nearest  point. 
Talk  of  our  Union  afterthati  {Voci/eroui  cheer- 
iiiff,  which  laaled  leverat  hours.)  No,  my  country- 
men, it  is  only  a  parchment  Union,  a  lying  thing, 
made  Qf  the  skin  of  the  innocent  sheep ;  but,  before 
we  go  to  bed  tlus  night,  well  see  that  bit  of  parch- 
ment torn  into  countless  strips,  so  that  every  tailor 
in  Ireland  shall  have,  to-morrow  morning,  a  rem- 
nant of  it  in  his  hands,  to  measure  twelve  millions 
of  happy  Irishmen  with.  {At  Ikis  poinl  tite  proceed' 
ingi  tuere  iiitemipled  by  six  pertont  being  carrUd  out 
of  the  room  who  had  fainted.  They  are  lupnioaed  to 
be  tailors.)  Well,  air,  I  denounce  from  this  place 
cupidity  of  England,  by  which  she 


monopolizes  the  tin  mines  entirely,  almost  all  the 
iron  and  coal,  and  thus  cramps,  sir,  our  native  in- 
dustry and  commerce.  Why  has  not  Ireland  her 
own  iron  and  coal?  (Criet  of  •' Why  not f")  I  ask 
again,  why  have  we  iiotinf  {"Shame!  shame!") 
and  no  brass  f  no  zinc  f  no  salmon  ?  no  elephants  ? 
no  periwinkles?  no  king?  (ImmenM  cheerijti/,  dur- 
inff  which  the  honorable  speaker  aat  dotvn  and  slept 
for  a  guarter  of  an  hour,  and  then  continued.)  Oh  I 
my  beloved  countrymen,  I  have  had  a  most  beaud- 
ful  vision.  I  thought  I  saw  every  field  of  Ireland 
covered  with  dancing  corn,  and  embroidered  with 
the  most  beautiful  sheep,  whose  wool  was  more  ex- 
qui»te  than  all  the  Berlin  wool  that  was  ever  made 
m  England  (Gh^ers);  and  I  thought,  my  country- 
men, its  rivers  were  filled  with  more  salmon  and 
more  periwinkles  than  ever  carolled  on  the  muddy 
Saxon  shore  {Cheers);  and  I  thought,  my  country- 
men, that  on  the  brow  of  every  other  hill  the 
mighty  elephant  was  reposing  under  the  peaceful 
shade  of  the  shamrock  (more  c/teeri) ;  and  again,  I 
thought  the  corner  of  each  Geld  was  filled  with  more 
iron,  and  tin,  and  brass,  than  would  suSSce  to  build 
a  railway  from  here  to  the  bottom  of  England's 
perdition  (Laughter  and  Cheers) ;  and  I  thought — 
may  the  beautiful  vision  be  never  effaced  from  the 
iris  of  my  weeping  eyes ! — that  there  were  no  dark 
clouds  such  as  now  lower  o'er  our  bright  country  ; 
but  that  the  whole  scene,  so  intensely  Irish,  was 
illumined,  as  if  with  a  resplendent  sun,  with  our 
own  gas.  (^Enthusiaitic  shouts,  the  echoes  of  mhtch 
have  not  yet  subsided  in  eAf  n^ghborhood  of  the  Cas- 
tle.) Ohi  ohl  when  will  this  vision  be  reafized? 
When  shall  we  see  the  poor  Irishman — the  finest 
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peasant  of  the  world — boiling  bis  potato?  At! 
the  plundering  Saxon  oannot  wring  that  from  ug ; 
though  no  thanks  to  the  monster  for  the  blight — 
{S/iame) — boiling  his  potato,  I  saj,  with  his  own 
coal,  in  a  pot  made  of  his  own  iron,  and  eat  it  on  a 
plate  made  of  his  own  pewter,  with  a  knife  bought 
with  hie  own  tin.    Kcverl  never!  until  the  Kejieal 


you'll 

me,  in  all  smcerity,  you  ne^er  will,  until  joa  pull 
up  the  lamp-postB  and  make  bayonets  of  them,  and 
hate  wrenched  off  every  knocker  and  bell-pull,  and 
melted  them  into  buUela  and  canDon-balle.  (Cheers.) 
I  know  I  am  talking  sedition;  but  I  dare  them  to 
lonie  and  tear  the  ^oeatringa  out  of  my  boots,  be- 
fore I  unsay  a  single  word  of  what  I  have  said. 
(,Fra7iiic  applaiae,)  They  dare  not  prosecute  me. 
It  would  be  the  proudest  moment  for  Ireland,  if 
they  would ;  for  then.  College  Green  would  be 
crowded  with  Irish  kings.  (Cft*er».)  The  British 
oak  would  be  supplanted  with  the  four-leaved  sham* 
rock  of  Ireland.  (^Clieers.)  The  Queen  of  England 
would  be  an  Iriahwoman — (Cheers) — and  I  should 
die  happy  in  the  thought  that  the  majestic  tree  of 
Kepeal  had  been  watered  with  my  blood,  and  blos- 
somed, and  borne  such  golden  fruit,  that  unborn 
nationj,  far  from  beyond  the  poles,  wore  coming  on 


their  knees  to  taste  them.  (/(  is  imponaible  to  de- 
scribe Ike  enthusiasm  mhich  brote  wt  wAen  the  Hon. 
Gentleman  resumed  his  season  the  ledge  of  the  mn- 
dote.  As  many  as  had  hols,  threic  ihem  into  the  air; 
those  who  had  coats^  took  them  q^^  and  dragged  them 
along  the  ground ;  whilst  a  few  of  the  hardiest  no- 
tives  itere  observed  to  bury  their  faces  in  their  eoat- 
tails  and  meep  audibly.  Hie  eheering  mas  kept  up 
tUl  a  very  late  hour,  onrf  the  mettinff  broke  up  a  lit- 
tle before  daylight,  after  giving  ninety-nine  eheers, 
and  a  liiile  one  in,  "for  the  blessed  cause  of  Jie- 
pale.") 


OUR   DOMESTIC    PARLIAMENT. 

S^e  Rebate  on  l^c  Supplies. 


All  the  members  of  'the  family  being  assembled 
at  breakfast,  the  Housekeeping  Book  was  laid  upon 
the  table,  and  the  House  (No.  389,  Berkeley  Square,) 
resolved  itself  into  a  committee  to  take  into  con- 
.lon  the  weekly  supplies.    Jtlr.  Flint  was  in 


the  a 


n-ehdi 


The  Butcher's,  the  Baker's,  and  Greengrocer's 
Bills  were  read  for  the  first,  second,  and  third  times, 
and  passed. 

The  Brougham,  Gig,  and  Family  Carriage  Esti- 
mates were  advanced  a  stage  ;  after  which 

Mhs.  Flghhert  rose.  She  said  that  she  had 
been  requested  by  her  daughter,  (Urs.  Flint,)  who, 
poor  creature  I  could  not  come  down  to  breakfast, 
owing  to  a  nervous  headache,  to  lay  before  Mr. 
Flint  the  estimate  of  the  household  expenses  of  the 
past  week.  They  amounted  to  4i.  178.  6|rf,  She 
need  not  say,  they  had  been  framed  with  the  strict- 
est regard  to  economy.  There  were  thirteen 
mouths  to  Gil,  besides  a  canary  and  three  cats,  and 
she  defied  any  one  to  say  that  the  housekeeping 
expenses  could  be  done  for  less.  There  was  a  slight 
deficiency,  she  regretted  to  say,  in  the  week  as 
compared  with  the  one  preceding,  but  on  the  whole 
the  accounts  were  flattering.  The  decrease  was  to 
be  attributed  mainly  to  the  fact  of  Ur.  Flint  hav- 
ing brought  home  clients  twice  (,4  cry  of  "  Only 
once,")  She  would  not  be  interrupted — yes,  twice, 
if  not  three  times,  to  dinner.  However,  there  was 
a  good  stock  of  cold  meat  in  the  larder ;  and  she 
hoped,  by  dint  of  hashes  and  stews,  and  the  fiiendiy 
aid  of  pickles,  that  the  returns  of  the  succeeding 
week  would  show  a  proportionate  decrease  on  the 
victualling  department.  There  was  a  slight  saving 
in  the  item  of  puddings  and  plea,  for  it  was  found 


alfeolutely  necessary  to  reduce  this  part  of  the  ex- 
penditure, so  as  to  bring  the  disbursements  as 
nearly  as  possible  within  the  receipts.  It  must  be 
recollected  that  meat  never  was  dearer,  and  that 
potatoes  were  very  scarce,  and  that  milk  had  risen 
a  halfpenny  in  each  pint  the  last  week.  The  boys, 
too,  were  growing ;  all  the  children  had  been  home 
for  the  holidays ;  and  yet,  notwithstanding  these 
drawbacks,  there  had  been  a  hot  joint  every  day  of 
the  week.  (Sensation.)  There  was  a  Rmall  bal- 
ance in  hand  of  3*.  S^d,  \  but  against  this  there 
was  a  bill  that  had  to  be  met,  forcigira  and  brandy, 
and  a  iemon,  the  Chair  (Mr.  Flint)  had  had  with  a 
few  friends  the  night  he  was  to  have  taken  her 
daughter  and  self  lo  the  Opera.  But  she  would 
not  allude  to  that  painful  circumstance.  Brandy 
and  cigars  were  always  chargeable,  thank  goodness, 
on  the  privy  purse.  (A  cry  of  "  JVo,  «o.")  She 
said,  most  emphatically,  yes,  yes,  yes.  She  had 
nothing  more  to  say.  (hily  she  could  not  help 
comphmenting  the  House  upon  having  in  its  em- 
ploy the  talented  lady  at  the  head  of  the  home  de- 
partment. The  duties  of  the  Eichequerhadnever, 
to  her  knowledge,  been  discharged  with  such  satis- 
faction. There  was  scarcely  a  bill  remiuning  over. 
She  was  acquainted  with  many  houses,  but  she  must 
say  she  had  never  known  one  in  which  the  business 
was  conducted  with  half  the  respectability,  or  the 
same  amount  of  servants  kept  up  on  the  same  rev- 
enue, as  that  of  the  honorable  lady  whose  chair  she 
□ow  filled. — (Vehement  aruffhing,}— The  hon.  gen- 
tleman in  the  chair  might  cough  as  he  pleased,  but 
she  would  tell  him  to  his  face  that  be  ought  to  be 
proud  of  such  a  treasure.  (Mrs.  Flummery  sai 
down  araid  a  loud  dalter  of  lea-spoons,  and  the 
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gouiigeal  tHemhera  of  Ihe  Home  crovjded  roimd  her,  ta 
eongratwlale  her  upon  Aer  efectiiie  ipeeth.) 

Ak.  Fi.i:<t,  afl«r  n  pause,  came  to  the  table,  and 
said,  that  in  glancing  hia  eye  over  the  disburee- 
ments,  be  noticed  an  item  of  U.  l'7f.  6d.  under  the 
head  of  Sundries.  He  had  found  it  to  occur  lately, 
every  week.  What  were  Sundries?  He  insisted 
upon  knowing.  He  objected  i«  Mo  to  the  vague- 
ness of  such  a  definition,  and  certainly  should  not 
allow  it  to  pass. 

Mrs.  Flcmmkhy  begged  to  explain.  Sundries 
comprised  an  endless  variety  of  small  sums  that  it 
would  be  impossible  to  specify  separately.  It  in- 
cluded birdseed  for  the  canary,  cat's  meat  for  the 
Home  department,  halfpence  to  the  oroesing-8  weep- 
ers, soap,  charity  sermons,  beggars,  gruel,  nutmegs 
for  the  hon.  gentleman's  toddy, — in  fact,  Sundries 
took  in  no  end  of  mhcellaneous  articles,  that  it 
would  be  imposBiblo  to  enumerate  individually. 
Besides,  what  was  one  pound  odd  for  Sundries? 
Why,  in  many  houses  she  could  mention  the  Sun- 
dries came  to  51.  regularly  every  week. 

Ua.  Elint.  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I 
allow  a  certain  sum  every  week  for  the  housekeep- 
ing, and  I  expect  it  to  be  done  for  that  money. 
But  I  tell  you,  Mrs.  Flummery,  ever  wnee  you  have 
been  in  the  house,  the  expenses  have  been  gradu- 
ally increasing.  No  wonder,  with,  Bueh  extrava- 
gance to  answer  for,  that  the  lady  (Mrs.  FUnt) 
whom  you  reprosent,  was  too  unwell  this  morning 
to  undertake  her  duties  at  the  head  of  the  break- 
fast-table.   (One  or  Ivvi  members  get  up  and  leave  the 

Mas.  Flctwert.  Very  well ;  pray  go  on,  Mr. 
Flint.  These  are  all  the  thanks  a  poor  soul  gets  for 
working  both  day  and  night  to  save  a  halfpenny. 
On  my  word,  you  have  your  nasty  brandy  and  ci- 
gars- 
Ma.  Flint.  Nonsenle,  madam.  You  know  well 
enough  they  don't  form  part  of  the  expenses,  I 
tell  you  what  it  is,  Mrs.  Flummery;  such  extrava- 
gance as  yours  will  drive  me  into  the  workhouse. 

Mrs.  Flcmwesy.  "Very  well.  You'll  break  my 
poor  daughter's  heart;  that's  all,  Mr.  Flint.  The 
fool  that  she  was,  ever  to  marry  such  a  man  !  I'm 
sure  she  slaves  her  very  soul  out  to  please  you. 
You  deny  her  even  the  money  for  your  meat  and 
drink,  and  yet  you  can  afford  to  give  lOOi.  to  tlie 
stupid  And-Corn-Law  League.  Didn't  you  be- 
grudge her  a  box  at  the  opera?  and  yet  you  can 
have  your  filthy  brandy — 

Ur.  Flini.  I  teli  you  the  brandy  has  nothing  to 
do  with  it. 

Mrs.  Fldmmert.  Tory  well,  sic,  keep  the  house- 
keeping yourself.  There  is  always  this  scene  every 
time  the  supplies  are  debated,  and  before  the  chil- 
dren, too!  Psha!  I'm  ashamed  of  you,  that  I  am. 
Eliza,  poor  dear  soul,  is  tired  of  this  work.  I'm 
sure  I  am,  most  heartily.    We  both  of  us  resign — 


we  throw  up  our  situations,  and  you  may  get  whom 
you  can  to  fill  them. 

Ma.  Flint.  Why,  here's  16s.  6J.  for  fruit. 
Didn't  I  say  Fd  have  no  more  dessert? 

Uhb.  Fluhueri.     Just  as  you  like,  sir. 

Mr.  Flint.  I  see  39,  ^  too,  for  cabs;  I  don't 
allow  that.  What  do  I  give  Mrs.  Flint  loi.  a  year 
for,  if  I'm  to  pay  for  all  her  cabs  ? 

Mrs.  FLnMHERT.  I  have  nothing  more  to  say, 
^r.  The  cabs  were  for  the  dear  children,  when 
they  returned  from  the  dentist's.  The  fruit,  sir, 
includes  the  lemon  you  had  for  your  disgraceful 
toddy.  I  have  nothing  more  to  say — only,  if  you  ex- 
pect thirteen  mouths  to  be  filled  for  nothing,  yon  had 
better  contract  with  the  Foor  Law  Union  to  do  it. 

Ma.  Fust.  Zounds,  woman !  is  a  man  to  be  m- 
ined  and  not  say  a  word  about  it?  I  have  borne 
this  too  long.     Your  wilful  waste — your  cabs — your 

Mrs.  FLnmiERY.  (Beginning  to  cry.)  This  is  too 
much,  Mr.  Flint.  I'm  sure  my  poor  dear  daughter 
and  myself  save  every  farthing  we  can,  and  to  be 
treated  in  this  way  I  It's  brutal  (cries).  I  do  not 
care  much  about  it  myself— but  I  do  feel  for  Ehza. 
{Emotion  in  the  house.')  No  one  knows  how  she 
toils,  and  slaves,  and  deprives  herself  of  every 
comfort  but  myself.  She  won't  even  take  sugar  in 
her  tea — she  hasn't  a  bonnet  fit  to  be  seen  in — she 
goes  nowhere — (Incipient  hysterics.) 

Mb.  Flint.  Come,  come,  my  dear  Mrs.  Flum- 
mery, don't  say  another  word  about  it.  I've  been 
harsh ;  but  here's  the  cheque,  and  if  the  doctor 
calls  to-day  and  says  Eliza  is  well  enough  to  go  to 
the  opera — 

Mrs.  FLmHEHT  {still  in  tears.')  Fm  sure  the  doc- 
tor was  only  saying  yesterday,  "  You  need  restora- 
tives, Mrs.  Flummery;  you  should  have  your  two 
glasses  of  port  to  your  luncheon,  and  a  something 
nice  and  warm  for  your  supper;"  but,  I  said,  "No, 
Fliza,  I  can  do  without  it,  and  Flint,  dear,  would 
only  complain  of  the  expense."  (The  children  gath- 
er roand  Mri.  Ftammery  and  begin  kinsing  her.) 

Mr.  Flist,  No,  indeed,  he  wouldn't  do  any 
such  thing.  Have  any  thing  you  like,  my  good 
Mrs.  Flummery.  Come,  dry  up  your  tears  and  put 
on  your  bonnet.  We'll  go  down  to  the  Opera 
House  and  choose  the  box. 

Mks.  Fluuhert.    But  1  cannot  walk ! 

Mr.  FliSt.     Well,  then,  we'll  have  a  cab. 

Mrs.  Fldiihery.  But  I  want  to  call  at  Madame 
Lucretia'a  to  choose  a  new  bonnet  for  Eliza,  and 
see  Jullien  to  see  what  night  he  is  disengaged. 

Mr.  Flint.     What  for? 

Mrs.  Flcmuert.  Why,  for  the  evening  party 
you  promised  the  dear  girls. 

Mr.  Flint.  Oh,  dear !  you'll  drive  me  into  the 
workhouse.  Now,  don't  cry.  FU  do  any  thing — 
only  don't  cry.  (Mr.  Mini  ieaeej  the  arm-chair, 
and  the  House  a^ourii^  at  eleven,  a.  m.,  for  a  VKek.) 


THE  MISERIES  OF  A  COMIC  WKITEB. 


Repeatedly  being  called  upon,  in  Ihe  midst  of 
strange  party,  "  to  say  something  funny." 

Having  half-a-dozen  scrap-books  put  into  yo 
hand,  for  "  an  impromptu." 

Being  expected,  wherever  you  go,  to  sing  a  com 
song. 

Never  being  allowed  to  be  in  the  least  unwell ;  i 


to  look  serious,  without  a  dozen  peqple  asking, 
"Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you?" 

Being  the-especial  confidant  of  everybody's  bad 
jokes,  and  being  made  the  favorite  victim  for  the 
"capital  thing,"  some  one  is  sure  to  have  "heard 
yesterday." 

Asking  for  "some  potatoes,"  or  some  common- 
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"THE 


place  thing,  and  finding  the  whole  room  njar  at  it 

Making  desperate  love  to  a  pretty  ^rl,  who  only 
laughs,  and  says,  "Lai  Mr.  Smith,  you're  always 
joking." 

Being  saluted  as  yon  go  into  a  room  with  "  Bravo ! 
Hero's   Snuth^      Now  we  shall    have    Bon~iething 

Being  introdnced  as  "  the  young  gentleman  who 
does  all  the  funny  things  in  the  Penni/  Magazine." 

Being  suspected  of  turning  every  thing  ygu  see 
into  ridicule,  and  putting  everybody  you  meet  into 

A  pause  of  five  minutes,  in  the  hopes  of  hearing 
you  speak,  and  being  asked,  at  last,  whilst  every- 
body is  getting  ready  to  grin,  "  what  you  -think  of 
the  weather  P" 

Being  condemned  tji  hear,  every  day  of  your  life, 
that  the  man  who  would  "make  a  pun  would  pick 
a  pocket  1" 

Being  invited  to  meet  a  "  very  clever  young  gen- 

tlemnn  whi^  hnv  wpittpn  a  farno  " 


ia  not  customary  for  a  comic  writer  ever  to  pay 
anybody,  that  he  generally  goes  to  bed  tipsy,  and 
that  he  cannot  write  unless  he  has  a  bottle  of  gin 


Being  invited  out,  and  finding  it  is  to  give  a 
"candid  opinion" — father,  mother,  brothers,  and 
Bisters  being  all  present— "  upon  a  number  of  droll 
things  little  WiUiam  has  been  doing  upon  Paradise 
Lost."  You  are  obliged  to  say  they  are  "very 
clever  for  a  boy,"  and  yon  are  then  asked  if  you 
cannot  get  them  inserted  in  Punch  f" 

Being  confidently  asked,  "if  it  is  true  jou  drink 
much  1" 

Being  asked  most  seriously  by  a  young  lady,  "  if 
the  incident  you  described  of  being  locked  up  in  a 
flponging-house,  and  escaping  up  the  chimney  over 
the  roof  of  the  nest  house,  really  occurred  to  you?" 

In  short,  being  suspected  of  doing  all  the  black- 
guard, out-of-the  way,  outrageous,  improbable,  im- 
possible stupid  things  you  describe. 


THE    CHEMIST'S    CAT, 


Mr.  Celsus  Phipps  was  a  chemist,  not  one  of 
your  ordinary  men,  who  put  their  trust  In  huge 
colored  glass  b«ttles,  and  drive  a  large  trade  in 
lozenges.  Ko,  Fhipps  was  an  experimental  ctiem- 
ist,  and  he  acquainted  the  public  with  the  fact  by 
means  of  an  inscription  to  that  effect  over  his  door, 
while  he  confirmed  the  neighbors  in  the  belief  by 
occa«onal  explosions,  more  or  less  violent.  On 
one  occaMon,  he  went  so  far  as  t«  blow  the  roof  off 
hin  house,  but  that, 'he  said,  "was  an  acddent." 
Moreover,  Phipps  was  a  Ucentiate  of  Apothecaries' 
Hall,  and  jobbed  the  paupers  at  lji£  a  head,  includ- 
ing pills  and  plasters.  Mr.  Pbipps's  establishment 
was  evidently  the  home  for  natural  philosophy. 
Experiments  abandoned  by  every  one  else  were 
eagerly  sought  after  by  Fhipps ;  and  he  had  a  valu- 


able a< 


Eihar 


When  science  slumbered,  the  cat  might  be  seen 
comfortably  dozing  on  the  door-step;  but  when 
any  thing  new  in  medicine  or  chemistry  turned  up, 
the  cat  had  an  active  life  of  it.  The  poor  thing  had 
taken  poison  enough  to  kill  hundreds  of  rich  hus- 
bands, and  antidotes  sufficient  to  restore  double  the 
number.  It  had  a  stomach-pump  kept  for  Its  espe- 
cial USB.  You  might  generally  guess  when  anything 
eitraordinary  had  happened,  by  missing  the  cat 
from  its  usual  place,  and  seeing  Dick,  Mr.  Pbipps's 
boy,  who  had  the  job  of  holding  it  during  the  ex- 
periments, with  slips  of  diachllon  plaster  all  over  his 
face  and  hands.  It  had  become  familiar  with  prus- 
sic  acid  and  arsenic  in  all  their  Insinuating  forms, 
and  had  some  slight  knowledge  of  the  smaller 
operations  of  surgery :  still  it  went  purring  about, 
and  was  always  at  hand  on  an  emergencv,  ready  to 
have  any  drug  tested  on  its  person.  Phipps  wa^ 
proud  of  it.  "  My  cat,  Tom,  sir,"  he  would  sayj 
"  has  done  more  for  its  fellow  animal,  hian,  than  ail 
the  philanthropists  that  ever  taught  people  to  be 
discontented." 

AH  went  on  smoothly  till  the  introduction  of 


ether,  when  Phipps  determined  to  see  if  he  could 
extract  a  tooth  from  a  person  under  its  influence. 
The  cat,  of  course,  was  to  be  the  especial  patient. 
Dick  was  summoned,  Tom  caught,  the  ether  admin- 
istered, and  Pblpps  selected  one  of  the  largest 
tusks.  But  the  ether  could  not  have  taken  proper 
effect ;  for,  with  a  frightful  yell,  Tom  freed  himself 
from  Dick's  grasp,  favoring  him  at  the  same  time 
with  severe  marks  of  his  esteem,  which  made  him 
roar,  and  disappeared,  a  la  Harlequin,  through  the 
plate  glass  window,  doing  immense  damage  to  the 
chemicals  and  Galenicals  displayed  therein. 

But  Tom  soon  came  back,  for  no  one  would  have 
him.  Science,  who  labels  some  men  F.R.S.'s,  or 
tags  half  the  alphabet  to  the  end  of  their  names, 
had  not  forgotten  to  mark  her  humble  follower,  the 
cat.  He  had  lost  one  ear  in  some  acoustic  esperi- 
ment, — one  eye  was  closed  for  ever,  from  having 
the  operation  for  squinting  practic^ly  Illustrated 
some  dozen  times, — and  he  was  lame  in  one  of  his 
hmd  legs,  the  tendon  having  been  cut  to  exemplify 
the  method  of  operating  for  club-foot, — while  his 
coat,  once  remarkably  glossy,  had  such  a  second- 
hand, seedy  appearance,  that  it  would  not  have 
tempted  a  Jew. 

At  last,  he  died,  a  martyr  to  science.  Phipps  had 
invented  some  wonderiul  pulmonic  loirenge,  con- 
taining a  great  deal  of  moTrphia,  which  was  to  cure 
coughs  at  first  sight.  Tom  had  been  rather  asth- 
matic for  some  lime,  owing  to.  inhaling  noiious 
gases ;  so  Phipps  gave  him  a  good  dose  to  begin 
with.  Next  morning,  he  was  found  very  fast  asleep, 
and  extremely  rigid  In  his  limbs.  Didi  suggested 
that  he  was  dead,  but  his  master  indignantly  repu- 
diated the  idea;  so  Tom  was  kept,  in  the  full  ex- 
pectation that  he  would  one  day  start  up  quite  live- 
ly, till  at  length  the  moth  got  Into  his  coat,  and 
Fhipps  was  compelled  to  consign  his  furry  friend  to 
a  grave  in  the  garden.  Fhipps  never  had  his  usual 
spirila  again. 
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for  thoiigii  he  would  sometimes  furtively  introduce 
some  drug  or  other  into  Dick's  tea  or  beer»  that 
young  genlleman  soon  found  it  out,  and  took  his 
meois  ever  aileruards  with  his  mother,  who  was 
the  proprietress  of  a  veal  aud  ham  pie  d^p6t  in  an 
adjacent  court.  Phipps  wanders  about  the  College 
of  Surgeons  a  melauclioly  man,  and  amuses  bimeelf 


dreaming  over  eiperiments  he  would  perform  if  he 
could  only  get  such  another  cat !  He  ie  not  best 
pleased,  howevot,  when  he  meets  any  young  friend 
of  Dick's,  who  violates  private  eonfidenee,  by  run- 
ning after  him  and  inquiring  at  the  very  top  of  his 
voioa,  "Who MUed thecal?" 


THE  DAWN  WHEN  UNADORNED  ADORNED  THE  MOST. 


Bright  blew  the  wind,  anil  plaintive  rose  th 
Dark  was  the  morning,  but  the  night  was  fa 
A  midtj  shade  hung  over  great  and  small, 
Afraid  to  rise,  yet  unprepared  to  fall. 
Birds  clustered  shivering  amid  the  trees ; 
Thermometers  stood  still  at  twelve  degrees 
The  wolf  was  dormant  in  his  mountain  lidr ; 
The  tiger  strutted  forth  to  take  the  air ; 
The  elephant  upon  bis  mossy  bed 
Reposed  instinctively  his  monstrons  head ; 
Even  the  windmill  paused,  as  if  it  found 


Not  yet  the  time  for  turning  itself  round. 

The  thunder  through  the  air  with  caution  crept ; 

The  very  chamois  looked  before  it  leapt ; 

The  nightingale  went  forth  long  ere  'twas  darit; 

The  early  morn  was  ready  for  the  lark. 

The  cuckoo  nestled  in  the  budding  rose  ; 

The  pink  was  dying  in  comeHan  throes. 

The  dahlia,  with  the  thickening  gloom  upon  her, 

Looked  nightlier  than  the  nightshade  (Bella  Donna) ; 

And  all  was  ailent  in  the  distant  glen, 

Save  that  tremendous  hum — the  hum  of  men! 


THE    UNIVERSAL,    PHILANTHROPIST. 


Philanthsopt,  how  pleasant  is  thy  name ! 
How  often  have  I  act  up  halt  the  night 
Some  panegyric  on  thee  to  indite, 

Until  fve  warmed  myself  into  a  flame 

Enough  to  melt  mv  heart  within  my  frame. 
Tes,  on  the  subject  I  delight  to  dwell, 
Penning  those  sentiments  that  always  tell — 

Calling  on  wealth  to  wear  the  blush  of  shame, 


The  means  whereby  the  famished  poor  may  live. 
Philanthropy  !  thy  dictates  I  obey. 
To  pay  thee  homage  I  shall  never  cease  ; 
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When  Papa  found  that  it  waa  no  use  talking  i 
me,  he  determined  upon  Bending  me  to  schoo 
where,  as  he  eaid,  the  occupation  of  my  etudit, 
would  soon  drive  all  silly,  sentimental  ideas  from 
my  head  ;  and  I  declare  if  in  lesa  than  a  wi  ' 
mother  hadn't  found  out  a  "  highly  genteel " 

ing  establishment  for  yoong  ladies,  at  Tu 

Green,  whither,  aa  soon  as  all  mj  things  had  been 
got  ready,  I  waa  transported  ;  and  where  poor,  dear 
Mamma,  with  leara  in  her  eyes,  Landed  me  over  to 
the  Misses  Thimblebee  till  the  next  holidays,  and 
my  MX  towels,  and  a  silver  fork  and  spoon,  to  them 

I  hadn't  been  long  at  Tumham  Green,  before 
found  out  that  the  Misses  Thirablebee's  was  no  o 
dinary  establishment.  It  was  the  boast  of  both 
ladies  that  no  vulgar  tradesman's  daughter  had 
polluted  the  eiquisitely  refined  atmospher* 
"CHESTERriELij  HoosE  "-even  though  thev  had  had 
several  advantageous  offers  upon  the  "mutual  ad- 
vantage "  system.  Indeed,  they  referred  with  grei ' 
pride  to  their  heroic  refusal  to  allow  the  eldest  ^ 
of  a  highly  fashionable  butcher  at  the  west  end  to 
mingle  in  their  select  circle,  notwithstanding  her 
fond  parent  had  generously  eonsented  to  estimate 
the  blessings  and  graces  of  French  and  Italian,  Mu- 
sic and  Dancing,  and  Berlin-wool  work,  at  several 
hundred  pounds — of  beef  and  mutton — per  quar- 
ter. _  No!  the  MisEOfl  Thimblebee  were  in  noway 
aniious  to  devote  their  energies  to  the  rearing  of 
young  plebeian  "mushrooms,"  though  nothing  on 
earth  would  have  given  them  greater  pleasure  than 
to  have  bestowed  their  talents  upon  thfe  training  of 
budding  ducal  "  Strawberry-leaves."  At  Chester- 
field House,  young  ladies  rehearsed  the  part!  they 
were  intended  to  ad  at  Almack's.  There  the  rough 
block  of  the  child  of  nature  received  its  finishing 
touches,  and  was  converted  into  the  highly  polished' 
statue  of  fashionable  society— fit  for  an  ornament 
to  any  drawing-room.  There  thegrave  of  departed 
nature  was  adorned  with  all  kinds  of  arllHcial  flow- 
ers ;  and  there.  Woman— tutored  inall  the  fascina- 
tions of  the  ball-room— was  taught  to  shine  at 
night  like  the  glow-worm;  in  order  to  attract  her 
mate  by  the  display  of  a  brilliance  that  had  no 
warmth  in  it. 

The  Misses  Thimblebee,  though  iu  their  prospec- 
i^thej  passed  aa  two  maiden  sisters  (the  only 


:e  of  " 


s  then 


u       Miss  Grace  Thimblebee  still 

dawdled  on  in  all  the  slow  purity  of  spinsterhood ; 
but  Miss  Prudence— her  younger  sister— had,  in  the 
flighty  moments  of  her  thirty.fifth  year,  been  im- 
prudent enough  to  rush  blindly  into  matrimony 
with  a  certain  gay  commercial  traveller,  of  the 
name  of  Dawes— though  if  ever  she  allowed  herself 
to  allnde  to  the  occupation  of  that  "  bad,  bad  man  " 
she  always  dropped  the  "commercial,"  and  spoke 
of  him  as  a  "great  traveller,"  who  had  unfortu- 
nately been  led  astray,  and  ruined  his  "fine  intcL 
iect  and  noble  figure  "  by  an  over  fondness  for  the 
bottle.  On  condition  that  he  should  not  come  near 
the  school,  Hiss  Prudence  allowed  her  husband  a 
very  respectable  annuity ;  but  still  the  poor  thing 


lived  in  constant  dread  of  seeing  the  hopeless  prod- 
igal some  fine  morning  force  an  entrance  into  the 
highly  moral  precincts  of  Chesterfield  House,  and  de- 
mand to  be  instantly  furnished  with  all  the  ready 
cash  she  had  on  the  premises,  and  which  she  knew 
he  would  be  certain  to  declare  was  his  by  law.  The 
very  first  half  I  was  there,  after  he  had  sent— every 
day  for  a  whole  fortnight— a  fresh  letter,  unpaid, 
with  "  IMMEDIATE,"  written  in  large  characters,  and 
with  three  notes  of  admiration  after  it,  on  the  en- 
velope, be  one  afternoon,  whilst  we  were  at  lessons, 
doing  velvet  painting,  marched  into  the  school- 
room, BmelUng  disgustingly  of  spirits  and  tobacco, 
with  his  eyes  all  heavy  and  red,  and  seating  himself 
dcjwn  on  one  of  the  forms  among  the  young  ladies, 
said,  he  had  "just  dropped  in  about  that  small  mat- 
ter," and  vowed  with  a  horrible  oath,  that  he 
wouldn't  "leave  the  place  until  he  had  got  what 
was  justly  his  own."  Then,  I  declare,  if  the  mon- 
ster didn't  begin  whistling  and  winking  at  some  of 
the  girls  in  the  first  class,  and  pinching  the  arm  of 
the  ''Naliiia  de  Parii,"  and  telling  her  never  to 
mind  him,  for  he  was  "only  honest  Jae'k  Dawes." 
As  far  as  I  could  judge — considering  the  fright  I 
was  in — the  monster  must  have  been  upwards  of 
sii  feet  high,  in  his  "  stout  men's,"  and  at  least  a 
good  ell-wide  across  the  shoulders,  with  very  large, 
bushy,  sandy  whiskers,  and  little  or  no  color  in  his 
face,  eioept  at  the  end  of  his  nose,  which  was  al- 
most as  deep  as  beet.root.  Nor  was  there  any 
getting  rid  of  the  red-nosed  giant,  until  poor  Hiss 
Prudence  had  gone  up  stairs,  and  brought  down 
some  bank-notes,  which  the  brute  took,  saying,  he'd 
make  shift  with  them  for  the  present;  and  adding, 
that  he  was  glad  to  see  his  "  old  girl  was  not  ne- 
glecting her  duties,"  and  that  he  "was  sorry  he 
couldn't  stop  and  dine  with  the  ladies  that  day  ;  " 
hestaggercdoutof  tie  room,  singing,  "Nine  cheers 
for  the  girls  that  we  love."  After  this.  Miss  Grace 
gave  us  a  long  lecture  upon  "the  wreck  that  once 
remarkably  fine  man  had  made  of  himself  by  the 
use  of  ardent  spirits,"  and  hoped  that  "thedisgast- 
'  ".cene  we  had  just  witnessed  would  act  as  a 
ing  to  Ds  all,   and  make  us  'look  before  we 

The  first  day  I  was  at  Chesterfield  House,  upon 
my  word,  if  my  whole  time  wasn't  completely  taken 
up  in  telling  the  stupid  girla  "  what  my  Pa  was," 
ind  "what  kind  of  a  carriage  we  kept,"  and 
low  many  servants  ws  had,"  and  "whether I  had 
iny  brothers  or  not ;  "  and  when  I  informed  them, 
that  I  had  "only  one," — then  it  was,  "Is  he  good 
looking?"  and  "had  the  dear  got  black  or  blue 
eyes,"  and  "what  was  the  color  of  the  pet's  hair?" 
and  "did  it  curl  naturally  or  not?"  and  was  the 
"angel  in  long-tailed  coats  yet,  and  out  of  (urn- 
down  collars  or  nolf  and  "did  Ma  intend  the 
beauty  for  the  army  or  the  church  ;  or  did  I  think 
she'd  make  a  duck  of  an  impudent-young-monkey 
if  a  midshipman  of  him,  in  a  gold  lace  cap,  and 
iddy-ickle  ringlets,  like  that  charming  rogue  of  a 
brother  of  Miss  Ghearding  that  left  last  half,  and 
whom  Miss  Thimblebee  had  ordered  to  quit  the 
house,  at  least  a  dozen  times,  for  his  tricks. 

I  declare,  too,  if  I  had  to  unpack  my  boi  once,  I 
had  to  do  it  twenty  times;  for  they  would  one 
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me  show  thom  my  things, 
aimine,  "Oiil  goodi  '  '  ' 
ifllmL'*  And  '*MiT  w} 


after  another  n 
while  they  kept 

a  duck  of  a  clear  muslin i''  and  "Mi!  what  a  dear, 
dear  poppet  of  a  riband — whateTer  did  it  come  to 
a  yard,  love  f " — then,  "What  a  divine  lutestring! 
Kd  I  get  it  at  that  paradise  of  a  HoweU  and 
James's?" — afterwards,  "Well!  there  i«  a  superb 
chemisette — only  look  I  They  neter  saw  such  ex- 
quiaite  open  work,  and  such  a  little  pet  of  an  edg- 
ing. Lorl  if  it  wasn't  the  very  best  Valenciennes! 
Ohl  what  delightful  eitravagance,  dear  !" — next  it 
waa,  "What  a  heavenly  crinoline!  oh  I  it  was  fit 
for  an  angel — it  waa  so  beautiful  and  fiill.  Did  I 
have  it  sent  over  to  me  from  Paris  *" — then,  again, 
"  Gracious  1  if  I  hadn't  got  some  sweeties,  and  a 
whole  dn  case  full  of  acidulated  dtopa,  too,  as  they 
hved!— Ohl  how  nioey  !  Do  let  me  taste  only  just 
twte — there's  a  dear — I'll  give  jou  gome  of  mine 
Ihe  neit  time  they  send  me  any  ; " — after  that,  "  Do 
open  this  fiiiture  for  me — there's  a  love — just  to  let 
me  see  if  it's  the  same  as  I  use,  and  whether  the  di- 
rections say  it's  to  be  put  on  with  an  old  tooth- 
brush like  mine,  dear;"  and  lastly,  "Wouldn't  I 
just  draw  the  cork  of  that  lovely  nosegay  of  a 
mille-fleurs,  only  to  let  them  have  one  smell  S"  and 
then,  "As  it  was  open,  and  some  of  the  finest 
they'd  ever  smelt  in  aU  their  days,  would  I  mind 
pouringjuflt  half  a  drop  down  their  bosoms,  like  a 
good-natured  pet  as  I  was  f " 

When  they'd  all  seen  my  boi,  some  of  the  big 
girls  took  me  down  into  the  play-ground,  and  there 
we  walked  up  and  down,  with  our  arms  round  each 
other's  waists,  while  they  told  me  they  were  "so 
glad  I'd  come  that  day  1  didn't  know  ; "  for  I  was 
to  sleep  in  the  long  room,  and  they  were  going  to 
have  "  such  a  bit  of  fun  "  there  that  night.  I  couldn't 
tell.  What  did  1  think  f  They  were  going  to  get 
up,  and  have  a  grand  feast,  after  they  had  gone  to 
bed,  and  they'd  heard  Miss  Thimblebee  let  down 
the  night-bolt  in  her  rpora;  and  if  I  chose  to  be 
my  share  towards  it,  and  let  them  have — Uke  a  dear 
— that  pot  of  tamarinds  I'd  got  in  my  trunk,  they 
didn't  mind  letting  me  go  partners — only  I  was  to 
be  sure  and  not  say  a  word  about  it  to  the  girls  in 
the  other  rooms,  for  they  were  enemies,  and  the 
nasty  spiteful  things  would  ho  sure  to  go  and  tell — 
especially  that  red-haired  Miss  Coburn,  who  had 
such  a  long  tongue,  and  was  such  a  tell-tit,  there 
was  no  trusting  her  with  any  thing,  although  she 
had  been  pinched  till  she  was  black  and  blue  for  it. 
So  they  wouldn't  have  it  come  to  her  ears  for  ever 
so  much,  fo*  they  bad  made  up  their  minds  that  it 
should  be  the  grandest  feast  they  had  had  "  that 
half."  Only  to  fancy,  too  I  they  had  got  Susan,  for 
an  old  pair  of  Miss  M'Taggart's  satin  shoes,  to  go 
out  and  fetch  them  half-a-dozen  large  fourpenny 
mutton  pies  from  the  pastry-cook's,  and  a  shilling 
box  of  ginger-beer  powders,  which  tbey  had  all  sub- 
scribed  for.  Wouldn't  it  be  nice?  and  they'd  got 
cook,  who  was  a  dear  old  thing,  to  give  them  a 
whole  nightcap  full  of  flour  on  the  sly  ;  and  Emma 
Strong'i'th'arm,  who  had  won  the  prize  for  morals 
last  half,  had  made  yesterday — which  was  a  half 
holiday — ever  so  many  sweet  cakes  in  the  wash- 
hand  basin.  And  the  best  of  it  was,  they'd  agreed 
to  try  and  do  some  fritters  at  night  with  some  of 
the  peaches  Miss  Clanricard  had  had  sent  her  from 
home.  Didn't  I  think  it  would  be  a  good  game? 
Of  course,  I  said  yes,  and  they  could  have  a  bit  of 
my  plum-cake  as  well,  if  they  liked  ;  hut  thej  told 
me  kiea  Tliimblebee  always  made  it  a  rule  to  have 


all  the  cakes  the  young  ladies  brought  with  them 
cut  up  for  tea,  which  they  all  agreed  was  a  great 
shame— saying,  it  was  all  very  well  for  the  greedy 
pigs  of  little  girls,  but  they  did  think  ihey  were  old 
enough  to  know  when  they'd  had  enough,  and  they 
ought  to  be  allowed  to  keep  their  own  good  things 
to  themselves,  and  share  them  among  tie  ^cls  who 
^ept  in  their  room  just  as  they  pleased. 

Accordingly,  that  nighl,  after  we  had  heard  the 
Miss  Thimblebees  go  up  to  their  room,  and  Susan 
had  taken  up  the  plate-basket,  and  the  glasses  of 
hot  elder  wine  and  rusks,  which  they  were  accus- 
tomed to  sup  upon  in  bed,  we  remained  qaiet 
until  we  (ancicd  they  were  fast  asleep,  and  then 
slipping  on  our  wrappers,  we  lighted  the  candle-ends 
we  had  bought  of  cook.  While  some  of  us  went  to 
work  on  tip-toe,  laying  the  sheet  which  we  used  for 
a  tablecloth,  and  setting  the  tooth-glasses  for  tnm- 
biers,  and  the  scissors  for  knives,  and  cleaning  the 
tops  of  our  pomatum  pots  for  plates.  Miss  Strong'i'- 
th'arm, who  was  the  best  cook  in  the  room,  began 
beating  up  with  the  end  of  a  tooth-brush  the  batter 
for  the  fritters  in  the  bottom  of  the  soap-dish, 
which  she  washed  out  expressly  for  the  occawon; 
and  when  It  was  all  ready,  the  clever  creature  fried 
them  quite  nicely  on  a  date  over  the  brisk  fire  of 
six  ends  of  candles. 

"Do  come  and  eat  them  whilst  they're  hot, 
there's  dears,"  whispered  Miss  Strong'i'th'arm,  as 
soon  as  they  were  done;  and  afierwe  had  burnt 
some  brown  paper,  to  take  away  the  smell  of  the 
frying,  down  we  sat  on  the  floor,  as  hungry  as  poets, 
and  devoured  as  much  as  one  and  a  half  a-picce — 
giving  two  to  the  cook.  Alter  this  came  the  second 
course,  of  delicious  mutton  pies;  and  this  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  remove,  of  beautiful  sweet  cakes  and 
tamarinds ;  in  the  middle  of  which,  Ihat  Miss  Wa- 
terford — who  is  a  rare  merry  one — said,  bowing 
across  the  sheet  to  me,  "  Will  you  allow  me  the 
honor  of  taking  a  glass  of  ginger-beer  with  you. 
Miss  De  Roos  ;  "  and  then,  I  declare,  if  Miss  Raw- 
linson — who  is  so  fond  of  a  bit  of  fun-— didn't  get  up 
and  say  in  a  whisper,  "  Will  you  be  so  good  as  li 
fill  your  tooth  glasses,  I  have  a  toast  to  propose ;  " 
and  when  we  had  stood  up  in  our  wrappers,  and 
put  the  tartaric  add  into  the  ^nger-beor  powder, 
she  asked  as  in,  a  low  voice,  "Are  you  all  mixed? 
Then,  here's  '  the  lauies!  God  bless  'em !'  "  Where- 
upon we  aU  emptied  our  glasses,  and  cried  out, 
"Hip,  hip,  hurral  hurral  hurra-a-a-a-a!"  as  faintly 
as  we  possibly  could.  This  done,  we  put  all  the 
things  by  in  the  foot-pan,  and  jumped  into  bed,  and 
began  telling  stories  to  each  other;  when  Miss 
Howard  told  us  all  about  how  she  had  once  dressed 
m  her  brother  Henry's  clothes,  and  turned  up  all 
her  hair,  and  made  herself  a  pair  of  moustachios 
with  burnt  cork — and  how  then  she  had  gone  out 
at  dusk,  and  walked  ever  such  a  way  down  Port- 
ladd-place,  all  by  herself— 'pon  her  word  and  honor 
she  had ! — and  nobody  knew  her  from  a  real  man ; 
and  how,  when  she  came  back,  even  their  maid 
didn't  recognize  her,  and  threatened  to  scream  if 
she  dared  to  kiss  her;  and,  at  last,  bow,  when  her 
hat  fell  ofi",  and  the  girl  found  out  who  it  was,  she 
said  she  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  herself,  to  impose 
upon  a  poor  servant  girl  in  that  way— though  she 
couldn't  help  allowing  that  Miss  Howard  made  one 
of  the  most  good-lookingest  and  wickedest  young 
gentlemen  she  had  ever  set  eyes  upon.  Oh !  it  waa 
such  a  good  bit  of  fun,  we  didn't  know ;  and  she 
wished  she'd  been  bom  a  boy— that  was  all  I  After 
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thia,  Miss  Cabell  remembered  liow,  once,  when 
Uncle  Ben  came  to  stop  a  week  at  ber  Pa's  jn 
Hampshire,  ehe  and  her  sister  Kal«,  who  was  mar- 
ried, used  to  BCitch  up  the  tops  of  his  stockinga  to- 
gether, and  Hew  up  the  bottoms  of  the  lining  of  his 
trousers,  and  flour  the  inside  of  his  nightcap,  and 
either  make  him  an  apple-pie  bed,  or  else  put  the 
hair  broom  down  at  the-  bottom  inside  of  it,  and' 
play  him  a  whole  number  of  such  funny  tricks,  no 
one  eould  tell.  Oh,  it  was  the  best  game  she  had 
ever  had  in  all  her  hfe,  aud  she  did  like  Tomping  so  ! 
And  thus  we  went  on,  talking  away,  til]  wc  heard 
the  market-gardeners'  carts  and  the  mail-coaches 
going  past  5ie  door  on  their  way  to  town,  and 
could  see  the  daylight  looking  quite  gray  through 
the  cracks  in  the  shutters. 

Neit  morning,  we  were  all  ofus  so  tired  that  when 
the  bell  rang  for  us  to  get  up,  as  we  were  allowed 
an  hour  to  dress,  we  remained  in  bed,  and  didn't 
move  till  it  only  wanted  ten  minutes  to  the  time  for 
us  to  be  in  the  school-room  for  prayers,  ao  that 
when  we  made  our  appearance  down  stairs  we  all 
looked  auch  slovens  there  was  a  fine  to-do.  First 
of  all,  UisB  Grace  Thimblebee  called  up  Misa  Strong- 
I'th'arm,  and  asked  her  how  she  could  have  the 
audacity  lo  think  of  appearing  before  ber  without 
having  bandolined  her  hair,  and  what  she  eipecled 
would  ever  become  of  her  if  she  went  on  in  (hat 
way  ?  and  then  having  ordered  her  to  translate  the 
whole  of  the  description  of  the  plates  in  the  last 
week's  "PEtTT  CouEiKE  Dga  Dames,"  she  told  her 
to  take  herself  up  stairs  immediately  after  prayers, 
and  make  her  hair  look  something  like  a  Chris- 
tian's. Then  she  turned  round  to  Mias  Cabell,  and 
said,"  Come  here,  child,  and  let  me  see  your  hands, 
that  you're  rubbing  in  that  furious  way,  for  they 
look  disgustingly  red ;  and  well  indeed  they  might," 
she  added,  "for  I  can  plunlysee  that  yon  never 
slept  in  your  gloves  with  the  pate  d'Aroande  inside 
of  them.  Where  on  earth  do  you  expect  to  go  with 
bands  like  those,  you  bad,  bad  child  f  Youll  please  to 
stand  in  a  torner,  and  hold  your  arms  up  over  jour 
head  for  a  whole  hour,  immediately  after  prayers." 
And  when  she  had  done  with  her,  she  turned  round 
again,  and  said,  "  Misa  Bawlinson,  year  forehead 
looks  extremely  low  this  morning,  bnd  your  eye- 
brows much  closer  than  they  were  a  week  ago  \  I'm 
half  afrMd  you  haven't  used  your  tweezers  for  these 
many  days  past.  It's  a  wonder  to  me  that  the 
ground  doesn't  open  and  swallow  you  up,  you  wick- 
ed,  wicked  girl !     There,  go  aloiig  with  you,  and 

{'  1st  tjj  teach  you  in  future  to  remove  all  superfluous 
air  from  between  your  parting  and  eyebrows,  you 
will  please  to  get  by  heart  the  ficst  six  pages  of 
the  second  chapter  of  'The  Handbook  op  the  Toi- 
LKT.'"  "Miss  Howard,"  then  she  went  on,  "just 
step  this  way,  if  you  jdeaae.  Tour  dress  seems  to 
hang  down  behind  you,  as  if  you  had  no  more 
bend  in  your  back  Chan  an  old  oak  chair.  Why,  you 
uncivilized  little  heathen  —  you!  You've  got  no 
crinoline  on,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved  \  Were  there 
ever  auch  girls !  But  I  must  put  a  stop  to  these 
evil  ways  ;  so  you'll  remember,  Miaa  Howard,  to  be 
able  to  repeat  to  me  the  first  five-and-twenty  rules 
of  your  'ETigcETTE  for  the  Ladies,'  before  you 
taste  a  mouthful  of  luncheon.  And,  Hiss  Water- 
ford,"  she  continued,  "  Why  are  you  biding  behind 
Miea  M'Taggart  in  that  way  1  Oh,  I  see  I  you  are 
afraid  I  should  discover  how  thin  your  hair  is,  I 
suppose  ?  How  oflen,  now,  am  I  to  tell  you  that  if 
your  momma  desires  you  to  wear  ringlets,  you  must, 


throw  as  much  of  your  hack  hnir  into  your  front 
curls  as  you  can,  or  you  never  will  appear  to  have  a 
luxuriant  head  of  it?  If  you  go  on  in  this  way, 
I'm  sure  I  won't  take  upon  myself  to  say  what  your 
latter  end  will  be.  Ail  1  can  tell  you  is,  I  shan't 
be  able  to  rest  easy  in  my  bed  until  I  see  a  very 
great  altemtion  in  your  looks.  80  you  will  please 
to  stop  in  the  school  during  play  hours,  and  devote 
your  leisure  to  the  translation  of  the  ficst  of  Tiu- 
OTHT,  into  elegant  Italian." 

At  half  past  two,  the  bell  rang  for  our  gouti  i  la 
fourchette^  when  we  were  expected  to  make  a 
hearty  meal,  so  that  we  might  appear  to  be  remark- 
ably delicate,  small  eaters  at  dinner  time,  (which 
never  took  place  till  six  o'clock,)  and  Miss  Strong'i'- 
th'arm  told  me,  that  though  we  were  allowed  beer 
at  luncheon,  still  it  was  to  be  considered  a  profound 
secret,  and  that  Miss  Grace  Thimblebee  had  once 
put  Miss  Howard  in  the  stocks,  and  kept  her  on 
bread  and  water  for  three  whole  days,  for  asking 
at  dinner  for  a  glass  of  the  disgusting  beverage, 
which  she  said  no  lady  of  the  least  pretenaions  to 
breeding  was  supposed  to  know  even  the  taste  of. 
During  lunch,  I  unfortunately  said,  I  would  take  a 
little  cabbage,  as  I  saw  a  vegetable  dish  of  very 
nice  white-heart  summer  ones  upon  the  table.  No 
sooner  bad  the  words  fallen  from  my  hps,  than  Miss 
Prudence  (she  objected  to  our  calling  her  Mrs. 
Dawes)  dropped  ber  knife  and  fork,  and  looking  at 
me  with  aU.her  eyea,  inquired,  "  What  did  you  say 
you'd  take,  Mies  De  Roos}"  "A  little  cabbage,  if 
you  please,  ma'am,"  J  replied,  quite  innocently. 
"Cabbagel  cabbagel"  she  echoed,  "I  don't  know 
such  a.  word  in  the  Engliah  language,  aad  yet  I  am 
not  generally  considered  to  be  taterly  ignorant  of 
my  mother  tongue.  Pray,  what  may  you  mean  by 
the  term?" 

"I  only  wanted  Some  of  the  vegetables  opposite 


"Then  you  will  not  havfi  any,"  ahe  retnmed; 
"and  that,  perhapa,  will  make  you  remember  for 
the  future,  that  those  vegetables  are  Only  known 
here,  as  well  as  in  all  other  ^shionable  circles,  by 
the  name  of  Greens.  Cabbage !  cabbage  1 — I  sup- 
pose I  shall  soon  be  doomed  to  hear  you  ask  for  a 
piece  of  horrid,  horrid  cheese.  What  do  you  ex- 
pect will  become  of  yon,  if  you  go  on  in  this  way  f" 

After  lunch  we  all  Idd  down  on  our  backs  for  an 
hour  on  the  hoards,  ao  as  to  improve  our  figure,  and 
prevent  any  roundness  in  our  shoulders;  then  we 
had  lessons  in  personal  deportment,  and  atler  this 
came  a  slight  lecture  on  the  art  oi  stepping  into  a 
carriage  like  a  lady ;  on  the  conclusion  of  which,  we 
adjourned  (o  the  bottom  of  the  play-ground,  where 
the  body  of  an  old  landau  was  fixed  up  under  a 
shed,  so  that  we  might  put  into  practice  the  valuable 
precepts  that  had  just  been  expounded  to  us.  This 
done,  we  were  dismissed  to  dress  ourselves  for  the 
evening,  for  which  we  icere  allowed  an  hour;  and 
at  ten  minutes  t«  six,  we  all  entered  the  drawing- 
room,  whence,  as  soon  as  dinner  was  announced  Us 
be  on  the  table,  we  handed  down  each  other,  de- 
scending the  stairs  in  couples  to  the  dining-room. 

Here  I  got  myseK;  if  possible,  into  worse  disgrace 
than  ever;  f6r,  unfortunately  for  me,  there  was 
some  very  nice  toape  Juttenne,  and  it  was  ao  much 
lo  my  taste,  that  wlien  Miss  (irace  Thimblebee  said, 
"Misa  de  Boos,  now  do  allow  me  to  send  you  a  lit- 
tle more  aoup,"  I  replied,  "Thank  you:  since 
you're  «n  pressing  I  aill  take  a  little  more,  if  you 
please,  ma'am ;"  aad  immediately  I  had  said  so,  I  ■ 
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■  such  mental  agony  expressed  in  a  human 
ice  before,  "Do  I  live  to  hear  one  of 
my  pupilfl  say  that' she  will  tate  twice  of  eoup,"  she 
groaned.  "Oh,  that  it  should  come  to  thisl  that  7, 
who  have  devoted  the  whole  of  my  energies  to  the 
refinoment  of  my  sex — that  1  should  be  doomed  to 
have  my  heart-strings  snapt  asunder  by  any  such 
unheard-of  barbarisms  1  Surely,  Mias  de  Kooa,  you 
must  h^ve  been  brought  up  in  the  backwoods  of 
America!  But  you  will  be  pleased  to  go  through 
the  whole  of  the  tenth  edition  of  my  httle  book  of 
"  How  TO  Lite  dfon  Two  Hundred  a- Year,  so  as 
(u  mate  it  appear  a  tkrmiand ;"  and  until  you  can 
repeat  all  its  valuable  precepts  by  heart,  you  will 
not  dine  at  this  table  again.  It  is  a  moral  duty 
that  I  owe  to  the  other  young  ladies." 

"  But,  ma'am,"  I  replied,  "  you  yourself  pressed 
me  to  take  some  more  I" 

"  Of  course  I  did;  good  breeding  required  as 
much  from  me,"  she  answered ;  "  but  I  never  eipeot- 
ed  that  you  would  be  ill-bred  enough  to  think  for 
one  moment  that  I  meant  you  to  take  me  at  my 
word.  I  suppose  next,  that  if  I  pressed  you  to  wear 
jour  best  gloves  at  evening  service,  you  would  be 
eti^id  and  prodigal  enough  to  do  as  I  requested." 

1  declare  though,  she  l^d  no  sooner  done  lectur- 
ing me,  than  observing  little  red-haired  Miss  Co- 
burn  convey  some  peas  to  her  mouth  by  means  of 
her  knife,  she  fell  into  a  state  of  greater  horror 
than  ever. 

"Hiss  Coburn!  Miss  Cobnm!"  she  screamed; 
"  do  you  want  to  drive  your  faithful  preceptress  to 
a  premature  grave  I  Fm  sure  if  I  have  made  you 
once  go  over  the  sixty-eighth  maxim  of  EnqnErrE 
fortheLadibs,'  I  must  have  made  you  do  it  at  least 
a  hundred  times;  and  yet  it  only  seems  as  if  the 
golden  rules  an  d  inestimable  truths  ofthatlittlet 
ore  of  a  book  were  endrely  thrown  away  upon  you. 
Now,  what  does  that  very  eisty-eighth  maxim  tell 
you  the  lady  of  fashion  used  to  say  were  her  feel- 
ings  on  seeing   a    person  raise    her   knife  to   her 

Miss  Coburn  remniiied  silent  in  evident  forgetful- 
ness  of  what  the  lady  of  fashion  really  did  say. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  know,  don't  you,"  Miss  Thimble- 
bee  continued;  ".  then  I  shall  fine  you  ^xpence  out 
of  your  pocket-money,  though  I  regret  to  stal  ~ 
you  have  been  fined  so  often  that  youhave  no  mo 
to  receive  this  quarter.  However,  perhaps  Mi 
Smythe  Smythe  will  oblige  us  all  by  instructing  you 
on  this  interesting  point." 

And  immediat^y  Miss  Smythe  Smythe  started  off 
with — -"Please  ma'am — the — lady — of — fashion  — 
used — to — say — that  — she — never — saw — a — per 
son  —guilty— of— this  — ugly— habit  —without  — t 
shudder, — as — e  very^  m  inute — sh  e — eipeeted — 1( 
see — th  e — head — of — the — unfo  rtunatc — severed— 
from — the — body." 

"Very  pretty  indeed!  thank  you!  Misa  Smythi 
Smythe,"  said  Hiss  Grace.  "  We  are  all  of  us  verj 
much  obliged  to  you,  I'm  sure ;  and  afler  dinner 
jou  may  come  to  me  for  a  card  of  merit." 

We  had  only  just  been  helped  for  the  first 
to  the  second  course,  and  had  scarcely  finished 
what  was  on  our  plates,  when  Miss  Grace  Thimble- 
bee  said  to  her  sister  at  the  end  of  the  table, 
"  Prudence,  my  love,  can  I  send  youalitde  m< 
and  no  sooner  had  Miss  Prudence,  of  cours  , 
plied,  "No  more,  I  thank  yon,  dearest,"  than  Hiss 
Grace  ran  her  eyes  ronnd  the  table,  nodding  her 
head  to  each  of  us  as  quickly  as  she  could,  saying, 


Nor  you  ?— nor  you  ? — nor  you  P — n'you  P — ii'you  ? 

n'youP — -n'you P    Then  you  may  take  aivay,  Susan. 

I'm  glad  to  see  my  pets  are  such  small  eatiSrs." 

After  dinner,  ne  had  to  sit  down  to  knit  anti-ma- 

ssars  and  window-curtains ;  and  when  the  even- 

gs  were  long,  Miss  Thimblebee  wc^d  make  us 

nuse  ourselves  either  with  Berlin-wool  work  or 

velvet  painting,  or  embroidery,  or  japanning,  or  wax 

flowers,  and  other  odd  nick-nackeries ;  and  though 

(he  materials  for  them  were  regularij  charged  lor 

in  the  half-year's  bill,  still  the  articles  themselves 

when  finished  were  considered  to  be  the  property 

of  the  Misses  Thimblebee.      "Idleness,  my  dear 

children,"  Miss  Grace  would  say,  "  is  the  root  of  all 

evil,  and  consequently  1  am  never  so  welt  pleased 

as  when  I  see  my  sweet  girls  like  a  united  family, 

innocently — ay,  and  I  may  add  profitably — engaged 

in  some  lady-hke  pas-time  (not  parw-tirae,  you  will 

observe,  Miss  de  Koos)." 

And  well  the  thin,  old,  turbaned  thing  might  be 
pleased  with  seeing  as  engaged  so  innocently — ay, 
and  profitably, — as  well  indeed,  too,  she  might  add ; 
for  to  tell  the  truth,  "  her  sweet  girls  "  had  managed 
to  supply  her  with  gratuitous  window  curtiuns,  and 
chair  and  sofa  cushions  and  covers  for  most  of  the 
apartments  in  Chesterfield  House ;  while  the  grand 
reception  room  for  all  the  parents  and  guardians 
had  been  entirely  stocked  with  furniture  and  orna- 
ments— from  the  lai^e  worked  ottoman  which  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  down  to  the  two  superb 
bouquets  of  wax  fiowers  which  graced  each  end  of 
the  mantel-l^ece — and  free  of  all  expense,  by  "  the 
lady-like  exertions  of  her  united  family." 

Whilst  we  sat  there  at  that  stu{nd  knitting,  drop- 
ping one  and  missing  two,  and  letting  go  three, 
and  throwing  off  four,  and  lien  taking  up  five,  and 
casting  off  six,  or  something  just  as  intellectual  and 
amusing,  it  was  the  established  rule  that  we  should 
talk  nothing  but  ITrcncb  ;  and  in  order  to  enforce 
the  practice,  the  "Native  de  Paris,"  as  she  was 
called,  always  remained  In  the  room  with  us.  How- 
ever, to  tell  the  truth,  the  "  Native  de  Paris  "  wasn't 
of  much  use  amongst  us,  for  we  were  not  long  in 
finding  out  that  she  had  entered  this  world  via  the 
Surrey  side  of  the  Thames,  end  was  rather  "utiena- 
tiiit  de  Peckham  Rye  ;  "  and  though  she  now  chose 
to  give  herself  a  fine  French  name,  stilt  in  common 
gratitude  to  her  godfathers  and  godmothers,  or 
even  in  common  honesty  M  the  parents  of  her  pu- 
pils, she  should  have  added  to  her  grand  "  Angeli- 
(tvs  DE  Nkhocrs,"  "  nie  Sallt  Cockle  ; "  and,  per- 
haps, it  wouldn't  have  been  so  much  amiss  if,  while 
she  was  about  it,  she  had  affixed  to  the  title,  "  and 
coMin  to  the  Miitet  Utimblehee  by  their  mother's 
side"  into  the  bargun.  Sut  we  liked  her  the  best 
of  the  whole  of  the  teachers,  for  though  we  were 
all  taught  to  look  up  to  her  as  our  French  mistress, 
still  poor  Angeliqne  couldn't  help  looking  down 
upon  herself  as  a  mere  French  pupil.  And  well. 
Indeed,  she  might ;  for,  to  be  candid,  her  pure  Pa- 
risian accent  had  such  a  strong  Bow-bell  twang, 
that  I  doubt  very  much  if  she  could  have  made 
herself  understood  at  even  a  Boulogne  table  d'hdte. 
So,  Snding  that  she  was  incapable  of  expressing 
herself  in  good  sound  French,  she  always  made  a 
point  of  speaking  her  mind  in  bad  broken  Enghsh, 
in  which  she  was  materially  assisted  by  a  strong 
lisp,  and  that  Babel-like  confusion  of  the  v's  and 
the  w's  which  appertains  to  the  true  London  dia- 
lect. 

Thus  matters  went  on  for  upwards  of   three 
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months ;  and  although  every  half  hour  through 
the  day  Home  fresh  study  was  introduced,  and  I 
learned  an  infinity  of  accomplishments,  still  I  can- 
not-at  this  present  dme  call  u>  mind  that  1  nae 
iaught  any  knowledge.  Miss  Thimblebee  was  con 
Etaotly  reminding  me  that  I  was  receiv  ng  the  fin 
ished  education  of  a  perfect  lady,  though  when  I 
tan  finished,  and  had  left  ber  school  I  was  totally 
ignorant  of  all  that  was  really  useful  or  tnily  ad 
mirable.  Thus  matters  went  on,  then  until  one 
day,  just  as  we  had  iinished  our  mornmg  lesBons 
and  Miss  Thimblebee  had  quitted  the  school  room 
Miss  Prudence,  who  had  remwned  behind,  request- 
ed silence,  and  then  told  us  she  had  a  few  ivorda  to 
say  to  us  before  wa  retired  to  the  play-ground,  on 
the  Bubjeet  of  a  joyful  event,  in  which  she  was  sure 
we  all  felt  equally  interested  with  herself. 

To  be  brief,  she  was  happy  to  inform  us  that  that 
day  month  was  the  birthday  of  her  dear,  dear  sis- 
ter, and  our  faitiful  preceptress,  Miss  Grace  Thim- 
blebee. She  could  read  in  our  eyes  how  the  pleas- 
urable inteiligence  had  gratified  us,  and  how  we 
were  all  planning  in  ourheacta,  like  sweet  good  pris 
as  we  were,  some  little  fond  surprise,  which  should 
be  a  tangible  proof  of  our  love,  and  worthy  {he 
acceplance  of  that  eiemplary  woman,  whom  to 
know,  she  would  add,  was  to  adore.  Well,  she 
would  not  stand  between  us  and  our  generous  feel- 
ings, but  would  forthwith  place  in  Miss  StrongTlh'- 
arm's  hand  a  money-box,  for  the  reception  of  sub- 
scriptions— ^however  trifling  they  might  be— for  it 
was  the  sentiment  that  gave  each  oflfering  its  value 
and  not  the  amount — though  at  tile  same  time  It 
might  be  as  well  to  mention  that  aotbing  under  five 
Bhilhngs  would  be  received." 

After  she  had  gone,  I  asked  Miss  Strong'i'th'arm 
"What  we  had  better  buy  for  Miss  Thimblebee 
with  the  money?"  But  she  told  me,  "I  needn't 
trouble  my  head  about  that,  as  Mias  Prudence 
would  be  sure  to  lay  the  money  out  herself;  adding 
it  was  only  last  half  that  Miss  Grace  Tlumblebee 
had  made  very  nearly  the  same  speech  to  them  on 
behalf  of  her  sister  Prudence,  and  indeed  it  was  a 
rule  with  the  two  ladies  once  a  year  to  do  a  umi- 
lar  turn  one  for  the  other,  for  by  such  means  they 
had  amassed  a  very  handsome  service  of  plate  out 
of  their  joint  birthdays. 

About  three  days  before  the  joyful  event.  Miss 
Prudence  came  into  the  school-room,  and  having 
unlocked  the  money  box  and  put  the  contents  into 
a  reticule,  which  she  had  brought  with  her  for  the 
purpose,  lold  us,  after  she  had  reckoned  the  amount, 
that  she  had  hoped  ahe  should  bave  been  able  to 
have  presented  her  sister  with  a  very  neat  alver 
liqaeur  stand,  (which  Miss  Grace  had  much  admir- 
ed,) but  as  she  regretted  to  find  the  subscription 
waa  not  so  liberal  as  it  had  been  on  former  occa- 
sions, she  must  content  herself  with  a  email  set  of 
Mirer  shells  for  scolloped  oysters,  (which  she  knew 
her  sister  was  excessively  fond  of  foe  aupper.)  Fur- 
ther, she  had  prepared  a  short  congratulatory  and 
complimentary  address,  begging  Miss  Thimblehee'a 
acceptance  of  the  trifling  token  of  our  atfection 
and  esteem.  This  she  purposed  should  be  spoken 
by  the  two  yoongest  ladies  in  their  establishment, 
OB  the  joyful  occasion,  when  there  would  be  a  Httle 
r^um*m,  just  a  "dannce,^^  a  glass  of  negus  and  a 
cake  or  so,  for  she  intended  to  treat  ns  alt  as  friends, 
and  make  no  stupid  fuss  with  us.  Then  giving  the 
copy  of  the  address  to  Mias  Strongi'th'arm,  she  said, 
"Perhaps  she  would  be  kind  enough  to  see  that 


Miss  Cobum  and  Miss  Smythe  Smythe  got  it  off  by 
heart  as  Boon  as  possible,  taking  care  that  they 
were  quite  perfect  in  the  bard  words,  and  that  they 
paid  particular  attention  to  their  stops." 

On  the  evening  of  the  joyful  event,  the  drawing- 
room  was  lighted  up,  and  the  carpet  removed; 
while  the  forms  which  had  been  brought  up  from 
the  schoolroom  were,  by  meana  of  a  covering  of 
green  baize,  converted  into  rout  seats.  The  music 
mistress  had  been  invited  to  join  in  the  festivities 
of  the  evening ;  and  immediately  ahe  made  her  ap- 
pearance, ahe  was  asked  if  she  would  be  good 
enough  to  oblige  them  with  just  one  of  her  beauti- 
ful quadriUes,  and  then  handed  io  the  piano,  which 
she  never  left  the  whole  evening  through.  The 
dancing  master  had  been  likewise  asked  to  make 
one  of  the  happy  party ;  and  as  aoon  as  he  set  foot 
in  the  room,  he  was  requested  to  act  as  master  of 
the  ceremonies.  The  company  conaisled  of  the 
whole  of  the  teachers,  and  only  one  mother  and  an 
aunt  out  of  all  the  parents  and  reladona,  though 
every  one  of  them  had  been  invited  ;  "  but  unfor- 
tunately," as  Miss  Thimblebee  said,  at  least  tea 
times  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  "they  had  all 
previous  engagements,  which  they  regretted  would 
deprive  them  of  the  pleasure  of  being  present  on 
thejoyfiil  occasion."  However,  there  weve  several 
young  gentlemen  from  a  neighboring  establishment, 
who,  though  of  rather  too  tender  an  age  to  please 
us,  still  looked  particularly  clean  and  uneasy,  and 
had  all  been  elaborately  curied  and  pumped  ibr  the 
joyfiil  event.  Their  entrance  was  immediately  fol- 
lowed by  quadrilles  and  a  strong  smell  of  rose 
hair  oil.  After  one  or  two  dances,  in  which  the 
young  gentlemen  went  through  the  different  steps 
with  their  eyes  btenlly  watching  each  movement 
of  their  feet,  Mias  Thimblebee  asked  Miss  Kawlin- 
son— whose  mamma  waa  the  one  present — if  she 
would  be  BO  kind  as  to  oblige  the  company  with  her 
"Gavotte?"  When,  by  dmt  of  saying  one-two- 
three-four  to  herself,  that  young  lady  had  accom- 
plished this  feat.  Miss  Howard  waa  requested  to  let 
her  aunt  see  how  charmingly  she  was  getting  on 
with  her  music,  and  to  be  good  enough  to  play  the 
"Battle  of  Prague  "for  them.  As  soon  as  she  had 
finished,  and  been  highly  com[riimented  for  the 
beauty  of  her  "cries  of  the  wounded,"  Misa  Strong- 
i'tb'arra  and  Miss  Waterford  kindly  conaented  to  fe- 
vor  the  vialtors  with  one  of  tlieir  charming  Italian 
duets ;  and  after  a  long  consultation  with  the  amsie 
mistress,  at  last  decided  upon  slnmng  their  beauti- 
ful "La  d  dartm  la  mano,"  which  went  off  delight- 
fnUy.  Then  came  a  fearful  pause ;  for  Mias  Pru- 
dence had  retired  with  little  Miss  Cohum  and  little 
Miss  Smythe  Smythe,  followed  by  Miss  Strongi'th'- 
arm, while  Miss  Thimblebee,  who  appeared  to  be 
greatly  astoniehed  at  their  all  leaving  tlie  room  to- 
gether in  such  a  mysterious  way,  wondered  what 
it  could  mean,  and  drew  the  attenlion  of  the  visi- 
tors to  a  table  strewn  with  our  crayon  drawings, 
where  Miss  Cabell's  head  of  Andromache  was  much 
admired  by  all,  excepting  Miss  Rawlinson's  mamma, 
who  said  that  die  thought  the  pencilling  was  neither 
so  firm  nor  so  free  as  that  in  the  sheet  of  noses  by 
her  daughter ;  indeed,  to  be  candid — and  with  Oie 
young,  ahe  was  sure  Miss  Thimblebee  would  agree 
with  her,  it  was  much  better  to  be  ao, — she  thought 
the  shading  down  the  sides  of  the  checks,  and  un- 
der the  chin,  looked  too  much  like  hair  to  please 
her;  and  surely  Me  tear  she  was  shedding  waa  a 
leetle  out  of  proportion;   while,  to  tell  the  Irath, 
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she  never  did  think  much  of  the  original ;  nor  did 
she  ever  tike  the  subject ;  nor  kob  she  at  all  pleased 
with  the  way  in  whivh  it  nas  treated.  So  Miss 
Thimblebee,  to  take  the  parent's  attention  from  the 
drawings,  deilerouslj  asked  Miss  Clanrioard  who 
Andromache  was?  and  just  as  that  young  lady  was 
informing  the  guests  that  "  Please,  ma'am,  Andro- 
mache-was-tho-wife-of-Heclor-of-Troj-and-ebe-was- 
so-fond-of-her-huaband-that-ehe— "  when,  unfortu- 
nately, MisB  Strongi'th'arm  entered  the  room,  fol- 
lowed by  little  Miea  Cobum  and  Miss  Smythe 
Smythe,  bearing  the  silver  seoUop-shells  on  one  of 
the  ottoman  cushions  out  of  the  reception  room. 

"  Why,  bless  me  1  what  is  the  meaning  of  this, 
my  dears  t"  cried  Miss  Thimblebee,  retiring  and 
seating  herself  in  the  embroidered  easy  chair  which 
one  of  the  giris  had  wheeled  into  the  middle  of  the 
room  for  her. 

Then  Miss  Coburn  and  Miss  Smythe  Smythe  each 
made  a  profound  curtsy  to  the  enthroned  lady, 
and  nearly  dropped  the  silver  sheila  in  bo  doing. 
After  this  they  both  began,  in  a  sing-song  tone, — 

"  We  humbly  approach  you.  Miss  Grace  Thimble- 
bee, our  mueh-respecled  and  beloved  mistress,  on 
this,  the  anniversary  of  your  natal  day,  to  offer  you 
(wili  you  mind  your  stops,  Misa  Coburn,  whispered 
Miss  Prudence,)  (o  offer  you  our  heartfelt  con — con- 
gratulations ('  One,'  said  Misa  Coburn  in  an  under- 
tone to  hers^f,  minding  her  stops,  and  so  marking 
a  comma,)  and  to  breathe  a  hope  (one,)  and  prayer 
(one,)  that  your  valuable  existence  may  be  spared 
for  many  revolutions  of  this  globe  to  come  (one, 
two;)  and — a — a — a — ('That  you  will  condescend 
to  accept,'  "Oh  you  bad  child!  where  sj  your 
head?"  whispered  Miss  Prudence  to  Misa  Smythe 
Smythe,)  and  that  you  will  condescend  to  accept," 
continued  the  young  lady,  in  a  half-crying  tone, 
"  this  paltry  token  of  our  profound  gratitude  (one,) 
and  esteem  (one,  two;)  which  (one,) however  insig. 


nificant  ita  real  worth  may  be  (one.)  we  feel  con- 
vinced you  will  attach  no  trifling  value  to  (oue,)  as 
the  testimony  of  the  admiration  and  respect  of  the 
young  and  innocent  for  the  virtues  (one,)  beauty 
(one,)  accompiiahmenta  (one,)  and  learning  of  one 
who  is  so  bright  an  ornament  to  her  sex  (one,)  and 
so  kind  to  her  pupils  (one,  two,  three,  four.)  And 
please,  ma'am,  that's  all," 

"  Very  nicely  spoken,  indeed.  Thank  you,  young 
ladies,"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence  ;  and  then  taking 
Mies  Smythe  Smythe  aside,  ahe  added  in  an  under- 
tone, "  m  make  you  auifer  for  this  to-morrow,  Misa  1 
— that  1  will  I"  then  turning  round  to  the  company 
with  a 'bland  smile,  she  said,  putting  her  hand  up, 
"Sh-sh-sh-sh-shl" 

Immediately,  Misa  Thimblebee  rose  from  her 
chair,  and  taking  a  small  shp  of  paper  from  her 
pocket,  ahe  occasionally  spoke  and  occasionaliy 
read  as  follows : — 

"Beloved  pupils  and  respected  parents" — but 
suddenly  remembering  that  there  was  only  one 
present,  she  corrected  herself — "parent,  I  should 
have  said;  I  can  assure  you  the  presentation  of  this 
little  token  of  your  profound  gratitude  and  esteem, 
haa  taken  me  so  much  by  surprise — that — that," 
[looking  at  the  paper]  "I  cannot  find  words  to  ex- 
press the  feelinga  that  this  simple  silver  liqueur  stand 
— no,  scollop  shells  I  should  say,  has— dear  me,  no 
— have  of  course,  I  mean — but,"  she  added,  crump- 
ling up  the  paper,  which  had  caused  her  to  make 
so  many  mistakes,  "  my  feelings  quite  overpower 
me — you  see — so  I  can  only  say — a — a — that  I  am 
extremely  obliged— you  know — for  this— a — a — 
whatever  is  the  word — Tve  got  it  on  the  tip  of 
my  tongue — this — a — a — a — what-d'ye-call-it ;  on 
this  my — a — a — a — no  matter  what — birthday,  so  I 
return  you  all  my  very  best  thanks."  And  then 
down  she  sat  quit^  in  a  puff. 


PECTRE    OP    TAPPINGTON. 


"  It  ia  very  odd,  though  ;  what  can  have  become 
of  them  P"  said  Charles  Seaforth,  as  he  peeped  un- 
der the  valance  of  an  old-fashioned  bedstead,  in  an 
old-faabioned  apartment  of  a  still  more  old-fash- 
ioned manor-house;  "'t  is  confoundedly  odd,  and 
I  can't  make  it  out  at  all.  Why,  Barney,  where 
are  they  f — and  where  the  d — 1  are  you  F" 

No  answer  was  returned  to  this  appeal ;  and  the 
lieutenant,  who  waa,  in  the  main,  a  reasonable 
person,— at  least  as  reasonable  a  person  as  any 
young  gentleman  of  twenty-two  in  "the  service" 
can  fairly  be  expected  to  be, — cooled  when  he  re- 
flected that  his  servant  could  scarcely  reply  extem- 
pore to  a  summons  which  it  was  impossible  ho 
should  hear. 

An  application  to  the  bell  was  the  considerate 
result ;  and  the  footsteps  of  as  tight  a  lad  aa  ever 
put  pipe-clay  to  belt,  sounded  along  the  gallery. 

"  Come  in  !"  said  his  master. — An  ineffectual  at- 
tempt upon  the  door  reminded  Mr.  Seaforth  that 
he  had  locked  himself  in.-~By  Heaven  1  this  is  the 
oddest  thing  of  all,"  said  he,  as  he  turned  the  key 
and  admitted  Mr.  Maguire  into  his  dormitory. 

"Barney,  where  are  my  pantaloons?" 


"  Is  it  the  breeches  F"  asked  the  valet,  easting  an 
inquiring  eye  round  the  apartment; — "is  it  the 
breeches,  sir?" 

"Yes;  what  have  you  done  with  themp" 

"Sura  then  your  honor  had  them  on  when  you 
went  to  bed,  and  it's  hereabout  they'll  be,  I'll  be 
bail ;"  and  Barney  liitert  a  fashionable  tunic  from  a 
cane-backed  arm-chair,  proceeding  in  his  examina- 
tion. But  the  search  was  vain ;  there  was  the  tu- 
nic aforesaid, — there  was  a  smart-looking  kersey- 
mere waistcoat;  but  the  most  important  article  of 
all  in  a  gentleman's  wardrobe  was  still  wanting. 

"Where  can  they  bo?"  asked  the  master,  with  a 
strong  accent  on  the  auxiliary  verb. 

"Sorrow  a  know  I  knows,"  said  the  man. 

"It  must  have  been  the  Devil,  then,  after  all, 
who  has  been  here  and  carried  them  offl"  cried 
Seaforth,  staring  full  into  Barney's  lace. 

Mr.  Maguire  was  not  devoid  of  the  superstition 
of  his  countrymen,  still  he  looked  aa  if  he  did  not 
quite  subscribe  to  the  Kgnitur. 

Hia  master  read  incredulity  in  his  countenance. 
"Why,  I  tell  yon,  Barney,  I  put  them  there,  on 
that  arm-chair,   when  I  got  into   bed;  and,   by 
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Heaven!  I  distinctly  saw 

the  ghost  of  the  old  fel 

low  thej  told 

le  of,  com 

e  in  at  midnight 

mj  pantaloons 

and  walk 

iwaj  with  them.' 

"May  be  so 

'  was  the 

antiou.  reply. 

"Ithonght.  of 


it  was  a  dream ;  but  then, 
breeches?" 

The  question  waa  more  ea^ly  asked  than  an- 
swered. Barney  renewed  his  search,  while  the 
lieutenant  folded  his  arms,  and,  leaning  against  tlic 
toilet,  sunk  into  a  reverie. 

"  After  all,  it  must  be  some  trick  of  my  laughter- 
loving  cousins,"  said  Seaforth. 

"Ahl  then,  the  ladies!"  chimed  in  Mr.  Maguire, 
thoi^h  the  observation  was  riot  addressed  to  him  ; 
"and  will  it  be  Miss  Caroline,  or  Miss  Fanny,  that's 
stole  your  honor's  things?" 

"I  hardly  know  what  to  think  of  it,"  pursued 
the  bereaved  lieatenant,  still  speaking  in  soliloquy, 
with  his  eye  resting  dubiously  on  the  chamber- 
door.     "I locked  myself  in,  that's  certain;  and — 

— poohl  I  remember — the  private  staircase;  how 
could  I  be  such  a  fool?"  and  he  crossed  the  cham- 
ber to  where  a  low  oaken  doorcase  was  dimly  visi- 
ble in  a  distant  corner.  He  paused  before  it. 
Nothing  now  interfered  to  screen  it  from  observa- 
tion; but  it  bore  tokens  of  having  been  at  some 
earlier  period  concealed  by  tapestry,  remains  of 
which  yet  clothed  the  waits  on  either  side  of  the 
portal 

"This  way  they  must  have  come,"  said  Seaforth; 
"  I  Tvish  with  all  my  heart  I  had  caught  them !" 

"Och!  the  kittens!"  sighed  Mr.  Barney  Maguirc. 

But  the  mystery  was  yet  as  far  from  being  so!ved 
as  before.  True,  there  was  the  "  other  door ;  "  but 
then  that,  too,  on  eiammation,  waa  even  more 
firmly  secured  than  the  one  which  opened  on  the 
gallery, — two  heavy  bolts  on  the  inside  effectually 
prevented  any  coup  de  main  on  the  lieutenant's 
bivouac  from  that  quarter.  He  was  more  puzzled 
than  ever ;  nor  did  the  minutest  inspection  of  the 
walla  and  floor  throw  any  light  upon  the  sulyect : 


Tappington  (generally  called  Taplon)  Everard  is 
an  antiquated  but  commodious  manor-house  in  the 
eastern  division  of  the  county  of  Kent.  A  former 
proprietor  had  been  High-sheriff  in  the  days  of 
Elizabeth,  and  many  a  dark  and  dismal  tradition 
was  yet  extant  of  the  Ucentiousness  of  his  life,  and 
the  enormity  of  his  offences.  The  Glen,  which  the 
keeper's  daughter  was  seen  to  enter,  but  never 
known  to  quit,  still  frowns  darkly  as  of  yore ;  while 
an  ineradicable  bloodstain  on  the  oaken  stair  yet 
bids  defiance  to  the  unitod  energies  of  soap  and 
sand.  But  it  b  with  one  particular  apartment  that 
a  deed  of  more  especial  atrocity  is  said  to  be  con- 
nected. A  stranger  guest — so  runs  the  legend — • 
arrived  uneipeotedly  at  the  mansion  of  the  "  Bad 
Sir  Giles."  They  met  in  apparent  friendship;  but 
the  ill-concealed  scowl  of  their  master's  brow  told 
the  domestics  that  the  visit  was  not  a  welcome  one. 
The  banquet,  however,  was  not  spared;  the  wine- 
cup  circulated  freely, — too  freely,  perhaps, — for 
sounds  of  discord  at  length  reached  the  ears  of 
even  the  excluded  serving-men,  as  they  were  doing 
their  best  to  imitate  their  betters  in  the  lower  hall. 
Alarmed,  some  of  them  ventured  to  approach  the 
parlor;  one,  an  old  and  favored  retainer  of  the 
house,  went  so  &r  as  to  break  in  upon  his  master's 
privacy.  Sir  Giles,  already  high  in  oath,  fiercely 
enjoined  his  absence,  and  he  retired;  not,  howev- 
er, before  he  had  distiiictly  heard  ftora  the  stran- 
ger's lips  a  menace  that  "  There  was  that  within 
his  pocket  which  could  disprove  the  knight's  right 
to  issue  that  or  any  other  command  within  the 
walls  of  Taplon." 

The  intrusion,  though  momentary,  seemed  to 
have  produced  a  beneficial  effect ;  the  voices  of  the 
disputants  fell,  and  the  conversation  was  carried 
on  thenceforth  in  a  more  subdued  tone,  till,  as  even- 
ing closed  in,  the  domestics,  when  summoned  to 
attend  with  hghts,  found  not  only  cordiality  re- 
stored, but  that  a  still  deeper  carouse  wa^  medi- 
tated. Fresh  stoups,  and  from  the  choicest  bins, 
were  produced ;  nor  was  it  till  at  a  late,  or  rather 
eariy  hour,  that  the  revellers  sought  their  cham- 
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the  stranger  occupied  the 
gl  f  the  building,  and 
p  rtment  of  Sir  Giles 
l>  d  his  preference  to  the 
Bt  IT  se,  communicating 
I  aff  ded  him,  in  the  old 
g  h  wicked  courses  nn- 
>  ti  n  ;  a  consideration 
w  gh  when  the  death  of 
d  master  of  bis  es- 
and  actions.  From  that  period,  Sir  Giles  had 
established  himself  in  what  were  called  the  "  state 
apartiiieuts ;"  and  the  "  oaken  chamber"  was  rarely 
tenanted,  save  on  ooca^ons  of  eiiraordinary  fes- 
tivity, or  when  the  yule  tog  drew  an  unusually 
large  accession  of  guests  around  the  Christmas 
heanh. 

On  this  eventful  night,  it  was  prepared  for  the 
unknown  visitor,  who  sought  his  couch  heatj^d  and 
inflamed  from  his  midnight  orgies,  and  in  the 
morning  was  found  in  his  bed  a  swollen  and  black- 
ened corpse.  No  marks  of  violence  appeared  upon 
the  body;  but  the  livid  hue  of  the  lips,  and  cer- 
tuia  dark-colored  spots  viaible  on  the  skin,  aroused 
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Buspicions  which  those  who  entertained  them  were 
too  timid  to  expreBB.  Apopiesy,  induced  by  the 
eiceasea  of  the  preceding  night,  Sir  Giies's  confi- 
dential leech  pronounced  to  be  the  cnu^e  of  his 
sudden  diaaolutjon :  the  body  nas  buried  in  peace  ; 
and  though  some  ahoolc  their  heads  as  tbey  wit- 
nessed the  haste  with  which  the  funeral  ritea  were 
hurried  on,  none  ventured  to  inurniur.  Other 
events  arose  to  distract  the  attention  of  the  retain- 
ecs;  men's'minds  became  occupied  by  the  stirring 
poiitica  of  the  day,  nliilc  the  near  approach  of  that 
formidaljle  armada,  so  vaJnij  arrogating  to  itself  a 
title  which  the  very  elements  joined  with  human 
Talor  to  disprove,  soon  interfered  to  wealien,  if  not 
obliterate,  ^1  remembrance  of  the  nameless  stran- 
ger who  had  died  within  the  walls  of  Tapton  Everard. 
Years  rolled  on :  the  "  Bad  Sir  Giles"  had  him- 
self  long  since  gone  to  his  account,  the  last  as  it 
was  believed  of  his  immediate  fine;  though  a  few 
of  the  older  tenants  were  sometimes  heard  lo  speak 
of  an  elder  brother,  who  had  disappeared  in  early 
life,  and  never  inherited  the  estate.  Rumors,  too, 
of  bis  having  left  a  son  in  foreign  lands  were  aC 
one  time  rife ;  but  they  died  away,  nothing  occur- 
ring to  support  them ;  the  property  passed  unchal- 
lenged to  a  collateral  branch  of  the  family,  and  the 
secret,  if  secret  there  were,  was  buried  in  Denton 
churchyard,  in  the  lonely  grave  of  the  mysterious 
stranger.  One  circumstance  alone  occurred,  after 
a  long-intervening  period,  to  revive  the  memory  of 
these  transactions.  Some  workmen  employed  in 
grubbing  an  old  plantation,  for  the  purpose  of  rais- 
ing on  its  site  a  modern  shrubbery,  dug  up,  in  the 
execution  of  their  task,  Ihe  mildewed  remnants  of 
what  seemed  to  have  been  once  a  garment.  On 
more  minute  inspection,  enough  remained  of  silken 
slashes  and  a  coarse  embroidery,  to  identify  the  rel- 
ics as  having  once  formed  part  of  a  pair  of  trunk 
hose ;  while  a  few  papers  which  fell  from  them,  al- 
together illegible  from  damp  and  age,  were  by  the 
unlearned  rustics  conveyed  to  the  then  owner  of 

Whether  the  squire  was  more  successful  in  deci- 
phering them  was  never  known ;  he  certainly  never 
alluded  to  their  contents ;  and  little  would  have 
been  thought  of  the  matter  but  for  the  inconven- 
ient memory  of  one  old  woman,  who  declared  she 
heard  her  grandfether  say  that  when  the  "stranger 
guest"  was  poisoned,  though  all  the  rest  of  his 
clothes  were  there,  his  breeches,  the  supposed  re- 
positorv  of  the  supposed  documents,  could  never 
be  found.  The  master  of  Tapton  Everard  smiled 
when  he  heard  Dame  Jones's  hint  of  deeds  which 
might  impeach  the  validity  of  his  own  title  in  fa- 
vor of  some  unknown  descendant  of  some  unknown 
heir ;  and  the  story  was  rarely  alluded  to,  save  by 
one  or  two  miracle-mongers,  who  had  heard  that 
others  had  seen  the  ghost  of  old  Sir  Giles,  in  his 
night-cap,  issue  from  the  postern,  enter  the  adjoin- 
ing copse,  and  wnng  his  shadowy  hands  in  agony, 
as  he  seemed  to  search  vainly  for  something  hid- 
den among  the  evergreens.  The  stranger's  death- 
room  had,  of  course,  been  oceasion^y  haunted 
from  the  time  of  his  decease ;  but  the  periods  of 
visitalion  had  latterly  become  very  rare, — even 
Mrs.  Botherby,  the  housekeeper,  beii^  forced  to 
admit  that,  during  her  long  sojourn  at  the  manor, 
she  had  never  "met  with  any  thing  worse  than 
herself;"  though  oa  the  old  lady  afterwards  added 
upon  more  mature  reSection,  "I  must  say  I  think 
I  sav  the  devil  onct." 
60 


Such  was  the  legend  attached  to  Tapton  Everard, 
and  such  the  story  which  the  lively  Caroline  In- 
goldsby  detailed  to  her  eqaally  mercurial  cousin, 
Charles  Seaforth,  lieutenant  in  the  Hon.  East  India 
Company's  second  regiment  of  Bombay  Fendbles, 
as  arm-in-arm  they  promenaded  a  gallery  decked 
uith  some  dozen  grim-looking  ancestral  portraits, 
and,  among  others,  with  that  of  the  reiJoubted  Sir 
Giles  himself.  The  gallant  commander  had  that 
very  morning  paid  his  first  visit  to  the  house  of  his 
maternal  uncle,  after  an  absence  of  several  years 
passed  with  his  regiment  on  the  arid  plains  of  Hin- 
dostan,  whence  he  was  now  returned  on  a  three 
years'  fitflough.  lie  had  gone  out  a  boy, — he  re- 
turned a  man;  but  the  impression  made  upon  his 
youthfW  fancy  by  his  favorite  cousin  remained  un- 
impaired, and  to  Tapton  he  directed  his  steps,  even 
betbre  he  sought  the  home  of  his  widowed  mother, 
— comforting  himself  In  this  breach  of  fifial  deco- 
rum by  the  reflection  that,  as  the  manor  was  so  lit- 
tle out  of  his  way,  it  would  be  unkind  to  pass,  as  it 
were,  the  door  of  his  relatives,  without  just  looking 
in  for  a  few  hours. 

But  he  found  his  uncle  as  hospitable  and  his 
cousin  more  charnSing  than  ever;  and  the  looks  of 
one,  and  the  requests  of  the  other,  soon  precluded 
the  posdbllity  of  refusing  to  lengthen  the  "  few 
hours"  into  a  few  days,  though  the  house  was  at 
the  moment  f^ll  of  visitors. 

The  Peteraea  were  there  from  Ramsgate ;  and 
Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  the  two  Miss  Simpkinsona,  from 
Bath,  had  come  to  pass  a  month  with  the  femily ; 
and  Tom  Ingoldsby  had  brought  down  his  college 
friend,  the  Honorable  Augustus  Sucklethumbkin, 
with  his  groom  and  pointers,  to  take  a  fortnight's 
shooting.  And  then  there  was  Mrs.  Ogleton,  the 
rich  young  widow,  with  her  large  black  eyes,  who, 
people  did  say,  was  setting  her  cap  at  the  young 
squire,  though  Mrs.  Botherby  did  not  believe  it ; 
and,  above  all,  there  was  MademoiseUe  Pauline,  her 
/emme  de  c/iomiire,  who  "  mon-iJif  «'d"  everything 
and  every  body,  and  cried  "  Qtitl  horreurr  at 
Mrs.  Botherby's  cap.  In  short,  to  use  the  last- 
named  and  much  respected  lady's  own  expression, 
the  house  was  "  choke-full"  to  the  very  attics, — all, 
save  the  "oaken  chamber,"  which,  as  the  lieaten- 
lost  magnificent  disregard  of 
forthwith  appropriated  to  hb  particular 
accommodation.  Mr.  ^aguire,  meanwhile,  was  &in 
to  share  the  apartment  of  Oliver  Dobbs,  the  squire's 
own  man;  a  jocular  proposal  of  joint  occupancy 
having  been  at  Srst  indignantly  j^ected  by  "  Mad- 
emoiselle," though  preferred  with  the  "laste  taste 
in  life"  of  Mr.  Barney's  most  insinuating  brogoe. 

"Come,  Charles,  the  nrn  is  absolutely  getting 
cold;  your  breakfast  will  be  quite  spoiled:  what 
can  have  made  you  so  idle  ?"  Such  was  the  morn- 
ing salutation  of  Miss  Ingoldsby  to  the  milUairt  as 
he  entered  the  breakfast-room,  half  an  hour  after 
the  latest  of  the  party. 

"  A  pretty  gentleman,  truly,  to  make  an  appoint- 
ment with,"  chimed  in  Miss  Frances.  "What  is 
become  of  our  ramble  to  the  rocks  before  breakfast  ?" 

"  Oh  I  the  young  men  never  think  of  keeping  a 
promise  now,  said  Mrs.  Peters,  a  httle  ferret-faced 
woman  with  nnderdone  eyes. 

"  When  I  waa  a  young  man,"  said  Mr.  Peters, 
"  I  remember  I  always  made  a  point  of——" 

"  Pray,  how  long  ago  was  that !"  asked  Mr.  Simp- 
kinson  irom  Bath. 
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"Why,  sir,  when  I  married  Mrs.  Peters,  I  was— 
let  me  see— I  was " 

"Do  pray  hold  yonr  togue,  P.,  and  eat  jour 
breakfast !"  interrupted  his  better  half,  who  had  a 
mortal  horror  of  chronological  references;  "it's 
Terj  rude  to  tease  people  with  your  family  affajra," 

The  lieutenant  had  by  this  time  taken  his  sent  in 
silence, — a  good-humored  nod,  and  ■  glance,  half- 
smiling,  half-inquisitjve,  being  the  extent  of  bis 
aalutalion.  Smitten  as  he  was,  and  in  the  imme- 
diate presence  of  her  who  had  made  so  large  a 
bole  in  faia  heart,  his  manner  was  evidently  dUirail, 
which  the  fiiir  Caroline  in  her  secret  soal  attribu- 
ted to  his  being  solely  occupied  by  her  uffr^Htna, 
— how  would  -he  have  bndled  had  she  known  that 
they  only  shared  his  meditations  with  a  pair  of 
breeches  I 

Charies  drank  hia  coffee  and  spiked  some  half 
dozen  eggs,  dartmg  occasionally  a  penetrating 
glance  at  the  ladies,  in  hope  of  detetting  the  sup- 
posed waggery  by  the  endcin,e  ol  some  furti>e 
smile  or  conscious  look  But  m  vam  ,  not  a  dim- 
ple moved  indicative  of  roguery,  nor  did  the  shght- 
eet  elevation  of  eyebrow  rise  confirmative  of  his 
suspicions.  Hints  and  insinuations  passed  an- 
heeded,— more  particular  inquiries  were  out  of  the 
question  ; — the  subject  was  unapproachable. 

In  the  mean  time,  "  patent  cords"  were  just  the 
thing  for  a  morning's  ride;  and,  breakfast  ended, 
away  cantered  the  party  over  the  downs,  till,  every 
facidty  absorbed  by  the  beauties,  animate  and  in- 
animate, which  surrounded  him.  Lieutenant  Sea- 
forth  of  the  Bombay  Fencibles,  bestowed  no  more 
thought  upon  bis  breeches  than  if  be  had  been 
born  on  the  top  of  Ben  Lomond. 

Another  night  had  passed  away;  tbe  sun  rose 
brilliantly,  forming  with  his  level  beams  a  splendid 
rainbow  in  the  far-off  west,  whither  the  heavy 
cloud,  which  for  the  last  two  hours  had  been  pour- 
ing its  waters  on  the  earth,  was  now  flying  before 

"Ah!  then,  and  it's  little  good  it'll  be  the  claning 
of  ye,"  apostrophized  Mr.  Barney  Maguirc,  as  he 
deposited  in  front  of  bis  master's  toilet,  a  pair  of 
"bran-new"  jockey  boots,  one  of  Hoby's  primest 
fits,  which  the  lieutenant  had  purctiased  m  his  way 
through  t«wn.  On  that  very  morning  had  they 
come  for  the  first  time  under  the  valet's  depurating 
hand,  so  little  soiled,  mdeed,  from  the  turfy  ride  of 
the  preceding  day,  that  a  less  scrupulous  domestic 
might,  perhaps,  h^ve  considered  the  application  of 
"  Warren's  Matchless,"  or  oxalic  acid,  altogether 
superfluous.  Not  so,  Barney :  with  the  nicest  care 
had  he  removed  the  slightest  impurity  from  each 
polished  surface,  and  there  they  stood  rejoicing  in 
their  sable  radiance.  No  wonder  a  pang  shot  across 
Hr.  Maguire's  breast,  as  be  thought  on  the  work 
now  cut  out  for  them,  so  different  from  the  Ugbt 
labors  of  the  day  before ;  no  wonder  he  murmured 
with  a  sigh,  as  the  scarce-dried  window-panes  dis- 
closed a  road  now-ineh-deep  in  mud,  "Ah!  then, 
it's  httle  good  the  claning  of  ye!" — for  well  had 
he  learned  in  the  hall  below  that  eight  miles  of  a 
stiff  clay  soil  lay  between  the  manor  and  Bolaover 
Abbey,  whose  picturesque  ruins, 

Like  SDclenl  Borne,  m^eatlc  tn  decay, 
the  party  had  determined  to  explore.     The  master 
had  already  commenced  dressing,  and  the  man  was 
fitting  straps  upon  a  hght   pair  of  crane-necked 


spurs,  when  his  hand  was  arrested  by  the  old  ques- 
tion,—" Barney,  where  are  the  breeches  V" 
They  were  nowhere  to  be  found! 

Mr.  Seaforth  descended  that  morning,  whip  in 
hand,  and  eqnipped  in  a  handsome  green  riding- 
frock,  but  no  "  breeches  and  boots  to  match"  were 
there  :  loose  jean  trowscrs,  surmounting  a  pair  of 
diminutive  Wellbigtonfl,  embraced,  somewhat  in- 
congruously, hia  nether  man,  vice  the  "patent 
cords,"  returned,  like  yesterday's  pantaloons,  ab- 
sent without  leave.  The  "  top-boots"  had  a  holi- 
day. 

"  A  fine  morning  after  the  rain,"  said  Mr.  Simp- 
kinson  from  Bath. 

"Just  the  thing  for  the 'ops,"  said  Mr.  Peters. 
"  I  remember  when  I  was  a  boy — " 

"  Do  hold  your  tongue.  P.,"  said  Mrs.  Peters, — 
advice  which  that  exemplary  matron  was  in  the 
constant  habit  of  administering  to  "her  P.,"  as  she 
called  him,  whenever  he  prepared  to  vent  his  re- 
miniscences. Her  precbe  reason  for  this,  it  would 
be  difBcult  to  determine,  unless,  indeed,  (he  storj 
be  true  which  a  little  bird  had  whispered  into  Mrs. 
Botherby's  ear, — Mr.  Peters,  though  now  a  wealthy 
man,  had  received  a  liberal  education  at  a  charity 
school,  and  was  apt  to  recur  to  the  days  of  bis 
muflin-cap  and  leathers.  As  usuai,  he  took  his 
wife's  hint  in  good  part,  and  "paused  in  his  reply." 

"  A  glorious  day  for  the  ruins !"  sud  young  In- 
goldsbj.  "But,  Charles,  what  the  deuce  are  you 
about  ? — you  don't  mean  to  ride  through  our  hmea 
in  such  toggery  as  that  ?" 

"  Lassy  me  I"  said  Miss  Julia  Simpkinson,  "  won't 
you  be  very  wet  ?" 

"You  bad  better  take  Tom's  cab,"  quoth  the 
squire. 

But  this  proportion  was  at  once  overruled;  Mrs. 
Ogleton  bad  already  nailed  the  cab,  a  vehicle  of  all 
others  the  best  adapted  for  a.  snug  flirtation. 

"  Or  drive  Miss  Julia  in  the  phaeton  ?"  No  ;  that 
was  the  post  of  Mr.  Peters,  who,  indifferent  as  au 
equestrian,  had  acquired  some  fame  as  a  whip  while 
travelling  through  the  midland  counties  for  the 
firm  of  Bagshaw,  Snivelby,  and  Ghrimes. 

"  Thank  you,  I  shall  ride  with  my  cousins,"  said 
Charles  with  as  much  noKckatance  as  be  could  as- 
sume,— and  he  did  so ;  Mr.  Ingoldsbj,  Mrs,  Peters, 
Mr.  Simpkinson  from  Bath,  and  his  eldest  daughter 
with  her  al/ium,  following  in  the  family  coach. 
The  gentleman-commoner  "voted  the  affair  d— d 
slow,  and  declined  the  party  altogether  in  favor  of 
the  game-keeper  and  a  cigar.  "There  was  no 
fun  in  looking  at  old  houses!"    Mrs.  Simpkinson 

E referred  a  short  s^our  in  the  still-room  with  Mrs. 
otherby,  who  had  promised  to  inidate  her  in  that 
grand  arcanum,  the  transmutation  of  gooseberry 
jam  in  Guava  jelly. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  an  old  abbey  before,  Mr.  Pe. 
tersr 

"  Yes,  miss,  a  French  one ;  we  have  got  one  at 
Ramsgate ;  be  teaches  the  Miss  Joneses  to  parley- 
voo, and  is  turned  of  sixty." 

Miss  Simpkinson  closed  her  album  with  an  air  of 
ineffable  disdain. 


"Caroline,"  said  Charles,  "I  have  had  some  very 
odd  dreams  since  I  have  been  at  Tappington." 
"Dreams,  have  jouS"  smiled  the  young  lady. 
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arching  her  tap«r  nt^ck.  like  a  swan  in  pluming. 
"  Dreams,  have  you  ?" 

"  Aj,  dreams, — or  dream,  perhaps,  I  should  aay  ; 
for,  though  repeated,  it  was  still  the  aame.  And 
what  do  fon  imagine  was  the  subject  T' 

"It  is  itnpos^blc  for  me  to  divine,"  said  the 
tongue ;— "  I  have  not  the  least  difficulty  in  guess- 
ing," said  tlie  eye  as  plainly  as  ever  eye  spoke. 

"  I  dreamt — of  your  great  grandfather !" 

There  was  a  change  in  the  glance — "My  great 
grandfather  ?" 

"Yes,  the  old  Sir  Gilei,  or  Sr  John,  you  told  mc 
about  the  other  day ;  he  walked  into  my  bedroom 
in  his  short  cloak  of  murrey-colored  velvet,  his 
long  rapier,  and  his  Ealeigb-looking  hat  and  feath- 
er, just  as  the   picture   represents  him;  but  with 

"And  what  was  that?" 

"Why  his  lower  estremities,  which  were  visible, 
were— those  of  a  skeleton." 

"Well." 

"Well,  after  taking  a  turn  or  two  about  the 
room,  and  looking  round  him  with  a  wistful  air,  he 
came  to  the  bed's  foot,  stared  at  me  in  a  manner 
impossible  to  daseribe, — and  then  he — he  laid  hold 
of  my  pantaloons;  whipped  his  long  bony  legs  into 
them  in  a  twinkling ;  and,  strutting  up  to  the  glass, 


seemed  to  view  himself  in  it  with  great  complacen- 
cy. I  tried  to  speak,  but  in  vain.  The  effort, 
however,  seemed  to  excite  his  attention ;  for,  wheel- 
ing about,  he  showed  me  the  grimmest-looking 
death's  head  you  can  well  imagine,  and  with  an  it 
describable  grin  strutted  out  of  the  room," 

"Absurd!  Charles.     How  can  you  talk  such  noi 

"But,  Caroiine, — the  breeches  are  really  gone.' 

On  the  following  morning,  contrary  to  his  usual 
custom,  Seaforth  was  the  first  person  in  the  break- 
fast parlor.  As  no  one  else  was  present,  he  did 
precisely  what  luae  young  men  out  of  ten  so 
ated  would  have  done ;  he  walked  up  to  llie 


tel-piece,  established  himself  upon  the  rug,  and 
subducting  his  coat-tails  one  under  each  arm,  turaed 
towards  the  fire  that  portion  of  the  human  frame 
which  it  is  considered  equally  indecorous  to  present 
friend  Or  an  enemy.  A  serious,  not  to  say 
■us,  expression  was  visible  upon  his  good-hu- 
mored countenance,  and  his  mouth  was  fast  but- 
toning itself  up  for  an  incipient  whistle,  when  little 
Flo,  a  tiny  spaniel  of  the  Blenheim  breed, — the  pet 
object  of  Miss  Julia  Simpkinson's  affections, — 
bounced  out  from  beneath  a  sofa,  and  began  to 
bark  at — his  pantaloons. 

They  were  cleverly  "  built,"  of  a  light  gray  mii- 
ture,  a  broad  stripe  of  the  most  vivid  scariet  tra- 
versing each  scam  in  a  perpendicular  direction 
from  hip  to  ankle, — in  short,  the  regimental  cos- 
tume of  the  Royal  Bombay  Fenoiblea.  The  ani- 
raal,  educated  in  the  country,  had  never  seen  such 
a  pair  of  breeches  in  hcc  life — Omne  ignoimn  pro 
jitagnijico  I  The  Scarlet  streak,  inflamed  as  it  was 
by  the  reflection  of  the  flre,  seemed  to  act  on  Flo- 
ra's nerves  as  the  same  color  does  on  those  of  bulls 
and  turkeys;  she  advanced  at  the  pan  de  charge, 
and  her  vociferation,  Uke  her  amazement,  was  un- 
Ijounded.  A  sound  kick  from  the  disgusted  officer 
changed  its  character,  and  induced  a  retreat  at  the 

quadruped  entered  t  sc 

The  conference  b 
was  neither  brief  in  ts  po  an 

hi  its  result.    The  as 

call    tripartite,   emb  ac  m    rm 

Charles  Seaforth  wa  d      rs 

with   Tom   Ingoldsb        SI 
lady  had  referred  him  to     p  p  is 

thirdly,  and  lastly,  h     mg         Ti   ta 
sequent  bereavemen       Ah  fi  m   T  m 

smiled  auspiciously ; —      h     as  ,  b        rs 
an  absolute  "  gutfew." 

"  Steal  your  breeches ! — Miss  Bailey  Over  again, 
by  Jove,"  shouted  Ingoldsby.  "  But  a  gentleman, 
you  say, — and  Sir  Giles  too. — I  am  not  sure, 
Charles,  whether  I  ought  not  to  cafl  you  out  for 
aspersing  the  honor  of  the  family!" 

"Laugh  as  you  will,  Tom,— ic  as  incredulous 
as  you  please.  One  ftot  is  incontestable,— the 
breeches  are  gone !  T.ook  here— -I  am  reduced  to 
my  regimentals;  and  if  these  go,  to-morrow  I  must 

ac  thing  in  the 


liochefoucault   says,  there  i: 


isfortunes  of  our  very  best  friends  that 
displease  us; — assuredly  we  can,  most  of  us,  laugh 
at  their  petty  inconveniences,  tiU  called  upon  to 
supply  them.  Tom  composed  his  features  «n  the 
instant,  and  rephed  with  more  gravity,  as  well  as 
with  an  expletive,  which,  if  ray  Lord  Mayor  had 
been  within  hearing,  might  have  cost  him  five  shil- 
lings. 

"  There  is  something  very  queer  in  this,  after  all. 
The  clothes,  you  say,  have  positively  disappeared. 
Somebody  is  playing  you  a  trick  ;  and  ten  to  one 
your  servant  has  a  hand  in  it.  By  the  way,  I  heard 
something  yesterday  of  his  kicking  up  a  bobbery 
in  the  kitchen,  and  seeing  a  ghost,  or  something  of 
that  kind,  himself.  Depend  upon  it,  Barney  is  in 
the  plot!" 

It  now  struck  the  lieutenant  at  once,  that  the 
usually  buoyant  spirits  of  his  attendant  had  of  late 
been  materially  sobered  down,  his  loquacity  ob- 
viously circumscribed,  and  that  he,  the  said  lieu- 
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tenant,  had  actuallj  rung  hiB  bell  three  several 
timea  that  very  morning  before  he  could  procure 
hia  attendance.  Mr.  Maguire  was  forthwith  aiim- 
moned,  and  underwent  a  close  examination.  The 
"  bobbery"  was  eaailj  explained.  Mr.  OUver  Dobbs 
had  hinted  his  diBapprobation  of  a  flirtalion  carry- 
ing oo  between  the  gentleman  from  MuDster  and 
the  lady  from  the  Rue  St.  Honors.  Ifcdemoiselle 
had  boied  Mr.  Maguire'a  ears,  and  Mr.  Maguire 
had  pulled  Mademoiaelle  upon  his  knee,  and  the 
lady  had  no*  ciied  Mon  Bieal  And  Mr.  Oliver 
Dobbs  said  it  was  very  wrong ;  and  Mrs.  Botherby 
eaidit  was  "scandalous,"  and  what  ought  not  to  be 
dose  in  any  moral  kitchen; — and  Mr.  Maguire  had 

Choid  of  the  Honorable  Augustus  Bucklethunib. 
'a  powder-fiask,  and  had  put  large  pinches  of  the 
best  double  Dartford  into  Mr.  Sobbs's  toba«co-box; 
— and  Mr.  Dobbs's  pipe  had  eiploded,  and  eet  fire 
to  Mrs.  Botherby's  Sunday  cap  — and  Mr.  Maguire 
had  put  it  out  with  the  slop-baain,  "barring  the 
wig ;" — and  then  they  were  all  bo  "  cantankerous," 
that  Barney  had  gone  to  take  a  walk  in  the  gar- 
den ;  and  then — then  Mr.  Barney  had  aeeu  a 
ghost!! 

"A  what?  you  blockhead?"  naked  Tom  In- 
goldsby, 

"  Sure  then,  and  it's  meself  will  tell  your  honor 
the  rights  of  it,"  said  the  ghost-seer.  "Meself  and 
Mss  Pauhne,  sir, — or  Miss  Pauline  and  meself,  for 
the  ladies  come  first  anyhow, — we  got  tired  of  the 
hobstropylous  skrimmaging  among  the  ould  ser- 
vants, that  didn't  know  a  joke  when  they  seen  one: 
and  we  went  out  to  look  at  the  comet,  that's  the 
rory-bory-alehouse,  they  ealla  him  in  this  country, 
— and  we  walked  upon  the  lawn, — and  divil  of  any 
alehouse  there  was  there  at  all ;  and  Mias  Pauline 
sjiid  it  was  because  of  the  shrubbery  maybe,  and 
why  wouldn't  we  see  it  better  bejonst  the  trees? 
I — and  so  we  went  to  the  trees,  but  sorrow  a  comet 
did  meself  see  there,  barring  a  big  ghost  instead 

"A  ghost!    And  what  sort  of  a  ghost,  Barney?" 

"Och,  then,  divil  a  lie  I'll  tell  your  honor.  A 
tall  ould  gentleman  he  was,  all  in  white,  with  a 
shovel  on  the  shoulder  of  him,  and  a  big  torch  in 
bis  fist, — though  what  he  wanted  with  that  it's  me- 
self can't  tell,  for  his  eyes  were  like  pg-lamps,  let 
alone  the  moon  and  the  comet,  which  wasn't  there 
at  all ; — and  '  Barney,'  saya  he  to  me, — 'cause  why 
he  knew  me, — 'Barney,'  says  he,  'what  ia  it  your'e 
doing  with  the  coliem  there,  Barney!'— Divil  a 
word  did  I  say.  Miss  Pauline  screeched,  and  cried 
murther  in  French,  and  ran  off  with  herself;  and 
of  course  meself  was  in  a  mighty  hurry  after  the 
lady,  and  had  no  time  to  atop  palavering  with  him 
any  way;  so  I  dispersed  at  once,  and  the  ghost 
vanished  in  a  flame  of  fire !" 

Mr.  Maguire's  account  was  reoeided  with  avowed 
iaereduUty  by  both  gentlemen;  but  Barney  stuck 
to  his  teit  with  unflinching  pertinacity.  A  refer- 
ence to  Mademoiselle  was  suggested,  but  abandon- 
ed, as  neither  party  had  a  taste  for  delicate  inves- 
tigations. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Seaforth,"  said  Ingoldsby, 
after  Barney  had  received  his  dismissal,  "  that  there 
is  a  trick  here  is  evident ;  and  Barney's  vision 
may  posably  be  a  part  of  it.  Wlrether  he  is  most 
knave  or  fool,  you  best  know.  At  all  events,  I  will 
at,  np  with  you  to-night,  and  see  if  I  can  convert 
m  j  ancestor  into  a  visiting  acquaintance.  Mean- 
while, your  finger  on  your  Up !" 


When  churchyarda  yawn,  and  graves  ( 
Gladly  would  I  grace  my  tale  with  a  dec 


,  id  therefore  I  do  beseech  the  "  gentle  reader" 
to  believe,  that  if  all  the  iuccedanea  to  this  myste- 
rious narrative  are  not  in  strict  keeping,  he  will  as- 
cribe it  only  to  the  disgraceful  innovations  of  mod- 
em degeneracy  upon  the  sober  and  dignified  habits 
of  our  ancestors.  I  can  introduce  him,  it  ia  true, 
into  an  old  and  high-roofed  chamber,  its  walls  cov- 
ered on  three  sides  with  black  oak  wainscoting, 
adorned  with  carvings  of  fruit  and  flowers  long 
anterior  to  those  of  Grinling  Gibbons ;  the  fourth 
side  is  clothed  with  a  curious  remnant  of  dingy 
tapestry,  once  elucidatory  of  some  Scriptural  his- 
tory, bat  of  which  not  even  Mrs.  Botherby  could 
detetmine.  Mr,  Simpkinson,  who  had  examined  it 
carefully,  inclined  to  believe  the  prindpal  figure  to 
be  either  Bathsheba,  or  Daniel  in  the  Uons'  den ; 
while  Tom  Ingoldsby  decided  in  favor  of  the  Kuig 
of  Bashan.  All,  however,  was  conjecture,  tradi- 
tion being  silent  on  the  subject. — A  lofty  arehed 
portal  led  into,  and  a  little  arched  portal  led  out  of, 
this  apartment;  they  were  opposite  each  other, 
and  each  possessed  the  security  of  massy  bolts  on 
its  interior.  The  bedstead,  too,  was  not  one  of 
yesterday,  but  nianifeatly  coeval  with  days  ere  Sed- 
dons  was,  and  when  a  good  four-post  "article"  was 
deemed  worthy  of  being  a  royal  bequest.  The  bed 
itself,  with  all  the  appurt  f  p  Hi  ss     m 

tresses,  etc.,  was  of  far  S       and  d  m 

incongruously  comfort  b  h       as  m  n  s, 

with  their  little  diam     d  h  pe     pa  d       n 

binding,  had  given  way  d  rn  h 

of  the  sash-window.     !N      was    h       11    h         n 
spired  to  ruin  the  costum         d     nd       h  m 

meet  haunt  for  such  "  I       dp  d 

condescend  to  don  at  th       mm         El     b    h 
doublet  and  Bond  street  ineipressibles. 

With  their  green  morocco  slippers  on  a  modern 
fender,  in  front  of  a  disgracefully  modem  grate, 
sat  two  youug  gentlemen,  clad  in  "  shawl-patlem" 
dressing  gowns  and  black  silk  stocks,  much  at  va- 
riance with  the  high,  cane-backed  chairs  which  sup- 
ported them.  A  hunch  of  abomination  called  a 
c^ar,  reeked  in  the  left-band  corner  of  the  mouth 
of  one,  and  m  the  right-hand  comet  of  the  mouth 
of  the  other ; — an  arrangement  happily  adapted  for 
the  escape  of  the  noiious  fumes  up  the  chimney, 
without  that  unmereiful  "  funking"  each  other, 
which  a  less  scientific  disposition  of  the  weed  would 
have  induced.  A  small  pembroke  table  filled  op 
the  intervening  space  between  them,  sustajmng,  at 
each  extremity,  an  elbow  and  a  glass  of  toddy ; — 
thus  in  "lonely  pensive  contemplation"  were  the 
two  worthies  occupied,  when  the  "iron  tongue  of 
midnight  had  tolled  twelve." 

"Ghost-time's  come?"  said  Ingoldsby,  taking 
from  his  waistcoat  pocket  a  watch  like  a  gold  half 
crown,  and  consulting  it  aa  thouglf  be  suspected 
the  turret-clock  over  the  stables  of  mendacity. 

"  Hush  1"  said  Charles  ;  "  did  1  not  hear  a  foot- 
step ?" 

There  was  a  pauae :  there  Mos  a  footstep — it 
sounded  distinctly — it  reached  the  door — it  hesi- 
tated, stopped,  and — passed  on. 

Tom  darted  across  the  room,  threw  open  the 
doer,  and  became  aware  of  Mrs.  Botherby  toddling 
to  her  chamber  at  the  other  end  of  the  gallery, 
after  dosing  one  of  the  housemaids  with  an  ap- 
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proved  julep  from  the  Countess  of  Kent'a  "Choice 
MnjiuaL" 

"  Good  night,  air  !"  said  Mra.  Botherby. 

"  Go  to  the  d — 1 1"  said  the  disappointed  ghost- 
hunter. 

An  hour— two — rolled  on,  and  still  no  spectral 
visitation ;  nor  did  aught  iuteriene  to  make  idght 
hideous;  and  when  the  turret-clock  sounded  at 
length  the  hour  of  three,  Ingoldsbj,  whose  pa- 
tience and  grog  were  alike  eihausted,  Sprang  from 
hia  chtdr,  saying — 

"  This  is  all  infernal  nonsense,  mj  good  fellow. 
Deuce  of  any  ghost  shall  we  see  to-night ;  it's  long 
past  the  canonical  hour.  I'm  off  to  bed ;  and  as 
to  jout  breeches,  I'll  jnaure  them  for  the  nest 
twenty-four  bours  at  least,  at  the  price  of  the  buek- 

"  Certainly.— Oh !  thank'ee ;— to  be  sure !"  stam- 
mered Charles,  rousing  himself  from  a  reverie, 
wbich  had  degenerated  into  an  absolute  snooze. 

"Good  night,  my  boy!  Bolt  the  door  behind 
me;  and  defy  the  Pope,  the  Devil,  and  the  Pre- 


the  habiliments  of  the  preceding  day.  The  charm 
was  broken,  the  demon  defeated;  the  tight  grays 
with  the  red  stripe  down  the  seama  vere  yet  in  re- 
runt  Tiaturd,  and  adorned  the  person  of  their  lawful 
proprietor. 

Tom  felicitated  himself  and  his  partner  of  the 
watch  on  the  results  of  their  vigilance ;  but  there 
is  a  rustic  adage,  which  warns  ns  against  self-gratu- 
lation  before  we  are  quite  "  out  of  the  wood." — 
Seaforth  was  yet  within  ila  verge. 

A  rap  at  Tom  Tngoldsby's  door  the  following 
morning  startled  him  as  he  was  shaving  :-^he  cut 
his  chin. 

"  Come  in.  and  be  d — d  to  you!"  said  the  mar- 
tyr, pressing  his  thumb  on  the  scari&ed  epidermis. 
— The  door  opened,  and  eihibil«d  Mr.  Barney  Ma- 

"Well,  Barney,  what  is  it?"  quoth  the  sufferer, 
adopting  the  vernacular  of  hia  visitant, 

"  The  master,  sir " 

"  Well,  what  does  he  want  ?" 

"  The  loanst  of  a  breeches,  plase  your  honor." 

"  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  tell  me — By  heaven, 
this  is  too  goodt"  shouted  Tom,  bursting  into  a 
fit  of  uncontrolhible  laughter.  "  Why,  Barney,  Jou 
don't  mean  to  saythe  ghost  ha«  got  themagiun?" 

Mr.  Maguire  did  not  respond  to  Che  young  squire's 
risibility ;  the  cast  of  his  countenance  was  decidedly 

"Faith,  then,  it's  gone  they  are,  sure  enough! 
Hasn't  meself  been  looking  over  the  bed,  and  un- 
der the  bed,  and  in  the  bed,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
and  divil  a  ha'p'orth  of  breeches  is  there  to  the 
fore  at  all: — Fm  bothered  entirely!" 

"  Hark'ee  1  Mr.  Barney,"  said  Tom,  incautiously 
removing  his  thumb,  and  letUng  a  crimson  Stream 
"incarnadine  the  multitudinous"  lather  that  plas- 
tered his  throat, — "  this  may  be  ail  very  well  with 
your  master,  but  you  don't  humbug  me,  ^r : — tell 
me  Instantly  nhat  have  you  done  with  the  clothes?" 

This  abrupt  transition  from  "lively  to  severe" 
certainly  took  Maguire  by  surprise,  and  he  seemed 
for  an  instant  as  much  disconcerted  as  it  is  pos^ble 
to  disconcert  an  Irish  gentleman's  gentleman. 

"Me?  is  it  meself,  then,  that's  the  ghost,  to 


yonr  honor's  thinking?"  said  he,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  and  with  a  slight  shade  of  indignation  in  his 
tones:  "is  it  I  would  stale  the  master's  things, — 
and  what  would  I  do  with  them  ?" 

"  That  you  best  know ; — what  your  parpose  is  I 
can't  guess,  for  I  don't  think  you  mean  to  '  stale' 
them,  as  you  call  it ;  but  that  you  are  concerned  in 
their  disappearance,  I  am  satined, 
blood! — give  me  a  towel,  Bamcy." 

Maguire   acquitted  himself   of  the  o 
"As  I've  a  sow],  your  honor,"  sud  he,  solemnly, 
"little  it  is  mcaclf  knows  of  the  matter;  and  aiier 

"  What  you've  seen  ?  Why,  what  have  you  seen? 
— Barney,  I  don't  want  to  inquire  into  your  flirta- 
tions;  but  don't  suppose  you  can  palm  off  your 
saucer  eyes  and  gig-lamps  upon  me ! " 

"  Then,  as  sure  as  your  honor  's  standing  there  I 
saw  him :  and  why  wouldn't  I,  when  Miss  Pauline 
was  to  the  fore  as  well  as  meself,  and " 

"  Get  along  with  your  nonsense, — leave  the  room, 

"But  the  master!"  aajd  Barney,  imploringly; 
"and  without  a  breeches! — sure  he'll  be  catching 

"Take  that,  rascal!"  repUed  Ingoldsby,  throw- 
ing a  pair  of  pantaloons  at,  rather  than  to,  him ; 
"but  don't  suppose,  sir,  you  shall  carry  on  your 
tricks  here  with  impunity;  recollect  there  is  such 
a  thing  as  a  treadmill,  and  that  my  father  is  a 
county  magistrate." 

Barney's  eye  flashed  fire, — he  stood  erect,  and 
was  about  to  speak ;  but,  mastering  himself,  not 
without  an  effort,  he  took  up  the'  garment,  and  left 
the  room  as  perpendicular  as  a  quaker. 

"  Ingoldsby,"  s^d  Charies  Seaforth,  after  break- 
fest,  "  this  is  now  past  a  joke  ;  to-day  is  the  last  of 
my  stay ;  for,  notwithstanding  the  ties  which  detain 
me,  common  decency  obliges  me  to  visit  home  after 
so  long  an  absence.  I  shall  come  to  an  immediate 
explanation  with  your  &ther  on  the  subject  nearest 
my  heart,  and  depart  while  1  have  a  change  of 
dress  left.  On  his  answer  will  my  return  depend! 
in  the  mean  time  tell  me  candidly, — I  ask  it  in  all 

your  well-known  propensity  to  boasing?  have  yoit 

"No,  by  Heaven!  Seaforth;  I  fee  what  you 
mean :  on  my  honor,  1  am  as  much  mystified  as 
yourself ;  and  if  your  servant  — — -" 

"  Not  he ; — if  there  be  a  trick,  he  at  least  is  not 

"If  there  be  a,  trick?  Why,  Charles,  do  you 
think " 

"  I  know  not  vihal  to  think,  Tom.  As  surely  as 
you  are  a  living  man,  so  surely  did  that  spectral 
anatomy  visit  my  room  again  last  night,  grin  in  my 
(ace,  and  walk  away  with  my  trousers;  nor  was  I 
able  to  spring  from  my  bed,  or  break  the  clwa 
which  seemed  to  bind  me  to  my  pillow." 

"  Seaforth !"  said  Ingoldsby,  after  a  short  pause, 
"I  will — but  husb!  hero  are  the  girls  and  my  fether. 
— I  will  carry  off  the  females,  and  leave  you  a  clear 
Geld  with  the  governor :  carry  your  point  with  him, 
and  we  will  talk  about  your  breeches  afterwards." 

Tom's  diversion  was  successful;  he  carried  off 
the  ladies  en  maiae  to  look  at  a  remarkable  speci- 
men of  the  class  Dodecandria  Monoggnia, — which 
they  could  not  find  ; — white  Seaforth  marched 
boldly  up  to  the  encounter,  and  carried  "  the  gov- 
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ernor's"  outworks  liy  a  coup  de  main.  I  ehall  not 
stop  to  describe  the  progress  of  the  attack  ;  suffice 
it  that  it  was  aa  auccesaful  as  could  have  been 
wished,  and  that  Seaforth  was  referred  baoL  again 
to  the  lady.  The  happy  lover  was  off  at  a  tangent ; 
the  botanical  party  was  soon  overtaken ;  and  the 
arm  of  Caroline,  whom  a  vajn  endeavor  to  apell 
out  the  Linneean  natne  of  a  dafly-donD-dilly  had 
detained  a  little  in  the  rear  of  the  others,  was  soon 
firmly  locked  in  hia  own. 

What  was  the  world  to  tlieni, 
Its  coIec.  its  Donseaee,  and  its  'breechts'  allF 
Seaforth  was  in  the  seventh  heaven;  he  retired  to 
his  room  that  night  as  happy  as  if  no  such  thing 
aa  a  goblin  had  ever  been  heard  of,  and  person^ 
chattels  wore  as  well  fenced  in  by  law  as  real  prop- 
erty. Not  HO  Tom  Ingoldsby ;  the  mystery — for 
mystery  there  evidently  was, — had  not  only  piqued 
his  curiodty,  but  ruffled  his  temper.  The  watch  of 
the  previous  night  had  been  unsuccessful,  probably 
because  it  was  undisguised.  To-night  he  would 
"ensconce  himself;" — not  indeed  "behind  the  ar- 
ias,"— for  the  little  that  remained  was,  as  wo  have 
Been,  nailed  to  the  wall, — but  in  a  small  closet 
which  opened  from  one  comer  of  the  room,  and, 
by  leaving  the  door  ajar,  would  give  to  its  occu- 
pant a  view  of  all  that  might  pass  in  the  apartment. 
Here  did  the  young  ghost-hunter  take  up  a  posi- 
tion, with  a  good  stout  sapling  under  his  arm,  afuU 
half-hour  before  Seaforth  retired  for  the  night. 
Not  even  his  friend  did  he  let  into  hia  confidence, 
fully  determined  that  if  his  plan  did  not  succeed, 
the  failure  should  be  attributed  to  himself  alone. 

At  the  usual  hour  of  separation  for  the  night, 
Tom  saw,  from  his  concealment,  the  heutenant  en. 
ter  his  room,  and,  after  taking  a  few  turns  in  it, 
with  an  expression  so  joyous  as  to  betoken  that  his 
tfiougtts  were  midnly  oocaiMcd  by  his  approaching 
happiness,  proceed  slowly  to  disrobe  himaelf.  The 
coat,  the  w^stcoat,  the  black  silk  stock,  were  grad- 
ually discarded;  the  green  morocco  slippers  were 
kicked  off,  and  then — ay,  and  then — his  eounte- 
uance  grew  grave;  it  seemed  to  occur  to  him  all 
at  once  that  this  waa  his  last  stake, — nay,  that  the 
very  breeches  he  had  on  were  not  his  own, — that 
to-morrow  morning  was  bis  lost,  and  that  if  he  lost 

iliem ,    A  glance  showed  that  his  mind  waa 

made  up;  he  replaced  the  single  button  he  had  just 
abducted,  and  threw  himself  upon  the  bed  in  a  state 
of  transition, — half  chrysalis,  half  grub. 

Wearily  did  Tom  lugoldsby  watch  the  sleeper  by 
the  flickering  light  of  the  night-lamp,  tilt  the  clock, 
striking  one,  induced  him  to  increase  the  narrow 
opening  which  he  had  leil  for  the  pnrpoae  of  ob- 
servation. The  motion,  slight  as  it  was,  seemed  to 
attract  Charles's  attention;  for  he  rused  himself 
suddenly  to  a  sitting  posture,  Ustened  for  a  moment, 
and  then  stood  upright  upon  the  floor,  Ingotdsby 
waa  on  the  point  of  discovering  himself;  when,  the 
light  flashing  flitl  upon  his  friend's  countenance,  be 
perceived  that,  though  his  eyes  were  open,  "  their 
sense  was  shnl," — that  he  was  yet  under  the  in- 
fluence of  sleep.  Seaforth  advanced  slowly  to  the 
toilet,  lit  his  candle  at  the  lamp  that  stood  on  it, 
then,  going  back  to  the  bed's  foot,  appeared  to 
search  eagerly  for  sometbing  which  he  could  not 
find.  For  a  few  moments  he  seemed  restless  and 
imeasy,  walking  round  the  apartment  and  eiamin- 
ing  tlie  chairs,  till,  coming  fully  in  front  of  a  large 
swing-glass  that  flanked  the  dreasing-table,  he 
paused,  as  if  contemplating  his  figure  in  it.     He 


now  returned  towards  the  bed  ;  put  on  his  slippers, 
and,  with  cautious  and  stealthy  steps,  proceeded 
towards  the  httle  arched  doorway  that  opened  on 
the  private  staircase. 

Aa  he  drew  the  bolt,  Tom  Ingoldsby  emerged 
from  his  hiding-place ;  bat  the  sleep-walker  heard 
him  not ;  he  proceeded  softly  down  stairs,  followed 
at  a  due  diatance  by  his  friend ;  opened  the  door 
which  led  out  upon  the  gardens  ;  and  stood  at  once 
among  the  thickest  of  the  shrubs,  which  there  clns- 
tered  round  the  base  of  a  corner  turret,  and 
screened  the  postern  from  common  observation. 
At  this  moment,  Ingoldsby  had  nearly  spoiled  all  by 
making  a  false  step :  the  sound  attracted  Seaforth  s 
attention, — he  paused  and  turned;  and,  as  the  full 
moon  shed  her  light  directly  upon  bis  pale  and 
troubled  features,  Tom  marked,  almost  with  dismay, 
the  flxed  and  rayless  appearance  of  bis  eyes : — 

There  wss  no  speculation  la  those  orba 

Tbat  he  did  glare  wlthaL 

The  perfect  stillness  preserved  by  his  follower 
seemed  to  reassure  him  ;  he  turned  aside  ;  and  from 
the  midst  of  a  thickset  laurustinus,  drew  forth  a 
gardener's  spade,  shouldering  which  he  proceeded 
with  greater  rapidity  into  the  midst  of  the  shrub- 
bery. Arrived  at  a  certtun  point  where  the  earth 
seemed  to  have  been  recently  disturbed,  he  set  him- 
self heartily  to  the  tasb  of  digging,  till,  having 
thrown  up  several  shovelfuts  of  mould,  he  stopped, 
flung  down  his  tool,  and  very  composedly  began  to 
disencumber  himself  of  his  pajitaloons. 

Up  to  this  moment,  Tom  had  watched  him  with  a 
wary  eye  ;  he  now  advanced  cautiously,  and,  as  his 
friend  was  busily  engaged  in  disentangling  himself 
from  bis  garment,  made  himself  master  of  the 
spade.  Seaforth,  meanwhile,  had  accomplished  his 
purpose :  he  stood  for  a  moment  with 

occupied  in  carefully  rolling  np  the  small-clothes 
into  as  compact  a  form  as  possible,  and  all  heedless 
of  the  breath  of  heaven,  which  might  certainly  be 
supposed,  at  abch  a  moment,  and  in  such  a  pbght, 
to  "  visit  his  frame  too  roughly." 

— He  was  in  the  act  of  stooping  low  to  deposit 
the  pantaloons  in  the  grave  which  he  had  been  dig- 
ging for  them,  when  Tom  Ingoldsby  came  close  be- 
hind him,  and  with  the  flat  side  of  the  spade — 

The  shock  was  effectual ; — never  again  was  Lieu- 
tenant Seaforth  known  to  act  the  part  of  a  som- 
nambulist. One  by  one,  his  breeches, — his  trousers, 
^lis  pantaloons, — his  silk-net  tights, — his  patent 
cords, — his  showy  grays  with  the  broad  red  stripe 
of  the  Bombay  Fehcibles,  were  brought  to  light,-:- 
resoued  from  the  grave  in  which  they  had  been  bu- 
ried like  tbe  strata  of  a  Christmas  pie  ;  and,  after 
having  been  well  aired  by  Mrs.  Boriierby,  became 
once  agidn  eSTective. 

The  family,  the  kdies  especially,  laughed; — the 
Peterses  laughed  ; — the  Simpitinsons  kughed  ; — 
Barney  Maguire  cried  "Botheration!"  and  Jfa'm- 
selle  Fauline,  "  Man  Dieu  /" 

Charles  Seaforth,  unable  to  face  the  quizzing 
which  awaited  him  on  aU  sides,  started  off  two 
hours  earlier  than  be  had  proposed; — he  soon  re- 
turned, however,  and  having,  at  bis  father-in-law's 
request,  ^ven  up  the  occupation  of  rajali-hunting 
and  shooting  nabobs,  led  his  blushing  bride  to  the 

Mr.  Simpkiuson  from  Bath  did  not  attend  the 
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-^,  being  engaged  at  tlie  Grand  Junction 
Meeting' ai  Sfamm,  then  uonp;regaling  from  all 
parts  of  the  known  world  in  the  city  of  Dublin. 
His  essay,  demonstrating  that  tha  globe  is  a  grefit 
oustarrt,  whipped  into  coagulation  by  whirlwinds, 
and  cooked  by  electricity, — a  little  too  much  baked 
in  the  Isle  of  Portland,  and  a  thought  underdone 
about  the  Bog  of  Alhin, — was  highly  spoken  of, 
and    narrowly  escaped   obtaining  a  Bridgewater 


is  Simpkinson  and  ber  aiter  a. 
maids  on  the  occasion ;   the  fovniei 
ilhalamivm,  aud  the  latter  cried  "I-assy  me!"  at 
the  clergyman's  wig.     Some  years  have  since  rolled 


on ;  the  union  has  been  crowned  with  two  or  three 
tidy  little  offshoots  from  the  family  tree,  of  whom 
Master  Neddy  is  "  grand-papa's  darling,"  and  Uary- 
Anne  mamma's  particular  "Sock,"  I  shall  only 
add,  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Beaforth  are  living  together 
quite  as  happily  as  two  good-hearted,  good-tem- 
pered bodies,  very  fond  of  each  other,  can  posdblf 
do :  and  that,  since  the  day  of  his  marriage, 
Charles  has  shown  no  disposition  to  jump  out  of 
bed,  or  ramble  out  of  doors  o'nighls,— though, 
from  his  entire  devotion  to  every  wish  and  whim 
of  his  young  wife,  Tom  insinuatos  that  the  fair 
Caroline  does  still  occasionally  tahe  advantage  of  it 
BO  far  as  to  "  slip  or    " 


A  HOPEFUL  YOUTH. 


I  CASNor  say  that  the  manners  of  my  new  friend 
made  a  very  favorable  impression  upon  me ;  nay,  I 
must  own  that  with  respect  to  my  cousin  Nicholas, 
my  temper  was  even  more  fastidious.  In  vain  did 
tiat  facedoufl  young  gentleman  exhibit  some  of  the 
choicest  specimens  of  bis  wit  for  my  entertdnment ; 
in  vdn  were  the  most  jocose  feats  of  practical  inge- 
nuity, feats  which  convulsed  all  the  grooms  and 
footmen  in  the  house  with  laughter,  brought  for- , 
ward  to  amuse  me ;  in  vun  did  he  tie  the  wheel  of 
a  postH3haise,  which  had  drawn  up  at  a  door  in  the 
Tillage,  to  one  of  the  legs  of  an  adjacent  frait-stall, 
and  occaaon  in  consequence  a  most  ludicrous  sub- 
version of  the  fragile  fabric  on  the  sudden  move- 
ment of  the  vehicle,  to  the  utter  consternation  of  a 
profene  old  apple-woman,  who  loaded  the  unknown 
malefactor  with  her  bittorest  execrations;  in  vain 
did  he  even  exercise  his  humor  on  my  own  person, 
putting  drugs  of  a'  cathartic  quality  into  my  soup, 
or  removing  the  linchpins  from  a  pony-chaise,  which 
I  was  fond  of  driving  about  the  grounds,  and  there- 
by occaaoning  me  an  nnexpected  descent  from  mj 
triumphal  car,  acoomphshed  with  6r  more  of  preci- 
pitation than  grace — still,  I  was  so  weak  as  to  re- 
main insendble  to  his  merit,  and  even  to  look  upon 
these  sprightly  sallies  with  some  degree  of  anger 
and  indignation.  I  have  little  doubt  but  that  I 
must  have  appeared  to  him  a  very  dull  dog,  and 
should  in  all  probability  have  soon  incurred  bis  su- 
preme contempt,  but  for  an  event  which,  I  have 
since  had  reason  to  ima^ne,  changed  in  some  de- 
gree the  nature  of  his  feelings  toward  me. 

The  last  accounts  from  Spdn  had  stated  the  ap- 
proiimation  of  the  two  contending  armies,  and  the 
public  journals  did  not  hedtate  to  speculate  On  the 
probabiUty  of  an  approaching  engagement.  These 
conjectures  derived  much  additional  strength  from 
the  contents  of  private  dispatches;  and,  among 
others,  of  letters  received  by  my  mother  from  her 
husband,  who,  from  his  situation  in  Lord  - 
staff,  had  good  grounds  for  supposing  such  i 
cumstance  to  be  very  likely  to  take  place, 
mother's  anxiety  was,  of  course,  extreme; 
could  I  fail  to  partake  of  the  same  feelings,  when, 
one  morning,  the  rest  of  the  femily  being  already 
assembled  at  breakfast,  my  cousin  Nicholas,  who 
was  usually  later  than  any  other  of  the  party, 
tered  the  room. 

His  couutenance,  unlike  its  usual  expression, 
serious,  and  even  solemn ;  his  step  slow  and  h 


tating,  while  a  degree  of  disorder  was  viable  in  his 
whole  demeanor.  He  took  his  seat  at  the  break- 
fast-table in  silence,  and  began  to  occupy  himself 
with  his  teacup,  bending  down  his  head,  as  if  with 
the  intention  of  shading  his  countenance  from  the 
observation  of  the  company.  My  uncle  at  this  mo- 
ment inquired  for  the  newspaper,  the  invariable 
concomitant  of  his  morning  meal,  and  was  answered 
by  the  butler  that  he  had  placed  it  on  the  table  as 
usual,  before  any  of  the  femily  had  come  down,  ei- 
cept  Mr.  Bullwinkle,  whom  he  thought  he  had  seen 
engaged  in  its  perusal. 

"And  pray,  Mr.  Nick,  what  have  you  done  with 

.!"  cried  Sr  Oliver.     "I  did  not  know  you  had 

een  up  so  early." 
"Done  with  it,   sir?"  stammered   my   coumu. 

Nothing,  sir—that  is,  nothing  in  particular.     I 

ave  left  it  in  my  own  room,  I  dare  say ;  I  can 
fetch  it,  if  you  wish  me,  air — that  is — but  perhaps 
will  like  to  read  it  after  brealifast  P"— and  his 
eye  glanced  significantly  toward  my  mother. 

Its  expression  was  not  to  be  mistaken.  She 
canght  the  alarm  instantly,  and  rising  from  her 
chair,  while  her  trembling  limbs  scarce  sufficed  to 
bear  her  weight,  and  her  fix;e  turned  ashy  pale,  ex- 
elMmed,  "There  is  news  from  Spain!  I  am  sure 
of  it— and  Stafford  is  killed !" 

Her  words  were  electrical,  and  a  Mmultaneous 
conviction  of  their  truth  blanched  every  cheek. 

"Killed!"  returned  my  cousin  Nicholas.  "No, 
my  dear  aunt — that  is — I  hope  not ;  but — there  has 

be  prepared — " 

Mrs.  Stafford's  worst  fears  were  conSrmed;  she 
fainted,  and  was  carried  from  the  room.  In  the 
confuaon  of  the  moment,  no  one  thought  of  inquir- 
ing into  the  sad  particulars  of  the  disaster  that  bad 
overwhelmed  us,  Sir  Oliver  first  asked  the  ques- 
tion, and  demanded  to  see  the  fatal  paper.  My 
cousin  immediately  complied  with  the  requisition, 
and  produced  it  from  his  pocket ;  saying,  coolly,  as 
heput  it  into  his  father's  band,  that  "be  was  sorry 
to  see  bis  aunt  so  discomposed,  as  his  uncle  Stafford 
might  not,  after  all,  be  killed,  or  even  wounded,  as 
his  name  certainly  was  not  in  the  list  of  either  the 
one  or  the  other." 

"Not  in  the  list!"  roared  Sir  Oliver.  "Then 
what  the  d — 1  did  you  mean,  you  young  rascal,  by 
alarming  us  all  in  this  manner?"  and  stood  with  an 
in  which  joy,  surprise. 
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3t  ludicrously  ci 


and  anger, 

I,  aathe  0.  ^      „ 

mereiy  been  once  more  indulging  hia  taate  for 
pleiaaiitry  flashed  upon  my  mind,  sprung  forward 
in  the  heat  of  mj  indignation,  and,  with  a  tolerably 
well-directed  blow  of  my  arm,  levelled  that  jocose 
young  gentleman  with  the  floor. 

A  yell,  ehrill  and  paercing  as  that  of  the  fabled 
mandrttbe,  when  torn  by  the  hand  of  violence  from 
its  parent  earth,  accompanied  his  proatration,  and 
the  ill-concealed  triumph  which  had  begun  to  spar- 
kle in  his  eye  at  the  saccesa  of  his  atratagem,  gave 
way  to  a  strong  aprearance  of  di^ust  at  this  forci- 
ble appeal  to  hia  feeling»i.  But  Sir  Oliver,  with  all 
his  partiality  for  his  heir,  was  at  this  moment 
«i^i7  to  take  np  hia  cause :  he  ordered  him  inats 
Ij  out  of  the  room,  while  I  hurried  ofi"  to  console 
my  mother  with  the  intelligence  that  the  fears  she 
had  been  so  cruelly  eubjooted  to  were  altogethi 
groundless,  and  that. the  aSair,  to  use  a  fceiiuei 
and  favorite  phrase  of  my  eouein  Nicbolas,  wa 
"nothing  but  a  jolly  good  hoai  from  beginning  to 

I  found  my  mother  still  suffering  severely  under 
the  imprcsaon  that  the  blood  of  her  beloved  hus- 
band had  mingled  with  that  of  many  of  hia  brave 
countrymen  in  crimsoning  the  plains  of  Talavera. 
Punful  as  it  was  to  witness  her  distress,  I  almost 
dreaded  to  inform  her  that  she  had  been  imposed 
upon,  lest  the  sudden  transition  from  deepa' 
eitreme  joj,  on  finding  her  apprehensions  ft 
iafety  entirely  groundless,  should  prove  too  i 
for  her  a^tated  mind,  and  plunge  her  perhaps 
a  situation  still  more  to  be  dreaded  than  that 
of  inaen^bility  icom  which  she  was  now  beginning 
slowly  to  emerge. 

Fortunately,  while  I  waa  yet  meditating 
best  method  of  conveying  the  happy  newi 
with  the  cauOon  it  required.  Dr.  Drench  w 
ered  into  the  apartment.  The  worthy  old  butler, 
on  seeing  the  condition  in  which  his  mistress  had 
been  borne  from  the  breaklast  parlor,  had  hurried, 
unbidden,  m  search  of  that  gentleman's  assistance, 
and  had  luckily  found  him  at  his  own  house,  which 
was  situate  scarcely  a  hnndred  yards  distant  from 
the  avenue  leading  to  the  HalL  When  he  arrived, 
the  good  doctor  was  in  the  very  act  of  mounting  his 
galloway,  a  tight  tittle  Suffolk  punch  of  more  "bone" 
than  "  mettle,  in  order  to  pay  a  visit  to  a  patient. 
Of  course,  no  persuaaon  was  necessary,  under  the 
drcumatances,  to  induce  him  to  alter  his  route  for 
the  present ;  and,  having  stored  his  pockets  with  a 
profuMOQ  of  the  usual  restoratives,  a  very  few  min- 
utes brought  him  to  Mrs.  Stafford's  bedside.  Taking 
him  aside  to  the  window,  I,  in  as  few  words  as  pos- 
sible, recounted  to  him  the  cause  of  my  mother's 
sndden  indispoaitioo,  logether  with  the  real  state  of 
the  case,  the  assurance  of  which  would,  I  was  per- 
suaded, prove  the  most  effectual  remedy  for  her 
disorder;  then,  leavmg  it  to  his  discretion  to  an- 
nounce the  glad  tidings  in  the  manner  most  befitting 
the  occasion,  I  retired  from  the  room.  The  worthy 
doctor,  not  being  blessed  with  a  very  keen  relish 
for  the  ridieulouB,  was  at  first  a  good  deal  shocked 
at  my  narration,  and,  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart, 
cursed  my  cousin  Nicholas  for  "a  mischievous 
joung  cub ;"  but  then  it  may  be  observed  in  pallia- 
tion, that  Drench  was  but  a  plain  man,  with  very 
little  taste  for  humor.  By  his  care  and  skill,  how- 
p,  together  with  the  judicious  way  in  which  he 
—  ^'lohis  patient,  after  a  free  use  of  the 


lancet,  the  information  which  had  indeed  nearly 
again  overwhelmed  her,  such  beneficial  effects  were 
produced  as  to  warrant  him,  on  joining  us  in  the 
parlor  below,  in  holding  out  the  strongest  hopes 
that  no  ulterior  consequences  of  a  more  serious  or 
unpleasant  nature  would  attend  the  execution  of 
my  cousin's  frolic. 

Sir  Ohver  pressed  the  doctor  strongly  to  stay  and 
partake  of  our  family  dinner;  this  invitation,  how- 
ever, frankly  as  it  was  proftfered,  he  thought  fit 
most  positively  to  decline.  Indeed,  ever  since  the 
surreptitious  abduction  of  his  queue,  which  had 
taken  place  on  the  memorable  occasion  of  the  par- 
ty formerly  mentioned,  he  had  been  rather  shy  of 
committing  his  person  within  the  four  walls  of  Un- 
derdown  Hall,  except  under  circumstances  of  pro- 
fesMonal  emergen<jy.  He  had  by  this  time,  after 
infinite  care  and  pains,  succeeded  in  rearing  another 
pigtail  to  a  size  and  longitude  nearly  coequal  with 
(hose  of  its  lamented  predecessor.  It  was  once 
again  lotui  ta-ei  atque  rottiiukis,  and  its  proprietor 
was,  therefore,  not  without  reason,  especiidty  ap- 
prehenwve  lest  the  scissora  of  my  cousin  Nicholas, 
scarcely  less  fat«l  than  those  of  the  Faroe,  might 
once  more  subject  this  cherished  appendage  to  the 
unpleasant  ceremony  of  a  divorce.  Despite,  there- 
fore, the  Circffan  allurements  of  a  fine  haunch  of 
forest  mutton,  his  favorite  joint.  Dr.  Drench  shook 
mo  cordially  by  the  hand,  bowed  to  Sir  Oliver  and 
the  captain,  and  quitted  the  house. 

My  uncle,  wliose  love  and  regard  for  his  sister, 
always  sincere,  were,  perhaps,  greater  at  this  than 
at  any  former  period  of  his  Kfe,  was  truly  rqoiced 
to  find  that  no  seriously  unpleasant  efi'ects  were 
likely  to  ensue  from  what,  now  hia  apprehensions 
were  allayed,  he  began  to  consider  as  a  pardonable, 
though  somewhat  too  lively,  ebullition  of  youthful 
vivacity ;  he  had  even  begun  to  eiplain  to  the  cap- 
tain, for  the  five  hundredth  time,  what  a  desideratum 
it  was  that  a  boy  should  have  a  little  mischief — a 
"Kttle  spice  of  the  d — I,"  as  he  phrased  it,  "in  . 
him ;"  the  captidn,  in  no  wise  relaxing  from  his  ac- 
customed taciturnity,  was  very  composedly  occupy- 
ing himself  in  arranging  the  men  upon  the  back- 
gammon board,  and  neither  assented  nor  demurred 
proposition  which  be  had  so  often  heard  laid 
n  by  his  host  before;  whQo  1,  in  that  restless, 
fidgety  state  of  mind  which  one  feels  when  sitbsid- 
ng  agitation  has  not  yet  quite  sunk  into  compesure, 
was  endeavoring  to  divert  the  unpleasant  current 
of  my  thoughts  by  turning  over  the  leaves  of  the 
'  tt  new  novel,  brought  by  Miss  Kitty  Pyefinch 
)m  the  circulating  library  at  Underdown,  when  a 
■ange  medley  of  voices  and  confusion  of  sounds, 
portending  some  new  calamity,  and  proceeding 
from  the  outward  hall,  arrested  my  attention, 
caused  even  the  imperturbable  captain  to  rdse  hia 
eyes  from  his  game,  and  drew  from  Sir  Oliver  Bull- 
winkle  the  abrupt  exclamation,  "What  the  devU'a 
that  ?" 

The  sounds  evidently  and  rapidly  approached;  in 

few  seconds,  the  parlor  door  Sew  open,  and  a  fig- 

pe,  which,  by  its  general  outline  only,  could  be 

recognized  as  that  of  Drench,  occupied  the  vacant 

space,  while  the  background  of  die  picture  was 

filled  up  by  an  assemblage  of  sundry  domestics, 

bearing  clothes-brushes  and  rubbers  of  various  de- 

iptions,  and  exhibiting  a  set  of  countenances  in 

every  one  of  which  respect,  and  a  strong  inclination 

risibility,  manifestly  contended  for  the  mastery. 

The  unexpected  appeantnce  of  such  a  phenome- 


,,  Google 


A  HOPEFUL  TOUTH. 


941 


non  e  idled  ecarcely  less  surprise  and  astonishment 
in  my  own  mimd  than  in  that  of  Sir  Oliver,  who 
stood  gazing  on  the  apparition  with  symptoms  of 
the  most  undisguised  amazement,  till  a  voice,  bro- 
ken by  passion,  and  impeded  by  the  mud,  which 
filled  the  mouth  of  the  speaker,  stammered  ont : 

"  Look  here,  Sir  OUver !  I  beg  you  will  look  here 
— this  is  another  of  the  triobB  of  your  precious  son 
Nicholas.  His  behavior  is  unbearable — he  ia  a  pest 
to  the  whole  neighborhood,  Sir  Oliver." 

"Why,  what  ou  earth  ia  all  Uiia  about?  What 
is  the  matter,  my  good  friend?" 

"Matter! — the  deril's  the  matter — almost  dislo- 
cating my  neck's  the  matter.  Tni  a  plain  man,  Sir 
Oliver" — no  one  who  looked  in  poor  Drench's  face 
could  gainsay  the  assertion — "lam  a  plain  man, 
and  I  now  tell  you  pUiiily,  that  if  you  do  not  curb 
that  young  man's  propenaty  to  mischipf,  some  time 
or  other  he  will  come  to  be  hanged '  Only  see 
what  a  pickle  I  am  In  1" 

The  last  sentence  was  uttered  m  a  lachrymose 
whine,  so  different  from  the  highly  raised  tone  in 
which  the  former  part  of  the  invectue  had  been 
pronounced,  that  my  uncle,  who  had  begun  to  bris- 
tle at  hearing  the  lineal  heir  of  &ir  Roger  de  Bull 
winkle  consigned  thus  unoeremomously  to  the 
superintendence  of  Mr.  Ketch,  was  immediately 
mollified,  and  his  attention  being  thus  pointedly 
attracted  to  the  rueful  appearance  exhibited  by  the 
doctor,  his  anger  was  forthwith  subdued.  Dr. 
Drench  was  a  little  punchy  figure  of  a  man,  stand- 
ing about  five  feet  nothing,  plump  and  round  as  a 
E'il;  he  was  placed  opposite  to  Sir  Oliver,  dilating 
s  height  to  the  very  utmost,  and  if  he  did  not  on 
this  occasion  add  a  cubit  to  hia  stature,  it  was  mani- 
festly from  sheer  inability,  and  not  from  any  want 
of  inclination;  his  snuif-colored  coat,  black-silb 
waistcoat,  kerseymeres,  and  "continuations,"  no 
longer  boasted  that  unsullied  purity,  in  all  the  pride 
of  which  they  had  quitted  Underdown  Hall  not  half 
an  hour  before ;  a  thick  inciusUtion  of  dark  blue 
mud,  agreeably  relieved  by  spots  of  the  most  vivid 
crimson,  now  covered  them  with  plastic  tenacity, 
rendering  their  original  tinla  acareely  discernible 
by  the  most  microscopic  eye.  Nor  had  the  visage 
of  the  uuforiimate  gwitleman  escaped  much  better, 
^  ........  ...    gQ^^i^ 


since,  but  for  the  Sanguine  cu 

rent  which 

down  the  lowi 

'  part  of  his  face 

n  ft  double 
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If  Pope's  assertion  bo  6oprect,  when,  following 
Ariosto,  he  pronounces  that  all  things  lost  ou  earth 
are  treasured  a  the  moon,  the  doctor's  well-brushed 
beaver  was,  in  all  probability,  by  this  time  safely 
lidd  up  in  that  poetical  repository  of  missing  chat- 
tels, for  below  it  was  imqaeHtionably  nowhere  to  be 
found :  its  place,  however,  was  supplied  by  a  cap 
of  the  same  adhesive  material  as  that  which  deco- 
rated his  face  and  habiliments,  affording  strong  pre- 
sumptive evidence  that  whatever  portion  of  his  per- 
son had  first  emerged  from  the  ditch  he  had  so 
lately  evacuated,  his  bead  had  at  all  events  taken 
precedence  on  his  entry  into  it.  His  pigtail,  loo — 
that  darling  object  of  !us  fondest  affection,  to  guard 
whose  sacred  hairs  from  the  remotest  chance  of 
violation,  he  had  so  reluctantly  decUned  the  Baro- 
net's proffered  cheer — stood  forth  no  longer  a 
splendid  specimen  of  the  skill  of  Humphrey  Wil- 
liams, sole/risetw  to  the  village  of  Underdown,  but 


now  exhibited  indeed  but  a  melancholy  re ___ 

to  the  real  appendage  of  that  unclean  animal  from 
which  it  had  metaphorically  derived  its  designation. 

Eueful,  indeed,  was  the  appearance  of  the  worthy 
disciple  of  Galen,  as  he  underwent  the  scrntbiring 
gaze  of  Sir  Oliver,  who  found  it  very  convenient  at 
the  same  lime  to  have  recourse  to  a  family  snuff- 
hoi  which  he  usually  carried  about  his  person.  In 
this  mode  of  proceeding  he  was  imitated  by  the 
captain,  who  now  for  the  first  time  broke  silence  to 
request  the  favor  of  a  pinch  from  the  well-known 
(oJoHere,  after  which  a  more  specific  inquiry  was 
instituted  into  the  predisposing  and  proximate 
causes  of  Dr.  Drench's  disaster. 

Those  causes  were,  alasl  but  too  soon  made 
manifest. 

My  cou^n  Nicholas,  it  seems,  had  encountered 
the  doctor  at  the  Hall  door,  on  his  return,  and  had 
stopped  him  to  make  inquiries  respecting  the  health 
of  his  patient,  whose  indispoation  he  vehemently 
deplored,  uttering  a  thousand  regrets  that  a  ailly 
jokeofhisown  Hhonld  have  produced  it.  For  this, 
he  declared  he  should  never  be  able  to  forgive  him- 
self;  although,  as  he  protested,  it  had  never  enter- 
ed his  ima^nation  that  the  trick  could  have  been 
attended  with  consequences  so  alarming.  Touched 
by  his  remorse,  the  good  doctor  comforted  hira 
with  the  information  that,  if  nothing  occurred  to 
produce  a  relapse,  his  aunt  would  not,  he  trusted, 
be  so  serious  a  sufferer  as  he  had  at  first  feared; 
he  then  seized  the  opporiiunity  to  read  his  young 
penitent  a  short  but  energetic  lecture  on  the  folly 
and  wickedness  (so  he  expressed  himself)  of  thus 
terrifying,  or  even  inconveniencing  others,  merely 
to  gratify  a  silly  and  mischievous  propensity. 

My  cousin  Nicholas  listened  to  these  well-intend-' 
ed  and  well-delivered  observations,  with  the  pro- 
foundeat  attention ;  he  heaved  a  sigh  at  their  con- 
clurion,  and  with  a  becoming  gravity  assented  to 
their  justice,  at  the  same  time  volunteering  a  pro- 
mise that  this  olFence  should  be  his  last.  Pleased 
with  the  effect  of  his  own  oratory,  and  nothing 
doubting  that  the  contrition  ol  the  youthful  offend- 
er was,  for  the  moment  at  least,  sincere.  Dr.  Drench 
put  one  foot  into  the  stirrup  attached  to  his  gallo- 
way, which  a  groom  had  now  led  out,  and  tirowing 
his  leg  over  the  saddle,  failed  to  remark  that  hia 
proselyte  had  taken  the  opportunity  afforded  by  his 
back  being  turned  for  the  nonce,  to  introduce  a 
large  thistie  beneath  the  tail  of  the  quadruped  on 
whose  back  he  had  now  attuned  so  perilous  an  ele- 
vation. 

Tho  effect  was  obvious  and  immediate:  utterly 
unaccustomed  to  any  apphcation  of  a  similar  de- 
Bcripdon,  and  highly  resenting  the  indignity  thus 
offered  to  his  person.  Punch,  as  sober  a  gelding  aa 
any  in  the  three  kingdoms,  instantiy  evinced  hia 
sense  of  the  degradation  to  which  he  had  been  sab- 
jected,  by  violent  and  repeated  caicitrationit,  of  no 
common  altitude,  and  distributed  in  every  possible 
direction.  Becoming  every  moment  more  eager  toi 
relieve  himself  from  so  disgraceful  and  inconvenient 
on  adjunct  as  that  which  now  encumbered  and  an- 
noyed his  rear,  be  at  length  took  the  resolution  of 
starting  off  B,t  score,  and  soon  deviated  so  much 
from  his  usually  rectilinear  mode  of  progression  as 
to  convey  his  hapless  rider  to  the  edge  of  a  large 
sewer,  into  which  all  the  filth  and  drainingaof  the 
Hall  stables,  together  with  other  not  less  noisome 
concomitants,  eventually  flowed.  Here,  on  the 
very  brink  of  this  abyss,  an  unlucky  curvet,  describ- 
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ing  an  angle  of  fortj-five  degrees,  disiiiouiit*d  the 
hapless  equestrian,  and  precijMtated  him  head-fore- 
most into  the  centre  of  the  "  vast  profound." 

But  for  the  groom,  who  had  brought  the  doctor 
his  horse,  and  who  had  witnessed  the  whole  of  the 
foregoing  seene,  poor  Dr.  Drench  would  probably 
have  encountered  a  fate  compared  with  which,  the 
not  allogether  disBimilar  end  of  the  "  Young  princes 
murther'd  in  the  Tower"  mi^ht  have  been  esteemed 
a  merciful  dispensation ;  smce,  whether  we  sub- 
scribe to  Walpole's  "Doubts"  or  not,  there  is  no 
reason  to  ima^ne  that  the  means  employed  for  the 
suffocation  of  the  royal  innocents  was  attetided  by 
that  "rank  compound  of  villainous  smells"  which 
serred,  in  the  present  case,  to  heighten  the  catas- 
trophe. Hy  his  assistance  the  sufferer  was,  with 
some  difficulty,  extricated  from  the  imminent  peril 
into  which  he  had  been  plunged,  and  was  recon- 
ducted to  the  Hall,  whither  he  once  more  repaired 
for  the  double  purpose  of  complaint  and  depuria- 

These  particulars  were,  not  without  some  little 
trouiile,  at  length  collected  fiom  the  soiled  lips  of 
the  indignant  doctor,  and  confirmed  by  the  supple- 
meotarj  attestation  of  the  servant  who  had  ob- 
served the  transaction,  and  whose  levity  in  giving 
hia  evidence— the  fellow  absolutely  grinned— diew 
down  upon  him  a  well-merited  rebuke  from  the 
court.  A  summons  was  instantly  dispatched,  com- 
manding the  immediate  attendance  of  the  accused ; 
but  my  cousin  Nicholas  was  at  this  precise  moment 
nowhere  to  be  found. 

That  considerate  young  gentleman,  on  witnessing 
the  "  Descent  of  Drench,"  being  well  aware  that 
liberty  unexpectedly  recovered  is,  in  nine  instances 
out  of  ten,  abused,  and  most  apt  to  degenerate  into 
licentiousness,  hastily  followed  the  enfranchised 
Bteed,  with  a  view  to  prevent  any  mischief  which 
might  accrue  to  himself  or  others  from  this  his  sud- 
den manumisMon.  The  end  of  the  avenue,  which 
opened  on  the  high-road  near  to  the  entrance  of 
the  village  of  Undcrdown,  presented  a  formidable 
barrier  to  the  further  progress  of  the  liberated  nag, 
in  the  shape  of  a  lofty  gate,  fianked  on  each  ^de  by 
a  thick  plantation  of  evergreens.  To  leap  it  was 
out  of  the  question,  as  poor  Fundi  held  fox-hunting 
in  utter  abomination,  ind  had  never  cleared  any 
thing  more  formidable  than  a  gutter  in  his  life  ;  to 
eecApe  on  either  side  was  impossible — the  shrubs 
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were  absolutely  impervious ;  so,  having  discovered 
during  a  moment  of  hesitation,  what  the  headlong 
precipitation  of  his  flight  had  hitherto  prevented 
him  from  perceiving,  namely,  that  he  had  long 
since  got  rid  of  his  old  tormentor,  the  thistle — aU 
these  considerations,  joined  with  the  recollection 
that  he  had  neither  galloped  so  long  nor  so  fast  at 
any  one  time  during  the  last  fourteen  years,  in- 
duced the  philosophic  Pmich  to  await  quietly  my 
cousin's  approach,  and  once  more  to  surrender  his 
newly-acquired  freedom  without  making  a  single 

Having  thus  possessed  himself  of  a  horse,  my 
cousm  !^icholas  thought  he  would  take  a  ride. 

Maoy  reasons  concurred  to  render  his  availing 
himself  of  the  opportunity  particularly  advisable  ; 
in  the  first  place,  horse-exorcise  is  strongly  recom- 
mended by  the  faculty,  and  has  a  tendency  toward 
bracing  the  nerves ;  then,  it  happened  to  be  a  re- 
markably fine  day;  inclination  prompted,  opportu- 
nity courted  him,  and  he  was,  moreover,  morally 
certun,  from  the  situation  in  which  he  had  last  be- 
held him,  that  the  owner  of  his  Pegasus  stood  in  db 
sort  of  need  of  him  at  present ;  in  addition  to  all 
which,  an  undefined  susincion  had  by  this  time  en- 
tered my  cousin's  head,  that  certain  disputatious 
bickerings  might,  by  possibility,  arise  at  the  Hall 
out  of  the  circumstances  which  had  so  lately  taken 
place,  and  that  a  controversy  might  ensue,  in  which 
be  might  find  himself  personally  involved  to  an  ex- 
tent somewhat  greater  than  would  be  altogether 
pleasant  to  his  feelings.  Now,  my  cousin  Nicholas 
hated  argument  and  squabbling  about  trifles,  nor 
was  he  ever  known  to  enjoy  ft  joke  at  his  own  ei- 

Any  of  these  motives,  if  taken  separately,  would 
have  been  sufficient :  there  was  no  resisting  them 
all  in  combination ;  so  my  cousin  cantered  away, 
and,  having  a  pretty  taste  enough  for  the  pictu- 
resque, was  highly  delighted  by  several  charming 
prospects  of  the  suirounding  country  which  be  en- 
countered in  the  course  of  his  ride.  So  much, 
indeed,  did  they  engross  his  attention,  that  timo 
slipped  away  unheeded,  and  he  did  not  reach  Un- 
derdown  Halt,  on  hia  return,  till  long  after  the  hour 
which  had  dismissed  the  doctor  to  his  own  "Sweet 
Home,"  as  well  scoured,  scrubbed,  and  scraped,  as 
if  he  had  gone  through  a  regular  course  of  brick- 
dust,  sand,  and  emery  paper. 
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As  Buckiand  was  boring  for  quartz  and  feldspar. 

And  lignite  in  Pevensey  level. 
The  downward  geologist  ventured  too  far. 

And  struck  the  red  tiles  of  the  Devil. 

"How  now?"  quoth  the  demon,  aroused  by  the 
shock. 

You've  broken  my  vitrified 
Hy  pavcmont  Mosaic  was  prin 

Till  you  came  to  batter 


"  ffie  elsewhere,  and  dig  for  your  stratified  stuff. 

Your  laminate,  yellow,  and  blue ; 
Your  miocene,  pliocene,  gypsum,  and  stuft^ 

Or  I'll  soon  make  a  fos^  of  you. 


"Don't  stand  with  your  hammer  there,  tapping 

Learn,  mortal,  to  quake  at  my  powcrl 
Know  then,  that  Fm  BeeiKCbub,  roaming  about. 
Intent  upon  whom  to  devour  !" 

"Come,  come,"  quoth  the  other,  "this  vaporing 
smother. 

Your  pepper  is  rather  too  strong; 
Your  horns  and  your  hooia  are  infallible  proofs 

Of  the  genus  to  which  you  belong. 

'I  feel  not  a  jot  of  alarm  for  myself, 

I  go  from  your  appetite  free ; 
for,  ruminant,  mild,  graminivorous  elf, 

I  know  that  you  can't  devour  me." 
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The  follomns  account  of  the  !at«  eccer 
noblenian  who  bore  this  title,  was  published  i 
Paris  paper  in  October,  1826. — No  one  has  hit 
claims  to  a  distinguished  place  in  the  history  of 
centricitj  than  M.  Egerton,who  has  for  several  years 
borne  the  name  of  Lord  Bridgewater.  Those  who 
have  once  seen  this  meagre  personage  drag  himself 
along,  supported  by  two  huge  lacqueys,  with  his 
sugar-loaf  hat  slouched  down  over  his  eyes,  cannot 
taH  to  recognize  him.  An  immense  fortune  enables 
hiip  to  gratify  the  most  eitravagant  caprices  that 
ever  passed  Uirough  the  head  of  a  rich  EJaglishman. 
If  he  be  lent  a  book,  he  carries  bis  politeness  so  far 
as  to  send  it  back,  or  rather  have  it  conducted 
home  in  a  carriage.  He  gives  orders  that  two  of 
his  most  stately  steeds  be  harnessed  to  one  of  his 
chariots,  and  the  volume,  reclining  at  ease  iu  mi- 
lord's seat  arrives,  attended  by  four  footmen  in 
costly  livery,  at  the  door  of  its  astonished  owner. 
His  carriage  is  frequently  to  be  seen  filled  with  his 
dogs.  He  besWws  great  care  on  the  feet  of  these 
dogs,  and  orders  them  boots,  for  which  he  pays  as 
dearly  as  for  his  own.  Lord  Bridgewater's  costume 
Is  an  excellent  one  for  the  bootmaker ;  ftir  beddes 
the  four  feet  of  his  dogs,  the  supply  of  his  own  two 
feet  must  give  constant  employment  to  several 
operatives.  He  putB  on  a  new  pair  of  boots  every 
day,  carefully  preserving  those  he  has  once  worn, 
and  ranging  them  in  order ;  he  commands  that 
none  abjoR  touch  tfaem,  but  himself  takes  great 


pleasure  m  ol  aening  how  much  of  the  year  he  has 
each  day  passed,  by  observing  the  state  of  hia 
boots.  Lord  Egerton  is  a  man  of  few  acquaintance, 
and  very  few  of  hia  countrymen  have  got  as  far  as 
dining-hall.     His  table,  however,  is  constantly 


set  01 


with  a  dozen  c 
d 

N 


'ho   h 


par  ak  m  d  ated  very 

gra  h   rs         b  a        k      round  his 

n    k,     Thes    h  q    d    p        as  f  grateful 

fo  h  d  mp         hcmaelves 

d  n  g    h       m  pas         h     d  i^ncy  and 

d  mhihwulddm         hh  to  a  par- 

ty of  gentlemen;  hut  i^  by  chance,  one  of  them 
should,  without  due  consideration,  obey  the  natural 
instiuet  of  his  appetite,  and  transgress  any  one  of 
the  rules  of  good  manners,  his  punishment  is  at 
hand.  You,  perhaps,  gentle  reader,  suppose  that 
corporeal  punishment  is  meant ;  but  nc — you  are 
mistaken;  'tis  in  hia  self-love  that  the  offender  is 
punished.  The  day  following  the  day  of  his  offence, 
the  dog  dines,  and  even  dines  well ;  but  not  at  mi- 
lord's table,  and  as  becomes  a  dog  to  dine;  banished 
to  the  antechamber,  and  dressed  in  livery,  he  eats 
in  sorrow  the  bread  of  shame,  and  picks  the  hone 
of  mortification,  while  his  place  at  table  remiuns 
vacant  till  his  repentance  luis  merited  a  generous 


THE  BLESSINGS  OP  LIFR 
hen  the  devil  engaged  with  Job's  patience  in  battle 
Tooth  and  nail  strove  Mi  worry  him  out  of  bis  life, 
)  robb  d  him  of  children,  slaves,  houses,  and  cattle, 
Bui,  mark  me,  he  ne'er  thought  of  taking  hia  wifel 


A  WHET  BEFORE  DnfflER. 
Too  late  for  dinner  by  an  hour, 
The  dandy  enter' d— in  a  shower 
Caught,  and  no  coach  when  mostly  wish'd, 
The  beaa  was,  like  the  dinner,  diA'd. 
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MANNERS    MAKES    THE    MAN. 


Know  ye  the  wight  one  frequent  meets, 
With  brazen  lungs  around  the  streets, 

Soliciting  ajob? 
Hifl head  in  ^ovelhat  eneased, 
His  legs  in  cotton  hose  embraceii. 

And  nick-named  "  Dusty  Bob  T' 

Ton  hold  in  small  account,  no  doubt, 
One  who  "  dual,  ho!"  dotli  bawl  about. 

Yet  low  as  his  estate, 
Some  philosophic  thoughts  belong 
To  him  whose  lime  is  passed  among 

The  ashes  of  the  grate. 

Still,  these  are  ma.tters  nil  apart 
From  thj  deagn,  my  mu5«,  who  art 

Just  now  intent  to  teU 
An  episode  of  humble  life. 
That  was  with  courtly  manners  rife. 

And  thus  the  chance  befell. 


"The  rosy  mom,  with  blushes  spread, 
-  Now  rose  from  out  Tithonua'  bed," 

Which  means,  the  world  had  set 
(For  these  are  unromantio  days) 
About  Its  work,  and  gone  its  ways. 

Forthwith  to  toil  and  sweat. 


Among  the  miiDj  that  arise. 
To  pay  their  morning  sacrifice. 
That  is,  to  Juggernaut 


In  Booth,  to  speak,  we  would  ni 

To  state  these  fellows  ever  snoo 

For  bitter  as  the  bore  is. 


But  to  my  tale :  at  break  of  day. 
Up  rose  the  hero  of  my  lay, 

•    With"  hope  hia  spirits  buoy'd; 
And  ever  as  he  fill'd  his  cart. 
He  felt  a  space  beneatJi  his  heart 
ElslabJshing  a  void. 


Load  and  more  loud  the  m 

Like  an  kalian  harp,  whose  ^gha 

At  first  breathe  gently  ;  but 
Wild  muMC  from  lis  bosom  springs. 
When,  the  wind  howls  among  the  strings, 

And  agitates  the  gut. 

Though  Bob  knew  nought  of  ^olus, 
He  learnt,  from  this  internal  fuss, 

'Twas  time  for  breakfast  now: 
Or,  as  he  said,  "for  bit  and  sup. 
His  innerda  was  a  kicking  up 

Kch  a  unkimmon  row." 


'Twas  thus  intent  on  dejeuner. 
Our  hungry  dustman  took  his  way, 

Iq  search  of  fitting  food : 
Kor  long  hia  quest,  until  he  came, 
Where  a  spruce,  gay,  and  buiom  dame, 

Behind  a  counter  stood. 


And,  as  with  homy  list  he  smoothed  his  hair, 
He  thus  bespoke  that  lady  debonaire; 
"  Cut  us  a  slap  up  slice  of  Cheshire  cheese, 
And  tip's  a  twopenny  burster,  if  you  please." 
Here,  'tis  befitting  to  relate  the  guise. 
In  which  Bob  met  the  gentle  lady's  eyes. 
A  poll  with  matted  carrots  thatclied, 
A  face  with  mud  and  smut  bepalched, 
A  neck  and  chest  scarce  half  begirt 
With  a  lugubrious,  yellow  shirt, 
A  slip  of  waistcoat  here  and  there. 
Breeches,  a  demi-s 


Suchw 


When  such  ai 


stige  of  a  coat — 
ir  earthly  sans  cwlotte. 


n  apparition  met  her  view, 

tvnat  was  most  natural  the  dame  should  d< 

Strwghtway  address  her  dainty  self, 

To  seek  the  treasures  of  her  shelf? 

Or  dap  some  musty,  andquated  crust, 

Between  the  fingers  of  the  man  of  dust  ? 


The  latter,  doubtless,  and  it  so  fell  out, 
Turning,  with  ill-dissembled  scorn,  about. 
The  lady-baker  hardly  deigned  to  drop 
Into  his  palm  the  patriarch  of  the  shop ; 
A  scnerable  roU,  a  fiiture  there— 
A  household  nest-egg  of  the  botdangire. 


Here  a  domestic 

(Soon  after  i 

Wreathed  him,  s 


Thot 


.     Among  the/oTOr; 
And  happened,  accidentally,  to  be 

Chez  lui. 
When  madame  put  the  piece  of  antique  bread 
Into  our  dustman's  band,  as  hath  been  saiA. 


Now,   let  me  ask,   had  Chesterfield  been 

placed, 
What  time   his   chyls   with   exercise  was 

braced. 
To  make  bis  meal  from  off  a  living  mess, 
D'ye  think,  my  Lord  had  kept  ^'^  politesse  / 
Or  acted,  as  lUd  Bob,  the  man  of  dirt. 
Who,  on  the  instant  that  he  did  insert 
His  thumb  and  finger  in  that  roll  so  stale, 
Pull'd  out  the  squeaking  vermin  by  the  tail ; 
And  seeing  that  the  bak'ress  looked  aghast 
Upon  the  means  she  gave  to  break  hia  fast — 
Blandly  observed,  "There's  some  mistake  in 

I  didn't  ai.  you  for  a  sandwich.  Miss  l" 
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BONAPARTE  AT  MISS  FROXraCE'S  SCHOOL. 


ind  of  infancy  [s  sdd  to  resemble  n 

rtdiily,  fror-  '■ '■ '- -"•-- 


Th 


> .„  ,„e  aimile.     The  impreHBiona  made  i 

children  by  public  events  are  verj  curious, 
warrant  us  in  looking  back  upon  boyhood  as 
of  the  very  greenest  spots  of  our  eiistenoe. 
the  following  chapter  will  be  found  a  few  Juvb 


spoon,  fork,  and  i 
fichooiinistress, 
character  of  the 
pressed  itself 


rrendered  the  customary 
^Is  into  the  hands  of  my 
I  no  doubt  the  warlike 
which  she  lived  had  im- 


During  the  very  stirring  events  that  were  taking 
place  on  the  Continent  of  Europe  in  the  early  part 
of  the  present  century,  my  father,  who  was  a  re- 
Bpectabte  attorney,  thought  it  prudent  to  place  me 
at  a  preparatory  school  near  Ken^ngCon.  Wbile 
Rtt  was  boldly  contending  against  the  revoiution- 
arj  mania  of  France,  I  was  engaged  in  a  laborious 
contest  with  the  i^flicnldes  of  Lindley  Hurray.  It 
was  almost  on  the  very  day  of  Badajoz  being  taken, 
that  I  succeeded  in  mastering  the  last  chapter  of 
the  Mother's  Catechism;  and  the  same  post  that 
brouglit  news  of  WeUington  having  forced  the  en- 
emy's lines,  and  secured  his  colore,  gave  intelli- 
gence of  my  having  carried  off  the  silver  pen  in 
triumph,  as  a  pme  for  writing  against  my  school' 
fellows. 

While  Napoleon  Bonaparte  was  taking  lessons  in 
the  art  of  war,  I  was  struggling  in  an  establish- 
ment for  "young  gentlemen  from  three  to  eight," 
against  being  drenched  from  the  Pierian  spring, 
whoie  vatcr  is  laid  on  to  the  vouthfut  mind  at  the 
rate  of  about  th  rtj  gn  neas  /tr  a  num  M  hen 
the  Ilti  tr  ouH 'Wcllmgton  forced  tbt    n   ny  to  lay 


and  there  was 


iddicled  to  the  system  of  flogging,  which  is  one  of 
the  necessary  features  of  a  military  era.  Often  has 
the  word  been  given  to  "march  up"  into  the  bed- 
room of  the  lady  who  presided  over  the  school, 
and  frequently  have  I  obeyed  the  summons,  when 
the  biroh,  or  a  busk  from  the  stays  of  my  instruc- 
tress, has  expiated  some  piece  of  juvenile  delin- 
quency. In  vain  were  the  words  "  I  wiil  be  good," 
reiterated  amid  screams  and  tears ;  for,  until  the 
avenpng  rod  oc  the  vindicatory  whalebone — as 
the  case  might  be — had  done  its  office,  it  was  hope- 
less to  try  to  stay  the  hand  of  Uiss  Frounce,  who 
took  in  young  gentlemen  from  three  to  eight— and, 
ten  to  one,  took  in  their  parents  also. 

But  while  I  am  dwelhng  on  the  memory  of  the 
proceedings  in  the  Hammersmith  Road,  I  am  for- 
getting the  stirring  events  that  were  taking  place  On 
the  Continent.  Bonaparte  had  just  escaped  from 
Elba,  and  Miss  Frounce,  like  an  admirable  politi- 
cian, took  advantage  of  this  important  event  to 
overawe  the  "  young  gentlemen  from  three  to 
eight"  wlio  were  under  her  guidance.  On  alt  occa- 
Bonaparte  was  held  up  as  the  great  bugbear, 
'  I  in  the  school  who  was 
Miss  Frounce  had  Napo- 
leon  under  her  thmnh — that  n  fact,  if  any  of  "  the 
young  gentlemen  should  prove  refractory.  Miss 
Froun  i  had  it  in  hep  pow- 
er to  bend  for  Bony  with  as 
much  facility  as  she  could 
order  the  Sweeps  or  the 
du  tman.  If  a  boy,  when 
spe  h  g,  knocked  an  !  out 
of  tl  e  word  annihilate,  he 
was  th  eatened  with  being 
,^  „^^^         handel  over  to  the  tender 

n^  C^^         mere   s  of  Bonaparte  ;  and 
"^  ;^:         every  one  of  the  pupils  of 
I     ;  M  s  F  ounce  felt  assured 

I         "^  tha       f  Napoleon  invaded 

Enghmd,  he  would  knock 
at  ^e  door  of  the  "estab- 
hslm  nt  for  young  gcntlc- 
n  an  from  three  to  eight" 
the  very  morning  after  bis 

^^hatever  might  have 
I     n  h  s  feehng  of  hostil- 

V  towards  the  Prince  of 
W   I  3  or  the  members  of 

h  cabinet,  my  firm  con- 
n    was,  that    Master 

nodgrass,  who  had  been 
ned  back  in  grammar, 
fin  uch  more  Ui  appre- 
hend f  ora  Napoleon  than 
the  Regent  and  the  minis- 
ters Sometimes  have  I 
contemplated  the  possibil- 
ity of  hiding  in  case  of  the 
dreaded  visit  ;    but  then 
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it  has  flaahed  upon  myjuvenile  mind  that  Bona- 
parte wai  not  to  be  baffled,  and  that  he  wouid  in- 
evitably iooit  under  all  tiio  beds  in  the  house, 
rather  than  be  foiled  in  the  vengeance  which  the 
"  young  gentlemen  from  three  to  eight"  were  con- 
vtnced  inspired  hhn. 


Kevec  shall  I  forget  the  panic  that  acizod  on 
""  all  the  boys"  when  the  fact  was  announced  that 
a  leg  of  mutton  had  been  stolen  from  the  larder. 
Who  could  be  the  thief?  Why,  of  course,  nobody 
but  Bonaparte.  Miaa  Frounce,  wishing  to  enhance 
Uie  intimidating  reputation  of  her  great  bugbear, 
favored  the  idea,  and  the  whole  of  the  "  young 
gentlemen  from  three  to  eight"  were  under  the  firm 
impression  that  Bonaparte  had  landed  in  England 
dnring  the  night,  secured  the  leg  of  mutton,  and 
retreated  before  daylight  into  the  bosom  of  bia 
own  army. 


Such  impressions  its  those  I  have  related  are 
strange  and  absurd ;  bat  there  are  many  now  liv- 
ing who,  if  they  happened,  during  the  time  of  the 
Bonaparte  panic,  to  bo  inmates  of  a  preparatory 
school  for  "young  gentlemen  from  three  to  eight," 
wilt  recognize  the  fidelity  of  tho  feelings  I  hav- 
described. 

I  never  ate  the  lollipop  which  went  by  the  name 
of  Ms  ribs,  without  being  awed  by  a  sort  of  unac- 
countable fear  that  Bonaparte  might  yet  break  from 
hie  captivity,  and  pay  me  off  personally  for  the  in- 
digmty  offered  him  in  purchasing  a  hap'orth  of  his 
anatomy,  and  sucking  it,  like  Tom  Trot  or  Everton 
Toffee. 


SELECTIONS  FKOM  "THE  COMIC  BLACKSTOSE." 


■s  have  puzzled  them- 
!ll  as  us,  about  the 
derivation  of  the  word  felony.  As  they  all  make 
different  suggestions,  we  decline  adopting  any,  and 
throw  out  on  our  own  account  the  notion  that  felon 
is  a  corruption  of  fee-long,  because  a  long  fee  is 
neceasary  to  get  up  a  defence  for  felony.  This  defi- 
nition is,  doubllesa,  far  fetched,  but  not  so  far 
fetched  aa  that  of  some  of  the  legal  antiquarians, 
who  have  (ravelled  into  Greece  to  get  the  word 
flujAoi,  an  impostor,  as  the  origin  of  the  word  allud- 

becauee  felony  is  on  all  hands  allowed  to  be  a  crime 
involving  a  loss  of  property:  and  the  fee-long  or 
loug  fee  certtunly  implies  an  enormous  aacrifice  of 
assets.  The  felonies  against  the  king's  prerogatives 
are  six,  which  we  shall  briefly  specify, 

1st.  Offences  relating  to  the  coin,  which  were, 
formerly  so  severely  dealt  with  that  it  was  almost 
death  to  be  found  with  a  bad  halfpenny  m  one's 
pocket,  and  to  utter  a  suspicious  sixpence  was  re- 
garded as  a  piece  of  unutterable  villauy.  All  pre- 
vious statutes  have  however  been  repealed  by  the 


of  William  the  4th ;  and  thanks  to  this  mea- 
e,  foliowed  by  that  of  the  1st  of  Victoria,  the 
now  lies  in  a  natghell.     We  however  always 
observe,  that  though  the  law  does  lie  in  a  nutshell, 
requires  a  good  deal  of  jaw,  and  a  long  crack 
rer  it,  before  It  is  comeatable. 
By  (he  new  Act  it  is  an  offence  to  manufacture 
>ln,  but  there  is  no  harm  in  making  money  ;  and 
is  also  criminal  to  utter  a  white-washed  halfpenny 
ir  a  halfcrown,  which  would  be  a  very  desperate 
trick,  for  the  uttering  would  probably  turn  ont  an 
utter  failure.     Having  false  money  in  your  posses- 
sion, with  intent  to  utter,  it  is  likewise  a  misdemea- 
nor ;  but  it  is  a  minor  offence  for  a  singer  to  have 
a  false  note  in  his  chest,  and  to  utter  it  before  an 
audience. 

2d.  Felonies  against  the  king's  council,  which  for- 
merly included  assaulting  a  privy  councillor  by  a 
blow  or  even  a  kick  ;  but  theso  kicks  are  now  on 
the  footing  of  common  assaults,  and  attempts  to 
kill  are  felonies  without  any  distinction  as  to  the 
rank,  eicept  in  the  case  of  royalty,  of  the  intended 
victim. 

3d.  Serving  foreign  slates  was  formerly  a  felony, 
eieept,  says  Coke,  "serving  them  out,  which  was 
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alwajfl  allowable."    The  atatutes  on  this  Bubjeci 
now  repealed,  snci  any  one  may  now  enlist  in 
Eanitschatkan  Grajs,  the  Sandwich  Island  But^,  or 
any  other  outlandish  regiment,  if  he  first  provider 
himself  with  a  royal  license. 

4th.  Felony  by  embezzUng  the  sovereign's  stores, 
or  rather  his  warlike  stores ;  for  if  I  go  to  his  storf 
closet,  and  steal  alump  of  his  sugar,  it  is  not  felony 
under  the  statute.  To  set  on  Ere  any  of  the  royal 
dock-yards  or  ships  is  a  ccune  still  punishable  i  '  ' 
death;  and  it  ia  also  arson  to  burn  an  arsenal. 

6th.  Desertion  in  time  of  war,  by  sea  or  land,  ia 
a  felony,  and  in  peace  It  is  a  grave  offence  ;  so 
the  sentinels  in  the  park  must  not  desert  their  posts 
to  run  after  refractory  boys  who  may  irritate  the 
military  to  any  estent,  by  keeping  just  beyond  tlie 
verge  of  the  promenade  to  which  the  soldiery  are 
limited.  Endeavoring  to  seduce  him  from  hia  alle- 
giance ia  punishable  with  transportation  or  impris- 
onment,  and  holding  a  pot  of  beer  up  as  a  temptation 
to  draw  him  off  bis  beat,  ia  probably  witlun  " 

6th.  Admiaistenng  oatha  for  a  seditious  purpose 
is  felony  punishable  with  tranaportatiou ;  but  ad- 
miniatecing  oaths  indiscruninaWiy  when  in  a  state 
of  intoxication,  to  any  one  who  happens  to  pass  by, 
is  only  punishable  with  a  fine  of  five  shilhngs. 

OF  PEIKCIPALS  AND  ACCE9SOEIE9. 

Crtuinals  are  either  principals  or  accessories 
in  a  dramatic  murder,  the  principal  is  he  who  er 
Macbeth,  while  the  aeeesaoriea  are  they  who 
him  hia  cues,  and  otherwise  aid  or  abet  him. 
is  even  doubtful  whether  tho  barber  who  dresses 
his  wig  ia  not  an  accessory  before  the  fact,  while  the 
critic  who  praisea  hia  performance  ia  clearly  an  ac- 
cessory after  it. 

In  some  offences  there  are  no  flccessorioa,  but  all 
are  principals ;  and  in  the  acrt  of  murder  we  have 
just  alluded  to,  all  would  no  doubt  wish  to  be.  In 
high  treason  all  are  principals,  because  the  offence 
ia  so  great ;  and  m  trespass  all  are  prhioipals,  be- 
cause 4e  minimis  non  cnrat  lex,  or  in  other  words, 
because  the  offence  is  so  httle.  Very  small  crimi- 
nals are  pounced  upon  all  in  a  lump,  and  the  law 
cruahes  them  beneath  its  foot  as  an  elephant  would 
an  ant-hill.  He  minimis  mm  curat  lege  would  be  in 
each  case  appropriate.    An  accessory  before  tho 
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and  though  he  has  suggested  one  crime,  be  may 
accessory  to  another;  as,  if  A  orders  B  to  aboot 
Titius,  and  B,  instead  of  shooting  Titius,  gives  him 
some  British  brandy,  of  which  Titius  dies,  then  A 
ia  accessory  to  the  poisoning,  and  may  be  punished 
— Uke  all  accessories  before  the  facl^in  the  aame 
manner  as  the  principal.  Accessories  after  the  fact 
are  such  as  relieve  or  harbor  a  felon,  knowing  him 
to  have  committed  a  felony  ;  or  buy  stolen  goods, 
knowing  them  to  be  atoien.  The  purchaser  of 
modern  music  is  an  accessory  after  the  fact  to  a 
theft  on  the  part  of  tho  composer,  who  has  atoien 
the  ideas  of  others.  By  the  French  law,  receivers 
of  stolen  goods  were  punished  with  death,  a  law 
which,  if  put  in  force  in  thia  country,  would  have 
decimated  Field  Lane,  and  utterly  depopulated  the 
greater  part  of  the  Mmoriea.  Accessories  before  the  I 


fact  are  in  most  eases  punished  in  the  aame  way  aa 
principals,  and  it  is  very  clear  that  in  the  case  of 
the  croam  on  t/is  nroMcuiioa  of  Banguo  against  Mac- 
beth, and  wife,  the  latter,  though  only  an  acces- 
sory hefore  the  fact,  deserved  as  severe  a  punish- 
ment as  her  husband.  In  the  case  of  Friar  Law- 
rence re  Someo  on  the  demise  ofFaris,  the  friar  waa 
only  an  accessory  after  the  iact,  and  therefore  in 
harboring  and  assisting  Romeo  he  would,  by  the 
present  law,  have  only  rendered  himself  liable  to 
two  years'  imprisonment. 

A  pBBT  ia  a  sum  of  money  due ;  but,  as  we  are 
not  anxious  to  go  very  deeply  into  debt,  we  aball 
not  attempt  a  minute  description  of  what  every  one 
must  be  more  or  less  acquainted  with.  An  action 
of  debt  can  only  be  brought  for  a  specified  sum ; 
and  if  I  claim  SOl.  1  must  not  prove  a  debt  of  Wl., 
any  more  than  I  could  recover  an  oi  by  an  action 
of  detinue  if  I  claimed  a  horse ;  though  itiscer- 
tiun  that  I  might  recover  a  pair  of  ducka  if  I  claim- 
ed a  pair  of  white  trowsers. 

A  Covenant  is  an  obligation  contained  in  a  deed, 
to  do  or  omit  a  certain  act ;  as,  if  a  man  covenants, 
to  go  to  Bath,  he  must  either  go  to  Bath,  or  be  Ua- 
ble  to  a  writ  of  covenant,  which  will  plunge  him  into 
hot  water.  A  promise  ia  a  sort  of  verbal  covenant ; 
aa,  if  a  builder  undertakes  to  build  Caius  a  pigsty 
by  a  certain  day,  and  the  pigs  of  Cains  catch  cold 
and  die,  because  the  sty  ia  not  completed,  then  the 
law  not  only  takea  the  sty  into  its  eye,  but  the  piga 
also,  and  will  ^ve  damage  to  Caiua  for  the  injury 
he  has  austained  by  the  neglect  of  the  bmlder. 
OF  OPFENCEa  A0AIN9T  PtTBUC  TRADE. 

SMtTGGLiNn  is  an  offence  againat  public  trade; 
but  it  is  BO  frequently  practised  by  the  iair  aes,  that 
it  has  been  held  to  be  a  fair  proceeding  if  it  can  be 
managed  without  detection. 

Another  offence  of  this  chiss  Is  fraudulent  bank- 
roplcy,  like  that  of  Antonio,  the  Venetian  bankrupt, 
who  having  made  an  ahirming  failure  and  a  terrific 
sacrifice  of  his  friend,  was  compelled  to  take  the 
benefit  of  the  (fifth)  act  of  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 
Usury  was  formerly  highly  penal;  but  it  may  now 
be  praeliaed  almost  without  restriction;  for  the 
law  says,  to  protect  yourself  against  usury,  you 
must  use— your— eye— and  keep  a  good  look-out  after 
your  own  interest.  Cheating  is  an  offence  against 
trade,  which  is  very  commonly  practised  ;  "  for  it 
is  wonderful,"  says  Koger  Bacon,  "  how  much  light- 
er a  pound  of  sugar  becomes  in  your  own  scales ;" 
and,  indeed,  the  ingenuity  of  the  tradesman  is 
chiefly  shown  in  attaching  an  undue  weight  to  tri- 

Foreslalling  the  market  is  an  offence  at  common 

w  ;  as  if  I  were  to  waylay  a  cart  full  of  turnips 

__  ling  towards  Covent  Garden  and  purchase  them 

all,  I  should  probably  send  turnips  up  to  a  frightful 

premium,  by  forestalling  the  market.    ■ 

These  are  all  the  offences  against  trade  which  the 
aw  at  present  punishes;  though  perhaps  the  most 
erious  offence  against  trade  is  the  very  ordinary 
ine  of  getting  into  a  tradesman's  books  without 
he  smallest  intention  of  paying  htm. 


Ruaticus  wrote  a  letter  to  his  love, 
And  filled  it  full  of  warm  and  keen  desire ; 
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Mr  CHKis-racaa 


MY     CHRISTMAS     DINNER. 


It  waa  on  the  twentieth  of  December  last  tliB.t  I 
received  an  invita,tion  from  my  friend,  Ur.  Fhig^na, 
to  dine  with  liim  in  Mark  Lane,  on  Christmay  day. 
I  lad  several  reasons  for  declining  this  proposition. 
Tbe  first  was  that  Mr.  P.  makes  it  a  rule,  at  all 
these  festivals,  to  empty  the  entire  contents  of  his 
counting  house  into  his  little  dining  parlor;  and  ;rou 
consequently  ut  down  to  dinner  with  six  rthjic- 


waistcoated  clerks,  let  loose  upon  a  turkey.  The 
second  was,  that  I  am  not  sufficiently  well  read  in 
cotton  and  sugar,  to  entec  with  any  spirit  into  the 
Eubject  of  conversation.  And  the  third  waa,  and 
is,  that  I  never  drink  Cape  wine.  But  by  (ar  the 
most  prevailing  reason  temtuns  to  be  toliJ.  I  bad 
been  anticipating  for  some  days,  and  was  hourly 
in  the  hope  of  receiving,  an  invitaUon  to  spend  my 
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MY  CHRISTMAS   DIHNEK. 


Chriatnias  ijaj  in  a  most  irreeisdble  quarter.  I  waa 
expecting,  indeed,  the  felicity  of  eating  plum<pud- 
ding  witli  an  angel ;  and,  on  the  strength  of  mj 
imapaarj  engagement,  I  returned  a  polite  note  to 
Mr,  P.,  reducing  him  to  the  necesMty  of  advertis- 
ing for  another  candidate  for  Cape  and  turlcej. 

The  twcntj-first  came.  Another  invitation — to 
dine  with  a  regiment  of  roast-beef  eaters  at  Clap- 
bam.  I  declioed  this  also,  for  the  above  reason, 
and  for  one  other,  vii.,  that,  on  dining  there  ten 
Chdstmaa  days  ago,  it  was  discovered,  on  sitting 
down,  that  one  little  accompaniment  of  the  roast 
boef  had  been  entirel;  overlooked.  Would  it  be 
beheved ! — but  I  will  not  staj'  to  myetifj — I  merely 
mention  the  &cC.  They  bad  forgotten  the  horse- 
radish. 

The  next  day  arrived,  and  with  it  a  neat  epistle, 
sealed  with  violet-colored  wax,  from  Upper  Brook 
Street.  "  Dine  with  the  ladies — at  home  on  Chriat- 
maa  day."  Very  tempting,  it  is  true;  but  not  ex- 
actly the  letter  I  was  longing  for.  I  began,  how- 
ever, to  debate  within  myself  upon  the  policy  of 
Becuiing  this  bird  in  hand,  instead  of  waiting  for 
the  two  that  were  still  hopping  about  the  bush, 
when  the  consultation  was  suddenly  brought  to  a 
close,  by  a  prophetic  view  of  the  portfoho  of  draw- 
ings fresh  from  hoarding-schoot—moths  and  roses 
on  embossed  paper ;— to  say  nothing  of  the  album, 
in  which  I  stood  engaged  to  write  an  elegy  on  a 
Java  sparrow,  that  had  been  a  favorite  in  the  fam- 
ily for  three  days.  I  rung  for  gilt-edged,  pleaded 
a  world  of  polite  regret,  and  again  dechned. 

The  twenty-third  dawned ;  time  was  getting  on 
rather  rapidly;  but  no  card  came.  I  began  to  de- 
spair of  any  more  invitations,  and  to  repent  of  my 
refusals.  Breakiast  was  hardly  over,  however, 
when  (he  servant  brought  up — not  a  letter — but  an 
aunt  and  a  brace  of  cousins  from  Baysvater.  They 
would  listen  to  no  excuse;  consanguinity  required 
me,  and  Christmas  was  not  my  own.  Now  my 
cousins  kept  no  albums ;  they  are  really  as  pretty 
as  cousins  can  be;  and  when  violent  hands,  with 
white  kid  gloves,  are  laid  on  one,  it  ia  sometimes 
difficult  to  effect  an  escape  with  becoming  elegance. 
I  could  not,  however,  give  up  my  darhng  hope  of 
a,  pleasanter  prospect.  They  fought  with  me  in 
fifty  engagements — that  I  pretended  to  have  made. 
I  showed  them  the  Court  Guide,  with  ten  names 
obliterated — being  those  of  persons  who  had  not 
asked  me  to  mince-meat  and  mistletoe ;  and  I  ulti- 
mately gained  my  cause  by  quartering  the  remains 
of  an  infectious  fever  on  the  een^tive  fears  of  my 
aunt,  and  by  dividing  a  rheumatism  and  a  sprained 
ankle  between  my  sympathetic  cousins. 

As  SOOQ  as  they  were  gone,  I  walked  out,  saun- 
tering iovoluutarily  in  the  direction  of  the  only 
house  in  which  I  felt  I  could  spend  a  "  happy  " 
Christmas,  As  I  approached,  a  porter  brought  a 
large  hamper  to  the  door.  "  A  present  from  the 
country,"  thought  I;  " yes,  they  rfo  dine  at  home; 
they  must  ask  me;  they  know  Uiat  I  am  in  town." 
Immediately  ailerwards,  a  servant  issued  with  a 
letter:  he  took  the  nearest  way  to  mj  lodgings, 
and  1  hurried  back  by  another  street  to  receive  the 
GO-much-wished-for  invitation.  I  was  in  a  state  of 
delirious  dehght. 

I  arrived — hut  there  was  no  letter.  I  sat  down 
to  wait,  in  a  spirit  of  calmer  enjoyment  than  I  had 
experienced  for  some  days;  and  in  less  than  half 
an  hour  a  note  was  brought  lo  me.  At  length,  the 
desired  despatch  had  come :  it  seemed  written  on 
61 


the  leaf  of  a  lily  with  a  pen  dipped  in  dew.  I 
opened  it — and  had  nearly  funted  with  disappoint- 
ment. It  was  from  a  stock-broker,  who  begins  an 
anecdote  of  Mr.  Rothschild  before  dinner,  and 
finishes  it  with  the  fourth  bottle— and  who  makes 
his  eight  children  stay  up  to  supper  and  snap-dra- 
gon. In  Macadamizing  a  stray  stone  in  one  of  his 
periodical  puddings,  1  once  lost  a  tooth,  and  with 
it  an  heiress  of  some  reputation.  I  wrote  a  most 
irritable  apology,  and  despatched  my  warmest  re- 
gards in  a  whiriwiud. 

December  the  twenty-fourth — I  began  to  count 
the  hours,  and  uttered  many  poetical  things  about 
the  wings  of  Time.  Alack  I  no  letter  came ; — yea, 
I  received  a  note  from  a  distinguished  dramatist, 
requesting  the  honor,  etc.  But  I  was  too  cunning 
for  this,  and  practised  wisdom  for  once.  1  happened 
to  reSect  that  his  pantomime  was  to  make  its  ap- 
pearance on  the  night  afler,  and  that  Ma  object  was 
to  perpetrate  the  whole  programme  upon  me.  Re- 
gret that  I  could  not  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
Mr.  Paulo,  and  the  rest  of  the  literati  to  be  then 
and  there  assembled,  was  of  cou       mimed  ately 


My  mind  became  restless  and  agitated  I  fett 
amidst  all  these  invitationa,  emelly  neglec  ed  They 
served,  indeed,  but  to  increase  o  y  uneas  nes  as 
they  opened  prospects  of  hapf  ne  s  n  nh  h  I 
could  take  no  share.  They  d  co  ered  a  most 
tempting  dessert,  composed  of  lorb  dden  frmt  I 
took  down  "Childc  Harold,"  and  read  myself  mto 
a  sublime  contempt  of  mankind,  I  began  to  per- 
ceive that  merriment  is  Only  maiice  in  disguise,  and 
that  the  chief  cardinal  virtue  is  misanthropy. 

I  eat  "  nursing  my  wralh,"  till  it  scorched  ma ; 
when  the  arrival  of  another  epistle  suddenly  charmed 
me  from  this  state  of  delicious  melancholy  and  de- 
Ughtfnl  endurance  of  wrong.  I  sickened  as  I  sur- 
veyed, and  trembled  as  I  opened  it.    It  was  dated 

,  but  no  matter ;  it  was  not  (As  letter.   In  such 

a  frenzy  as  mine,  ra^ng  to  behold  the  object  of 
my  admiration  condescend,  not  to  eat  a  custard, 
but  to  render  it  invisible — to  be  invited  perhaps  to 
a  tart  fabricated  by  her  own  ethereal  fingers ;  with 
such  pos^bilitiea  before  me,  how  could  I  think  of 
joining  a  "friendly  party," — where  I  should  inevi- 
tably dt  next  to  a  deaf  lady,  who  had  been,  when 
a  little  girl,  patted  on  the  head  by  Wilkes,  or  my 
Lord  North,  she  could  not  recollect  which — had 
taken  tea  witb  the  author  of  "Junius,"  but  had 
forgotten  his  name  —  and  who  once  asked  me 
"whether  Mr.  Munden's  monument  was  in  West- 
minster  Abbey  or  St.  Paul's?" — I  seized  a  pen,  and 
presented  my  compliments.  I  hesitated — for  the 
peril  and  precariousneas  of  my  ^tuation  flashed  on 
my  mind ;  but  hope  had  still  left  me  a  straw  to 
catch  at,  and  I  at  length  succeeded  in  resisting  this 
late  and  terrible  temptation. 

Afler  the  first  burst  of  excitement,  I  sunk  into 
BtiU  deeper  despondency.  My  spirit  became  a 
prey  to  anxiety  and  remorse.  I  could  not  eat;  din- 
ner was  removed  with  unUfted  covers.  I  went  out. 
The  world  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  new&ce; 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  raisins  and  rounds  of 
beef.  I  wandered  about  like  Lear — I  had  ^ven  up. 
ail '.  I  felt  myself  grated  against  the  world  %ke  a 
nutmeg.  It  grew  dark—  I  sustained  a  still  gloom- 
ier shock.  Every  chance  seemed  to  have  expired, 
and  every-body  seemed  to  have  a  delightful  engage- 
ment for  the  next  day.  I  alone  was  disengaged — 
I  fell  fike  llie  Last  Man  1     To-morrow  appeared  1* 
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have  already  commenced  ita  career;  mankind  ha 
anticipated  tbe  future;  "and  coming  mince  pi( 
cast  their  shadows  before." 

In  this  state  of  dexolatjon  and  disoiaj,  I  callod- 
I  could  Dot  help  it-—  at  the  house  to  nhich  I  had 
so  fondly  anticipated  an  invjlalion,  and  a  welcon 
My  protest  must  here  however  be  recorded,  that 
though  I  called  in  the  hope  of  being  asked,  it  vi 
my  fined  determination  not  to  avail  myself  of  i 
protracted  a  piece  of  politeness.  Ko:  my  triumph 
would  have  been  to  have  annihilated  them  with  a 
engagement  made  in  September,  payable  Ihre 
months  after  date.  With  these  feelings,  I  gave  a 
agitated  knock — they  were  stoning  the  plums,  and 
did  not  immediately  attend.  I  rung — how  unlike 
a  dinner  bell  it  sounded!  A  girl  at  length  made 
her  appearance,  and,  with  a  mouthful  of  citron,  in- 
formed me  that  the  family  had  gone  to  spend  their 
Christmas-eve  in  Portland  Place.  1  rushed  down 
the  steps,  I  hardly  knew  whither.  My  first  impulse 
was  to  go  to  some  wharf  and  inquire  what,  vessels 
were  starting  for  America.  But  it  was  a  cold  night 
— I  went  borne  and  threw  myself  on  my  miscrablo 
couch.    In  other  words.  I  went  to  bed. 

I  dozed  and  dreamed  away  the  hours  till  day- 
break. Sometimes  I  fancied  myself  seated  in  a 
roaring  circle,  roastlDg  chestnuts  at  a  blazing  log: 
at  others,  that  I  liad  fallen  into  the  Serpentine  while 
skating,  and  that  the  Humane  Society  were  piling 
upon  me  a  Pelion,  or  rather  a  Vesuvius  of  blankets. 
I  awoke  a  little  refreshed.  Alas!  it  was  the  twenty- 
fifth  of  tho  month— It  was  Christmas  day !  Let 
the  reader,  if  he  possess  the  imagination  of  Milton, 

I  swallowed  an  atom  of  dry  toast — nothing  could 
calm  the  fever  of  my  soul.  I  stirred  the  Ere  and 
read  Zimmermann  alternately.  Even  reason — the 
last  remedy  one  has  recourse  to  in  such  cases — 
came  at  length  to  my  relief:  I  argued  myself  into 
a  philosophic  fit.  But,  unluckily,  just  as  the  Lethean 
tide  within  me  was  at  ita  height,  my  landlady  broke 
Id  upon  my  lethargy,  and  chased  away  by  a  single 
word  all  the  little  sprites  and  pleasures  Uiat  were 
acting  as  my  phydeians,  and  presciibing  balm  for 
my  wounds,  ^e  paid  mo  the  usual  compliment, 
and  then — "  Do  you  dine  at  home  to-day,  dr  ?"  ab- 
ruptly inquired  she.  Here  was  a  question.  No  Span- 
ish inquisitor  ever  inflicted  such  complete  dismay 
in  BO  short  a  sentence.  Had  she  given  me  a  Sphyns 
to  expound,  a  Gordian  tangle  to  untwist;  had  she 
set  me  a  lesson  in  algebra,  or  asked  me  the  way  to 
Brobdignag;  had  she  desired  me  to  show  her  the 
North  Pole,  or  the  meaning  of  a  melodrama ; — 
any  or  all  of  theee  I  might  have  accomplished. 
But  to  request  me  to  define  my  dinner — to  inquire 
into  its  latitude— to  compel  me  to  fathom  that  sea 
of  appetite  which  I  now  felt  rushing  through  my 
frame — to  ask  me  to  dive  into  futnrity,  and  become 
the  prophet  of  pies  and  preserresi — My  heart  died 
withui  me  at  the  impossibility  of  a  reply. 

She  had  repeated  the  question  before  I  could  col- 
lect my  senses  around  me.  Then,  for  the  first  time 
it  occurred  to  me  that,  in  the  event  of  my  having 
no  engagement  abroad,  my  landlady  meant  to  invite 
me  !  "  There  will  at  least  be  the  two  daughters," 
I  whispered  to  myself  j  "  and  after  all,  Lucy  Hat- 
thews  is  a  charming  giil,  and  touches  the  harp  di- 
vinely. She  has  a  very  small,  pretty  hand,  I 
recollect ;  only  her  Sngers  are  so  punctured  by  the 
,  needle — and  I  rather  think  she  bites  her  nails.  Ho, 
I  will  not  even  now  give  up  my  hope.    It  was  yes- 


terday but  a  straw — to-day  it  is  but  the  thistle- 
down ;  but  I  will  cling  to  it  to  the  last  moment. 
There  are  still  four  hours  left ;  they  will  not  dine 
till  eii..  One  desperate  struggle,  and  the  peril  Is 
past ;  let  me  not  be  seduced  by  ^is  last  golden  ap- 
ple, and  I  may  yet  win  mj  race."  The  struggle- 
was  made — "  I  ^ould  not  dine  at  home."  This  was 
the  only  phrase  left  me;  for  I  could  not  say  that 
"I  should  dine  out."  Alas!  that  an  event  should 
be  at  the  same  time  so  doubtful  and  so  desirable. 
I  only  begged  that  if  any  letter  arrived,  it  might  be 
brought  to  me  immediately. 

The  last  plank,  the  last  splinter,  had  now  given 
way  beneath  mc.  I  was  floating  about  with  no 
iiope  but  tho  chance  of  something  almost  impossi- 
ble. They  had  "  left  me  alone,"  not  with  my  glory, 
but  with  an  appetite  that  resembled  an  avalanche 
seeking  whom  it  might  devour.  I  had  passed  one 
dinnerlesa  day,  and  half  of  another;  yet  the  prom- 
ised land  was  as  far  from  sight  as  ever.  I  recount- 
ed the  chances  I  had  missed.  The  dinners  I  might 
have  enjoyed,  passed  in  a  dioramie  view  before  my 
eyes.  Mr.  Phiggins  and  his  sii  clerks — the  Clap- 
ham  beef-eaters — the  charms  of  Upper  Brook  street 
— my  pretty  cousins,  and  the  pantomime  writer — 
the  stock-broker,  rfhose  stories  oi;e  forgets,  and  the 
elderly  lady  nho  forgets  hor  stoiics  —  they  all 
marched  by  me,  a  procession  of  apparitions.  Even 
my  landlady's  invitation,  though  imborn,  was  not  for- 
gotten in  summing  up  my  sacrifices.    And  for  what? 

Four  o'clock.  Hope  was  perfectly  ridiculous.  I 
had  been  walking  upon  the  bur-bridge  over  a  gulf, 
and  could  not  get  into  Elysium  after  all.  1  had 
been  catching  moonbeams,  and  running  after  notes 
of  music.  Despair  was  my  only  convenient  refuge  ; 
no  chance  remained,  unless  something  should  drop 
from  the  clouds.  In  this  last  particidar  I  was  not 
disappointed ;  for,  on  looking  up,  I  pereeivcd  a 
heavy  shower  of  snow.  Tet  I  was  obhged  to  ven- 
ture forth  ;  for  being  supposed  to  dine  out,  I  could 
not  of  course  remain  at  home.  Where  to  go  I  knew 
not :  I  was  hite  ray  first  father — "  the  world  was  all 
before  me."  I  flung  my  cloak  round  me,  and  bur- 
ned forth  with  the  feelings  of  a  bandit  lon^ng  for 
a  stiletto.  At  the  foot  of  the  stah-s,  I  staggered 
agunst  two  or  three  smiling  rascals,  priding  them- 
selves upon  their  punctuality.  They  had  just  arrived 
— to  make  the  tour  of  Turkey.  How  I  hated  them  1 
— As  I  rushed  by  the  parlor,  a  single  glance  dis- 
closed to  me  a.  bhizing  fire,  with  Lucy  and  several 
lovely  creatures  in  a  semi-circle.  Fancy,  too,  gave 
me  a  glimpse  of  a  sprig  of  mistletoe — I  vanished 
from  the  house,  like  a  spectre  at  day-break. 

How  long  I  wandered  about  is  doubtful.  At 
last  I  happened  t«  look  through  a  kitchen  window, 
with  an  area  in  front,  and  saw  a  villain  with  a  fork 
in  his  hand,  throwing  himself  hack  in  his  ch^r 
choked  with  ecstasy.  Another  was  feasting  with  a 
graver  ur;  he  seemed  to  be  swallowing  a  bit  of  Par- 
adise, and  criticising  its  flavor.  This  was  too  much 
for  mortality — my  appetite  fastened  upon  me  like 
an  alligator.  I  darted  from  the  spot ;  and  only  a 
few  yards  further  discerned  a  house,  with  rather  an 
elegant  exterior,  and  with  some  ham  in  the  window 
that  looked  perfectly  subUme.  There  was  no  time 
for  consideration — to  hesitate  was  to  perish.  I  en- 
tered; it  was  indeed  "a  banquet-hall  deserted." 
The  verj  waiters  had  gone  home  to  their  friends. 
There,  however,  I  found  a  fire  ;  and  there — to  sum 
up  all  my  folly  and  felicity  in  a.  single  word — I 


,,  Google 


THE   SAYINGS    AND   DOINGS   OF   B4M   SLICK,    OF  BLICKVILLE. 


953 


an  CTcrlaBtiii'  huirj,  drivln'  away  like  one  raTin' 
distracl«d  mad?'  'A  sick  visit,'  siiya  he;  'poor 
Pat  Lanigan,  liim  that  jou  mind  to  Bradore  Lalie ; 
well,  he's  near  about  at  the  pint  of  death,'  '  I  gucsa 
not' said  I,  'for  Ijist  hearteil  lie  was  dead.'  Well, 
that  brought  him  op  alt  standin',  and  he  bouta  ship 
in  a  jiffy,  and  iralka  a  little  way  with  me,  and  we 


got  a  talkin'  about  this  very  autgect.  Says  he, 
'  What  are  you,  Mr.  Slick  ?'  WeU,  I  looks  up  to 
him,  and  winks,  'a  Clockmaker,'  says  I;  well,  he 
smiled,  and  says  he,  '  I  see,'  aa  much  as  to  aay  I 
hadn't  ought  to  hare  axed  that  are  question  at  all, 
I  guess,  for  every  man's  religion  is  his  own,  and 
nobody  else's  business.  'Then,'  says  he,  'you 
know  all  about  this  country — who  does  folks  aav  has 
the  best  of  the  dispute?'  Says  I,  'Father  John,' 
'  it's  like  the  battles  up  to  Canada  hues  last  war, 
each  side  clajnia  victory ;  I  guese  there  ain't  much 
to  brag  on  nary  way,  damage  done  on  both  sides, 
and  QOthin'  gained,  as  far  as  I  can  learn.'  He  stopt 
short  and  looked  me  in  the  face,  and  says  he,  '  Mr. 
Slick,  you  are  a  man  that  has  see'd  a  good  deal  of 
the  world,  and  a  considerable  of  an  understandin'- 
mao,  and  I  guess  I  eon  talk  to  you.  Now,'  says  he, 
'  for  gracious  sake,  do  jist  look  here,  and  see  how 
you  heretics  (Frotestants  I  mean,'  says  he, — for  I 
guess  that  are  word  slipt  out  without  leave),  are 
by  the  ears,  a  drivin'  away  at  each  other,  the  whole 
blessed  time,  tooth  and  nail,  hip  and  thigh,  hammer 
and  toiigs,  diflputin',  revilin',  wranglin',  and  be- 
loutin'  each  other,  with  all  sorts  of  ugly  names  that 
they  can  lay  their  totigues  to.  Is  that  the  way  you 
love  your  neighbor  as  yourself?      We  layikiaUa 

Saetieal  comment  on  scAism,  and  by  the  powers  of 
oil  Kelly,  sud  he,  but  they  all  ought  to  be  well 
lambasted  together,  the  whole  batch  on  'em  entire- 
ly.' Says  I,  'Father  John,  give  me  your  hand; 
there  are  some  things  I  guess  you  and  I  don't  agree 
on,  and  most  likely  never  will,  seein  that  you  are  a 
Popish  priest ;  hut  in  that  idee  I  do  opinionate  with 


you,  and  I  wish,  with  all  my  heart,  all  the  world 
thought  with  us.' 

"  I  guess  ho  didn't  half  Uke  that  aro  word.  Popish 
priest,  it  seemed  to  grig  him,  like ;  his  face  looked 
kinder  ryled,  like  well-water  arter  a  heavy  rain; 
and  said  he,  '  Mr.  SUek,'  says  he,  '  your  country  is 
a  free  country,  ain't  it?'  'The  freest,'  says  I,  'on 
the  face  of  the  airth — you  can't  ditto  it  nowhere. 
We  are  as  free  as  the  air,  and  when  our  dander's 
up,  stronger  than  any  hurricane  you  ever  soe'd — 
tear  up  afl  creation  most ;  there  ain't  the  beat  of  it 
to  be  found  anywhere.'  '  Do  yon  call  this  a  free 
country?'  said  he.  'Pretty  considerable  middUn',' 
says  I,  '|seein'  that  they  are  under  a  king.'  'Well,' 
Bays  he,  'if  you  were  seen  in  Coonecticut  shaking 
hands  along  with  a  Popish  priest,  as  you  are  pleased 
to  call  me  (and  he  made  me  a  bow,  as  much  as  lo  say, 
mind  your  trumps  the  next  deal),  as  you  now  are 
in  the  streets  of  Bali^x  along  with  me,  with  all 
your  eracliin'  and  boastin'  of  your  freedom,  I  guess 
you  wouldn't  sell  a  clock  a^n  in  that  State  for  one 
while,' — and  he  bid  me  good  momin',  and  turned 
away.  '  Father  John,'  says  I. — '  I  can't  stop,'  says 
he;'  I  must  see  that  poor  critter's  family;  they 
must  be  in  ^reat  trouble,  and  sick  visit  is  afore 
controversy  in  my  creed.'  'Well,'  says  I,  'one 
word  with  you  afore  you  go;  if  that  arc  name 
Popish  priest  was  an  oi^nteel  one,  I  ax  your  par- 
don ;  I  didn't  mean  no  offence,  I  do  assure  you,  and 
I'll  say  this  for  your  aatisfection,  tu;  you're  the 
first  man  in  this  Province  that  ever  gave  me  a  real 
right  down  complete  checkmate  since  1  first  sot 
foot  in  it,  I'll  be  skinned  if  you  ain't.'" 

ITALIAN    PAINTUTGS, 

"  In  the  latter  eond  of  the  year  twenty-eight,  I 
think  it  was,  if  my  memory  sarves  me,  I  was  in  my 
Uttle  back  studio  to  SUckville,  with  off  coat,  apron 
on,  and  sleeves  up,  as  busy  aa  a  bee,  abronzin'  and 
gildin'  of  a  clock  case,  when  old  Snow,  the  nigger- 
help,  popped  in  his  head  in  a  most  terrible  of  a 
eonflustrigadon,  and  says  he,  'master,'  aaya  he,  'if 
there  ain't  massa  Governor  and  the  Gineral  at  the 
door,  as  I'm  alive!  what  on  airth  shall  I  say?' 
'  Well,'  says  1, '  they  have  caught  me  at  a  nonplmh, 
that's  sartaiu  ;  but  there's  no  help  for  It,  aa  I  see — 
shew 'em  in.'  'Mornin','  says  1,  'gentlemen,  how 
do  you  do  ?  I  am  sorry,'  saja  I,  '  I  didn't  know  of 
this  pleasure  in  time  to  have  received  you  respect- 
fully. You  have  taken  me  at  a  short,  that's  a  fact ; 
and  the  worst  of  it  is, — 1  can't  shake  liands  along 
with  you  neither,  for  one  hand,  you  see,  ia  covered 
with  ile,  and  t'other  with  copper  bronze..'  'Don't 
mention  it,  Mr.  Slick,'  said  his  excellency,  'I  beg 
of  you; — the  fine  arts  do  sometimea  require  deter- 
gants,  and  there  is  no  help  for  it.  But  that'a  a 
most  a  beautiful  thing,'  said  he,  'you  are  adoin'  of; 
may  I  presume  to  chatichise  what  it  is!'  'Why,' 
said  I,  '  governor,  that  kndscape  on  the  right,  with 
the  great  white  two-story  house  in  it,  havin'  a  wash- 
in'  tub  of  apple  sarce  on  one  side,  and  a  cart  chock 
full  of  punkin'  pies  on  t'other,  with  the  gold  lettera 
A.  P.  over  it,  is  intended  to  represent  this  land  of 
promise,  our  great  country,  Amerika;  and  the  cold 
letters  A.  P.  initiaUse  it  Airthly  Paradise.'  '  Well,' 
says  he,  '  who  is  that  he  one  on  the  left  ?'— '  I  didn't 
■       nd  then    lettera  H  a  d  E  to   nd  cate  he  at  all,' 

II  tho  I  see  now  they  do  I  g  ess  I  must 
alter  th  t      That  tall  graceful  fig  r     savs  I,  '  with 

^5  carryin  a  long  Bowie  kmfe  n  his  right 
hand  and  them  small  wmged  fignres   n  the  rear, 
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nilh  little  riS«a,  are  nngeU  eniigratiii'  from  heaven 
to  this  country.  H  aud  G  meaoa  Heavealj  Emi- 
grantB.  Its  alle-jro-ry,'  '  And  a  beautiful  alle-^o-ry 
ic  la,'  Baid  he,  '  and  well  calculated  to  give  foreiL 
era  a,  correct  uotiou  of  our  young  growin'  and  great 
Bepublic.  It  is  a  fine  conception  that.  It  U 
thj  of  West.  How  true  to  Ufe — how  much  it 
vejB — how  many  ctiords  it  strikes.  It  addresses 
the  heart — it's  splendid.' 

"  '  Hallo !'  says  I  to  myself^  '  what's  all  this  f 
made  me  look  up  at  him.  ThinkB  I  to  myBelf,  JOu 
laid  that  soft  sawder  on  pretty  thick  anyhow.  I 
wonder  whether  you  are  in  real  right  "down  airneat, 
or  whether  you  .are  only  arler  a  vote.  Says  he, 
'  Mr.  Slick,  it  was  on  the  subject  of  pictur's,  we 
called.  It's  a  thing  I'm  enthudastic  upon  myself; 
but  my  official  duties  leave  me  no  time  to  fraternize 
witli  the  brush.  Tre  been  actilly  ein  weeks  adoin' 
of  a  bunch  of  grapes  on  a  chur,  and  it's  not  yet 
done.  The  department  of  paintin'  in  our  Athe- 
neum, — in  this  ri^n'  aod  fiourishin'  town  of  Slick- 
ville — is  placed  under  the  direction  of  the  general 
and  myself,  and  we  propose  detailing  you  to  Italy 
to  purchase  some  originals  for  our  gallery,  seein' 
that  you  are  a  native  artist  yourself,  and  have  more 
practical  experience  than  most  of  our  citizens. 
There  is  a  great  aspiration  among  our  free  and  en- 
lightened youth  for  perfection,  whether  in  the  arts 
or  sciences.  Tour  espenses  will  be  paid,  and  eight 
dollars  a  day  while  absent  on  this  diplomacy.  One 
thing,  however,  do  pray  remember,— don't  bring 
any  pictur's  t 
cheeks,  or  caua  ta       af 

ported  last  ye 

female,  from  h  an 

start  naked,  a 

of  my  factory  la  se  m 

that  lasted  her 

a  rael  human  an 

take.       Her  n  po 

she  see'd  there  (,  ,  ho 

o'  your  Potiphar's  wives,  or  Susanoalis,  or  sleepin' 
Tennaea;  such  pictur's  are  repugnant  to  the  high 
tone  o'  moral  feelin'  in  this  country.' 

"  Coneeivin'  an  elective  governor  of  a  free  and 
enlightened  people  to  rank  before  an  hereditary 
prince,  I  have  given  yon  letters  of  introduction  to 
the  £'jretaliaa  princes  and  the  Pope,  and  have  of- 
fered to  reciprocate  their  attention  should  they 
visit  Slickvilie.  Farewell,  my  friend,  farewell,  and 
not  fail  to  sustun  the  dignity  of  this  great  and  en- 
lightened nation  abroad— farewell!' 

"A  very  good  man,  the  governor,  and  a  genu- 
mne  patriot  too,"  said  Mr.  Slick.  "Heknowed  a 
good  deal  about  pajntin',  for  he  was  a  sign  piunter 
by  trade;  but  he  often  used  to  wade  out  too  deep, 
and  got  over  his  head  now  and  then  afore  he 
knowed  it.  He  wam't  the  best  o'  awimtnecs  neither, 
and  sometimes  I  used  to  be  scared  to  death  for 
fear  he'd  go  it  afore  he'd  touch  bottom  ag'in.  Well, 
off  I  sot  in  a  vessel  to  Leghorn,  and  I  laid  out  there 
three  thousand  dollars  in  pictur's.  Rum-lookin' 
old  coeks,  them  saintB,  some  on  'em  too,  with  their 
Igbard         dhda       dhdf  bean't 

h         b  m  bought 

wmdnas        hkh  m— b  autiful 

h  jF  w  re         —b       h      h  d's  legs 


a  Dak  d  and    nd 


governor  and  his  factory  galls,  I  had  an  artist  to 
paint  trowsers,  and  a  pair  of  laced  boots  on  him, 
and  they  look  quite  genteel  now.  It  improved  'em 
amazin'iy;  but  the  best  o'  the  joke  was  those  Mac- 
aroni rascals,  seein'  me  a  stranger,  thought  to  do 
me  nicely  (moat  infarnal  cheats  them  dealers,  too, — 
walk  right  into  you  afore  you  know  wiiere  jou  be). 
The  older  a  pictur'  was,  and  the  more  it  was 
blacked,  so  you  couldn't  see  the  figur's,  the  more 
they  ased  for  it;  and  they  talk  and  jabber  away 
about  their  Tittyan  tints  and  Guido  airs  by  the 
hour.  '  How  soft  we  are,  ^n't  we  ?'  said  I.  '  Catch  a 
weasel  asleep,  will  you  ?  Second-hand  fiimiture  don't 
suit  our  market.  We  want  pictur's,  and  not  things 
that  look  a  plaguy  sight  more  like  the  shutters  of  an 
old  smoke-house  than  pidntiu's,  and  I  hope  I  may 
be  shot  if  I  didn't  get  bran  new  ones  for  half  the 
price  thej  asked  for  them  rusty  old  veterans.  Our 
folks  were  well  pleased  with  the  shipment,  and  I 
ought  to  be  too,  for  I  made  a  trifle  in  the  discount 
of  fifteen  per  cent,  for  coming  down  handsom'  with 
the  cash  on  the  spot.  Our  Atheneum  is  worth 
seein'  I  tell  you ;  you  won't  ditto  it  easy,  I  know ; 
it's  actilly  a  sight  to  behold." 

SI8TEE  SAIi'S  COURTSHIP. 
"Thkrb  goes  one  of  them  are  everUstin'  rottin' 
poles,  in  thai  bridge;  they  are  no  better  than  a 
trap  for  a    critter's  leg,"   said  the   Clockmaker. 
"liiey  remind  me  of  a  trap  Jim  Munroe  put  his 
foot  in  one  night,  that  near  about  made  one  leg 
alf  a  yard  longer  than  tother.    I  believe  I  told 
ou  of  him,  what  a  desperate  idle  feller  he  was — 
e  came  from  Onion  County  in  Connecticut,    Well, 
e  was  courtin'  Sister  Sail — she  was  a  real  handsum 
oking  gal ;  jou  scarce  ever  see'd  a  more  out  and 
ut  complete  critter  than  she  was — a  fine  figur' 
ead,  and  a  beautiful  model  of  a  craft  as  any  in  the 
ate ;  a  real  clipper,  and  as  full  of  fun  and  frolic 
as  a  kitten.    Well,  he  fairly  turned  Sail's  head ;  the 
more  wo  wanted  her  to  pve  him  up,  the  more  slie 
ouldn't,  and  we  got  plaguy  oneasy  about  it,  for 
s  character  was  none  of  the  best.      He  was  a 
niversal  favorite  with  the  gals,  and  tho'  he  didn't 
behave  very  pretty  neither,  forgettin'   lo   marry 
where  he  promised,  and  where  he  hadn't  ought  to 
have  forgot,  too,  yet  ao  it  was,  he  had  such  an  un- 
common winnin'  way  with  him,  he  could  talk  them 
over  in  no  time — Sail  was  fairly  bewitched. 

"At  last,  father  sud  to  him  one  evening  when 
he  came  a  courtin',  'Jim,'  aays  he,  'you'll  never 
come  to  no  good,  if  you  act  like  old  Scratch  as  you 
do ;  you  ain't  fit  to  come  into  no  decent  man's 
house,  at  all ;  and  your  absence  would  be  ten  times 
more  agreeable  than  your  company,  I  (ell  you.  I 
won't  consent  to  Sail's  goin'  to  them  arc  huskin' 
parties  and  qniltin'  frolics  along  with  you  no  more, 
on  no  account,  for  yon  know  how  Folly  Brown  end 

Nancy  White T     '  Now  don't,'  saya  ha,  '  now 

don't.  Uncle  Sam ;  say  no  more  about  that ;  if  you 
know'd  all  you  wouldn't  say  it  was  my  fault;  and 
besides,  I  have  turned  right  about,  I  am  on  t'other 
tack  now,  and  the  long  leg,  too ;  I  am  as  steady  as 
a  pump  bolt,  now,  I  intend  lo  settle  myself,  and 
take  a  farm,'  'Yes,  yes,  and  you  could  stock  it, 
too,  by  all  accounts,  pretty  well,  unless  you  are 
much  misreported,'  says  father,  'but  it  won't 
do.  I  knew  your  father;  he  was  our  eargeant;  a 
proper,  clever  and  brave  man  he  was,  too  ;  he  was 
one  of  the  heroes  of  our  glorious  revolution,  I  had 
a  great  respect  for  him,  and  I  am  sorry  for  his 
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Bake,  you  will  act  ae  you  60 ;  but  I  tell  you  once 
for  all,  you  must  give  up  all  thoughts  of  Sail,  now 
and  for  everlaatin'.  Wbcn  Sail  beard  this,  she  be- 
gan to  nit  away  like  mad,  in  a  deBperate  hurry — 
she  looked  fooliBh  enough,  that's  a  fact.  Fast  she 
tried  to  bite  in  her  breath,  and  look  as  if  there  was 
nothin'  particular  in  the  wind,  then  she  blushed  all 
ovar  like  scarlet  fever,  but  she  recovered  that 
pretty  soon,  aad  then  her  color  went  and  came, 
and  came  and  went,  till  at  last  she  grew  as  white 
aa  chalk,  and  down  she  fell  slap  off  her  aeat  on  the 
floor,  in  a  fdntin'  fit.  '  I  ace,'  says  father,  '  I  see 
it  now,  you  etamal  yillain,'  and  he  made  a  pull  at 
the  old  fashioned  sword,  that  always  hung  over  the 
fire-place  (we  used  to  call  it  old  Bunker,  for  his 
stories  always  heffun,  'when  I  was  at  Bunker's 
Hill '),  and  drawin°it  out,  he  made  a  clip  at  him  as 
wicked  as  if  he  waa  atabbmg  a  rat  with  a  hay  fork, 
bat  Jin,  he  outs  of  the  door  like  a  shot,  and  draws 
it  too  arter  him,  and  father  sends  old  Bunker  right 
through  the  panel.  '  111  chop  you  up  aa  fine  as 
mince-meat,  you  viilaiu,'  said  he,  'if  ever  I  catch 
you  inside  my  door  agin.  Hind  what  I  tell  you, 
f/ou'U  smng  for  it  i/«l.'  Well,  he  diado  himself 
considerable  scarce  arter  that ;  he  never  sot  foot 
inside  the  door  agin,  and  I  thought  he  had  ginn  up 
all  hopea  of  Sail,  and  she  of  him  ;  when,  one  night, 
a  most  particular  uncommon  dark  night,  as  1  was  a 
comin'  home  from  neighbor  Dearborne's,  I  heerd 
some  one  a  talkin'  under  Sail's  window.  Well,  I 
slopa  and  listens,  and  who  should  be  near  the  ash 
saplin'  but  Jim  Munroe,  a  tryin'  to  persuade  Sail  to 
run  off  with  him  to  Rhode  Island  to  be  married. 
It  was  all  settled,  he  sliould  come  with  a  horse  and 
Bhay  Uj  the  gate,  aiid  then  help  her  out  of  the 
window,  jiat  at  nine  o'clock,  about  the  time  she 
commonly  went  to  bed.  Then  he  axes  her  to  reach 
down  her  hand  for  him  to  kiss  (for  lie  was  proper 
clever  at  soft  sawder),  and  she  stretches  it  down, 
and  he  kiaaea  it;  and  says  he,  'I  believe  I  must 
have  the  whole  of  you  out,  arler  all,'  and  gives  her 
ajirk  that  kinder  startled  her;  it  came  so  sudden 
like,  it  made  her  acream  ;  so  off  he  sot,  hot  foot, 
and  over  the  gate  in  no  time. 

"Well,  I  cyphered  over  this  all  night,  acalculadn' 
how  I  should  reciprocate  that  trick  with  him,  and 
at  last  I  hit  on  a  scheme.  I  recollected  lather's 
\WOrds  at  partia',  '  mind  vi/iat  I  tell  you,  you'll  faring 
far  it  yet;'  and,  thinks  I,  friend  Jim,  111  make  that 
prophecy  come  true,  yet,  I  guess.  80 
night,  jist  at  dark,  I  ^v^s  January  Snow,  the  old 
nigger,  a  nidge  with  my  elbow,  and  as  si 
looks  up,  I  winks  and  walks  out,  and  he  a 
says  I,  'January,  can  you  keep  jour  ton|^ 
jour  teeth,  you  oW  nigger,  you*'  'Why  massa, 
why  you  ax  that  are  question  f  my  Gor  Ormity, 
you  tink  old  Snow  ho  don't  know  tJint  are  yet ;  my 
tongue  he  got  plenty,  room  now,  debil  a  tooth  left, 
he  can  stretch  out  ever  so  far ;  like  a  little  ' 
bed,  h((  lay  quiet  enough,  massa,  never  feac'  '  Well, 
then,'saya  I,  'bend  down  that  are  ash  saplin' softly, 
you  old  Snowball,  and  make  no  noise.'  The  saplin' 
was  no  sooner  bent  than  secured  to  the  ground  by 
a  notched  peg  and  a  noose,  and  a  sUp  knot  vas  sus- 
pended from  the  tree,  jist  over  the  track  that  led 
from  the  pathway  to  the  house.     'Why,  my  Gor, 

maasa,  that's  a .'     '  Hold  yftur  mug,  you  old 

nigger,'  says  1,  '  or  I'll  send  your  tongue  a  sarchin' 
artei  your  teeth ;  keep  quiet,  and  follow  me  in  pres- 

"Well,  Jist  as   it  struck  nine  o'clock,  says  I, 


Sally,  hold  tbia  here  hank  of  twine  for  a  minute, 

till  I  wind  a  trifle  on  it  off;  that's  a  dear  critter,' 

aot  down  her  candle,  and  I  put  the  twine  on 

handa,  and  then  I  begins  to  wmd  and  wind 

away  ever  ao  slow,  and  drops  the  ball  every  now 

and  then,  so  as  to  keep  her  down  stair;'.     'Sam.' 

ihe,  '  I  do  believe  you  won't  wind  that  are 

off  all  night ;  do  give  it  to  January,  I  won't 

10  longer,  Tm  een  a  most  dead  asleep.'     '  The 

old  feller's  arm  is  so  plaguy  onsteady,'  says  I,  'it 

do;  but  hark,  what's  that?  Tm  aure  I  heerd 

something  in  the  ash  saplin',  didn't  you.  Sail  T     '  I 

heerd  the  geese  there,  that's  all,'  saya  she ;  '  they 

always  come  under  the  windows  at  night,'  but  she 

looked  scared  enough,  and  says  she,  '  I  vow  Tm 

d  a  holdin'  out  my  arms  this  way,  and  1  won't 

it  no  longer;'  and  down  she  throw'd  the  hank 

the  floor.      'Well,'  aays  I,   'stop  one  minnte, 

dear,  till  I  send  old  January  out  to  see  if  any  body 

perhaps  some  o'  neighbor  Dearborne's 

cattle  have  broke  into  the  sarce  garden.'     January 

nt  out,  tho'  Sail  say'd  it  was  no  use,  for  she  knew 

:  noise  of  the  geese :  they  always  kept  close  to 

I  house  at  night,  for  fear  of  the  varmin.    Pres- 

ly  in  rnns  Snow,  with  !iis  hair  standin'  up  on 

id,  and  the  whites  of  hia  eyes  lookin'  as  the  rims 

of  a  soup  plate;  'Oh!  Gor  Ormity,'  said  he,  'oh 

massa,  oh  Mias  Sally,  oh  I'    '"What  on  airth  is  the 

matter  with  yon  ?'  said  Sally,  '  how  you  do  frighten 

met     I  vow  I  believe  you're  mad — 'oh  my  Gor,' 

said  ho,  '  oh  !  massa,  Jim  Munroe  he  hang  himself 

on  the  ash  saplin'  under  Miss  Sally's  window — oh 

my  Gor!!!'     That  shot  was  a  settler,  it  struck  poor 

Sail  right  atwiit  wind  and  water;  she  gave  a  lurch 

ajiead,  and  then  heeled  over  and  aunk  right  down 

in   another   faiutjn'    fit;    and   Juno,   old    Snow'a 

wife,  carried  her  off,  and  laid  her  down  on  the 

bed — poor  thing,  she  felt  ugly  enough,  I  do  sup- 

"Well,  fether,  I  thought  he'd  a  fainted  too;  he 
was  so  struck  up  all  of  a  heap,  he  was  completely 
bung-fungered;  'dear,  dear,'  said  he,  'I  didn't 
think  it  would  come  to  pass  so  soon,  but  I  knew  it 
would  come.  'I  foretold  it,'  saya  he,  'the  last 
time  I  see'd  him  ;  '  Jim,'  says  I,  '  mind  what  I  say, 
you'll  swing  for  it  yet.'  Give  me  the  sword  I  wore 
when  I  waa  at  Bunker's  Hill,  'may  bo  there's  life 
yet,  ril  cut  him  down.'  The  lantern  was  soon 
made  ready,  and  out  we  went  to  the  ash  aaphn'. 
'  Cut  me  down,  Sam,  that'a  a  good  fellow,'  siud  Jim, 
all  the  blood  in  my  body  has  swashed  into  my  head, 
and's  a  runnin'  out  o'  my  nose ;  fm  een  a  moat 
smothered — be  quick,  for  heaven's  sake.'  'The 
Lord  be  praised,'  siud  father,  'the  poor  sinner  is 
not  quite  dead  yet.  Why,  as  I'm  aUve — well  if 
that  don't  beat  all  natur',  why  he  has  hanged  hun- 
self  by  one  leg,  and's  a  swingin'  like  a  rabbit  upside 
down,  that's  a  fact.  Why,  if  be  ain't  snared,  Sam; 
he  is  properly  wired,  I  declare — I  vow  this  is  some 
o'  your  doin's,  Sam— well  it  was  a  clever  scheme, 
too,  but  a  little  grain  too  dangerous,  I  gness."  '  Don't 
stand  starin'  and  jawin'  there  all  night,'  said  Jim, 
'cut  me  down,  I  tell  you — or  cut  my  throat,  and  be 

d d  to  you,  for  Vm.  chokin'  with  blood.'     '  Roll 

over  that  are  hogshead,  old  Snow,'  sdd  I,  'till  I 
get  a  top  00  it  and  cut  him  down ;'  so  I  soon  released 
him,  but  he  couldn't  walk  a  bit.  His  ankle  waa 
swelled  and  sprained  hke  vengeance,  and  he  swore 
one  leg  was  near  about  six  inches  longer  than 
totUer.  'Jim  Munroe,'  says  father,  'little  did  I 
think  I  should  ever  see  you  inside  my  door  agin, 
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but  I  bid  you  enter  now ;  we  owe  you  that 

"Well,  to  make  s,  long  atorj-  short,  Jim  was  ao 
chap-fallen  and  so  down  in  the  mouth,  he  begged  for 
heaven's  sake  it  might  be  kept  a  secret ;  he  eaid  he 
would  run  the  state,  if  ever  it  got  wind,  he  was 
sure  he  couldn't  iland  it.  '  It  will  be  One  while,  I 
gueEfl,'  said  father,  'afore  jou  are  ablo  to  run  or 
stand  either;  but  if  jou  nili  give  me  your  band, 
Jim,  and  promise  to  give  over  your  evil  ways,  I  will 
not  only  keep  it  secret,  but  you  shall  be  a  welcome 
guest,  at  old  Sam  Slick's  once  more,  for  the  sake 
of  your  father — he  was  a  brave  man,  one  of  tho 
heroes  of  Bunker's  Hill,  he  was  our  saijeant  and 

.'    '  He  promiaee,'  says  I,  '  &thcr  (for  the  old 

man  had  sCudi  his  right  foot  out,  the  way  he  al- 
ways stood  when  he  told  about  the  old  war;  and 
as  Jim  couldo't  stir  a  peg,  it  was  a  grand  chance, 
and  he  waa  agoin'  to  give  him  the  whole  revolution, 
from  Genera!  Gage  up  to  Independence,)  he  prom- 
isee,' says  I,  'father.'  Well  it  was  all  settled,  and 
things  soon  grew  as  calm  as  a  pan  of  milk  two  days 
old ;  and  afore  t,  year  was  over,  Jim  was  as  steady 


agoin' man  as  Iflnister  Joshua  Hopewell,  and  was 
married  to  our  Sail.  Nothin'  was  eier  said  about 
the  snare  till  arter  the  weddin'.  Whec  the  min- 
ister bad  finished  axin'  a  bles^n',  father  goes  up  to 
Jim,  and  says  he,  'Jim  Uunroe,  mj  boy,'  givin' 
him  a  rousin'  slap  on  the  shoulder  that  sot  him  a 
coughin'  for  the  matter  of  five  minatea  (for  be  was 
a  mortal  powerful  man,  was  father),  '  Jim  Munroe, 
my  boy,'  says  he,  'you've  got  the  snare  round  your 
neck,  I  guess,  now,  instead  of  your  leg ;  the  saplin' 
has  been  a  father  to  you,  may  you  be  father  of 
many  saplin's.' 

"  We  had  a  most  special  time  of  it,  you  may  de- 
pend, all  except  the  minister;  father  got  lum  into 
a  comer,  and  gave  him  chapter  and  verse  for  the 
whole  war.  Every  now  and  then  as  I  came  near 
them,  I  heard  Bunker's  Hill,  Brandywine,  Clinton, 
Gates,  and  so  on.  It  was  broad  day  when  we 
parted,  and  the  last  that  went  was  poor  minister. 
Father  followed  him  clean  down  to  the  gate,  and 
says  he,  'Minister,  we  hadn't  Unie  this  bitch,  or  Fd 
a  told  you  all  about  the  Esaki/aiion  of  New  York, 
but  I'll  tell  JOU  that  the  next  &ae  we  meec." 


OR,     YANKEE     PHILOSOPHY. 


Society  is  somelhiDg  like  a  barrel  of  pork.  The 
meat  that's  at  the  top,  is  sometimes  not  as  good  as 
that  that's  a  little  griun  loner  down;  the  upper 
and  lower  ends  are  ^aguy  apt  to  have  a  little  taint 
in  'em,  but  the  middle  is  always  good. 

If  a  man  don't  hoe  his  com,  and  he  don't  get  a 
crop,  he  says  'tis  all  owing  to  the  Bank  ;  and  if  he 
rons  into  debt,  and  is  sued,  why  he  says  the  law- 
yers are  a  curse  to  the  country. 

We  can  do  without  any  article  of  luxury  we've 
never  had,  but  when  once  obtained,  it  is  not  in 
human  nator'  to  surrender  it  voluntarily. 


When  a  feller  is  too  lazy  to  work,  he  pionts  his 
name  over  his  door,  and  calls  it  a  tavern,  and  as 
hke  as  not  he  makes  the  whole  Deighboihood  as 
lazy  as  himseif. 

Our  tree  of  liberty  was.a  beautiful  tree — a  splen- 
did tree — it  was  a  sight  to  look  at ;  it  was  fenced 
and  well  protected,  and  it  grew  ao  stately  and  so 
handsome,  that  strangers  came  from  all  parts  of  the 
world  to  see  it.  They  all  allowed  it  was  the  most 
splendid  thing  in  the  world.  Well,  the  niobs  have 
brolien  in  and  torn  down  their  fences,  and  snapped 
off  the  branches,  and  scattered  all  the  leaves  about, 
and  it  looks  no  better  than  a  galLows-tree. 
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I  guesa  if  you  were  at  our  factories  at  Lowell, 
we'd  show  joua  wonder — -five  k-awhed  gals  alwork 
together,  all  in  lileiice!  I  don'C  tiiiak  our  great 
country  bais  such  a  real  oatural  curiosity  as  that — I 
espect  the  world  don't  contain  the  beat  of  it — for 
a  woman's  tongue  goes  so  slick  of  itself,  without 


p  pow( 


hinges,  that  it  ia  no  easy  matter  to  put  a 

atop  on  it,  I  tell  jou.    It  conies  as  natural  as  anuK- 

ing  miDt  julep. 

What  i«  the  use  of  reading  the  Provcrlis  of  Solo- 
mon to  our  free  and  enlightened  citizens,  that  are 
every  mite  and  mortal  as  wise  as  he  was?  That 
are  man  undertook  to  say  there  vaa  nothing  new 
under  the  sun.  I  guess  he'd  think  he  spoke  a  little 
loo  fast,  if  he  was  to  see  our  steamboats,  railroads, 
and  India-rubber  shoes — three  inventions  worth 
more  nor  all  he  knew  put  in  a  heap  together. 

There  are  some  folks  who  think  a  good  deal  and 
say  but  Utile,  and  they  are  wise  folks;  and  there 
are  others  agin,  who  bleat  right  out  whatever  comes 
uppermost,  and  I  guesa  tbey  are  pretty  considerable 
superfine  darned  fools. 

Never  tell  folks  you  can  go  ahead  of  'em,  but  do 
it.  It  spares  a  great  deal  of  talk,  and  helps  them 
to  save  their  breath  to  cool  their  broth. 


Fohtics  makes  a  man  as  crooked  as  a  pack  does 
a  pediar ;  not  that  they  are  so  awful  heavy,  neither, 
but  it  leaches  a  man  to  ttoop  in  the  long  run. 


Td  rather  keep  a  critter  whoae  faults  I  do  know, 
than  change  him  for  a  beast  whose  faults  I  ■ ' 

There's  nothing  I  bate  so  mueb  as  cant  of  all 
kinds;  it's  a  sure  kind  of  a  tricky  disposition. 
you  see  a  feller  cant  in  reK^on,  clap  your  hand  inl 
your  packet,  and  lay  right  hold  of  your  puii,  i 
he'n  steal  it,  as  sure  as  you're  alive ;  and  if  a  me 
cant  in  politics,  hell  sell  you  if  he  gets  a  chance, 
you  may  depend.  Law  and  physic  are  just  the 
same,  and  every  mite  and  morsel  as  bad.  If  a 
lawyer  takes  to  cantin',  it's  like  the  fox  preachin' 
to  the  geese;  he'll  eat  up  his  whole  congregadon. 
And  if  a  doctor  takes  to  it,  he's  a  quack,  as  Eure 
&s  ratea.     The  Lord  have  mercy  on  you,  for  he 


these  walls,"  for  said  he,  "  the  one  will  set  a 
agoin'  among  my  cottons,  and  the  t'other  ai 
my  gals.     I  won't  have  no  such  inflammable  and 
diuigerona  things  about  me  On  no  account." 

Natur'  is  natur"  wherever  you  find  it — in  ra 


nife. 

All  folks  that  grow  up  right  off,  like  a  mushroom, 
...  one  night,  are  apt  to  think  no  small  beer  ot 
themselves.  A  cabbage  has  plaguy  large  leaves  to 
the  bottom,  and  spreads  them  out  as  wide  as  an  old 
woman's  petticoat,  to  hide  the  ground  it  sprung 
from,  and  conceal  its  extraction. 

When  a  feUer  has  run  as  fast  as  he  can  clip,  he 
has  to  stop  and  take  breath ;  you  must  do  that  or 
choke. 

A  long  face  is  plaguy  apt  to  cover  a  long  con- 


Nothin'  sets  up  a  woman's  spunk  like  eallin'  her 
ugly — she  gets  her  back  right  up,  like  a  cat  when 
a  strange  dog  comes  near  her;  she's  all  eyes,  claws, 
and  bristles. 

Make  a  farmer  of  him,  and  you  will  have  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  him  an  honest,  independent, 
and  respectable  member  of  society—more  honest 
than  traders,  more  independent  than  professional 
men,  and  more  respectable  than  citlier. 

There  are  only  two  things  worth  looking  at  in  a 
horse — action  and  soundness,  for  I  never  saw  a 
critter  that  had  good  action  that  waa  a  bad  beast. 

It's  in  politics  as  in  racin',  every  thing  dependa 
upon  a  fair  start.  If  you  are  olf  too  quick,  you 
have  to  pull  up  and  turn  back  agin,  and  your  beast 
gets  out  of  wind  and  is  bafHed ;  and  if  yon  lose  in 
the  start,  you  haVt  got  a  &Jr  chance  arlerwards, 
and  are  plaguy  apt  to  get  jockeyed  in  the  course. 


There 

a  a  plaguy  sight  of  truth  in  them  a 

re  old 

.     They  are  distilled  fects  steamed 

down 

sence.     They  are  like  portable  soup,  an 

deal  o'  matter  in  a  small  compass. 

They 

ue  aa  a  plum'  line,  and  as  short  anc 

as  sugar 

candy. 

When 

vou've  too  many  irons  in  the  fire,  s« 

me  on 

'em  wiU 

eet  stone  cold,  and  t'other  ones  w 

U  get 

burnt,  and  so  they'll  never  be  no  good  m  na 

ur'. 

Now' 

the  time  to  lam,  when  you  are 

young. 

Store  J 

ur  mind  well,  and  the  fragrance 

ill  rl- 

a  arter  the  rose  has  shed  its  leaves 

Tbe 

otter    of'roses   is  stronger  than  the    rose. 

and  a 

plaguy 

ght  more  valuable. 

The  Yankees  May  stump  the  universe.  We  im- 
prove on  every  thing,  and  we  have  improved  on 
our  own  species.  You'll  search  one  while,  I  tell 
you,  afore  you'll  Qud  a  man  that,  take  him  big  and 
large,  is  equal  to  one  of  our  free  and  enlightened 
citizens.  He's  the  chap  that  has  got  both  speed, 
wind,  and  bottom;  he's  clear  grit,  ginger  to  the 
backbone,  you  may  depend.  It's  generally  allowed 
there  ain't  the  beat  of  them  to  be  found  anywhere. 
Spry  as  a  fos,  supple  as  an  eel,  and  'cute  as  a, 
weasel.  Though  I  say  it  that  shouldn't  say  it,  they 
fairly  take  the  shine  otf  creation — they  are  actilly 
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BRIGHTON    FAIR. 

ER.       (a.   CEOWQUILL.) 


„abonil  inclination  fbc  the 
Tulgar  pleaEures  of  a  fair.  The  mingled  aounde  of 
the  mimic  peony-trumpet,  the  raltle,  and  the  toy- 
drum,  the  grinding  of  the  barrel-organs,  the  clash- 
ing of  cymbals,  and  the  whole  miscellaneous  con 
of  discordant  music  ia  always  very  exhilarating, 

than  when  it  breaks  in  upon  the 
le  of  a  fashionable  watering-place. 

About  eight  o'clock  on  a  fine  warm  September's 
evening,  I  quitted  my  temporary  residence  on  the 
Marine  Parade,  and,  crossing  the  Steyne,  mingled 
in  the  parli-oolored  stream  of  boys  and  girls,  and 
children  of  a  larger  growth,  which  was  flowing  on 
towarda  "Ireland's  Gardens,"  where  the  fair  was 
held 

The  road,  like  a  grocer's  shop  on  a  July  day, 
was  a»  arming  with  /ws.  All  the  beam  were  nn- 
bent,  and  the  belles  bending  to  beam,  as  they 
greeted  each  other  on  the  way,  ridiculing  the  idea 
of  going  to  a  fair,  and  yet  all  pushing  forward  to 
the  scene  of  the  annual  Saturnalia.  The  counte- 
nances of  the  many  fashionable  females  I  recognized 
in  the  crowd  encouraged  me  in  the  pursuit.  "Sweet 
creatures!"  thought  I,  "they  at  least  will  not  cen- 
Hure  iny  predilection  in  faror  of  such  a  pastime. 
Indeed,  it  would  be  sheer  ingratitude  in  them  to 
contemn  my  devotion  to  the  fair!" 
._  I  entered  the  gardens.  On  two  sides  of  the  spa- 
cious green  the  cake  and  toy-booths  and  the  shows 
were  ranged,  forming  an  angle.  The  children,  who 
had  parents  or  pence,  were  admiring  the  spice-nats 
and  gilt-gingerbread,  and  the  fra^le  and  many- 
colored  allurements  of  the  former;  while  a  well- 
ordered  mob  were  listening  and  laughing  at  the 
Stentorian  invitations  of  the  bawling  proprietors  of 
the  latter  places  of  scenie,  dramatic,  and  intellec- 
tual entertainment.  Every  booth,  with  its  neat 
white  cloth,  looked  like  the  aproned  lap  of  a  capa- 
cious grandmamma,  filled  with  nice  things  for  dis- 
tribution   among   her  children's   children.      The 


laughing  looks  and  the  eiclamations  of  the  sun- 
burnt little  rogues  filled  my  heart  with  pleasure, 
and  emptied  my  pockets  of  the  coppers  wherewith 
I  had  stored  them  for  the  occa^on. 

As  the  twilight  faded,  the  smaller  part  of  the 
joyous  multitude  gradually  disappeared  from  the 
festive  scene;  and  the  number  of  servant-maids, 
smart  shopmen,  sailors,  and  fishermen,  almost  im- 
perceptibly increased.  The  colored  lamps  burned 
brighter,  and  gave  the  place  the  appearance  of  the 
jewel-bearing  trees  in  the  fruit-gardens  of  Aladdin. 
A  party  commenced  a  country-dance  on  the  green, 
which  was  soon  lengthened  by  new-comers;  and 
even  some  of  the  genteeler  people,  inspired  by  the 
scene,  contrived  to  get  up  a  quadrille  without  the 
aid  of  a  Master  of  the  Ceremonies.  Although  ad- 
miring the  freedom  and  good-humor  with  which 
they  entered  into  the  prevailing  spirit  of  the  hour, 
my  dancing  days  were  long  since  past,  and  I  there- 
fore moved  on,  and  mingled  with  the  motley  mob 
before  the  principal  show. 

Here  Mr.  Merryman,  having  performed  a  prelvdto 
upon  the  salt-boi  with  a  rotling-pin,  with  all  the 
con  tftirito  and  force  which  the  compass  of  that 
favorite  instrument  allows,  had  just  placed  the  boi 
under  his  left  arm,  and  was  extending  the  rolling- 
pin  d  la  truncheon  in  his  right,  when  the  proprietor 
of  the  adjoining  booth,  dressed  in  a  white  hat  and 
red  coat,  eitended  his  body  over  the  show,  in  order 
to  catch  the  attention  of  Mr.  Merryman's  custom- 
ers, and  bawled  out,  .  . 
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"This  is  the  show  I" 

"And  this  is  the  substance!"  eiohumed  Mr.  Mer- 
rfmao.  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen !  that  man's  a 
Radietil — look  at  his  hat !"  A.  roar  of  laughter  fol- 
lowed this  allusion.  "  The  only  sign  of  good  sense 
he  has  shown  is  his  endeavor  to  thrust  himself  into 
our  splendid  and  incomparable  Thespian  estabiisb- 
mentl  The  only  animal  worth  seeing  is  himaelf; 
for,  as  you  observe,  he  is  a  kind  of  amphibious  non- 
descript— bein"  half  beaver  and  half  donkey,  which 
is  the  cause  of  his  eiposing  himself!" 

Another  peal  of  laughter  followed  this  spirited 
expression  of  party  feeling  on  the  part  of  the  indig- 
nant Mr.  Merryman. 

"Onij  tuppence,  and  children  half-price  I"  em- 
phatically exclaimed  the  rival. 

"  If  you  pay  your  money  there,"  swd  Mr.  Merry- 
man,  "you  will  most  certiunly  be — let  in.  Here, 
here  is  the  place,  where  all  the  money  you  lay  out 
will  produce  a  profit !  We  have  travelled  the 
country  fer  and  wide  to  gather  materials  for  your 
amusement;  and  you  will  find,  and  must  confess,- 
that  we  have  progressed  with  the  march  of  intellect. 
We  feariessly  challenge  competition;  and  if  any 
individual,  Ignorantly  blind  to  our  superior  merit, 
shall  declare  he  is  dissatisfied,  and  that  we  have 
made  a  fool  of  him,  we  will  refund  his  inonej ! 
Walk  up,  ladies  and  gentlemen  I  and  you  will  End 
a  feast  of  wit  here,  where  you  may  not  only  feed, 
but  carry  away  scraps  enough  to  entertain  your 
friends  for  the  neit  twelve  months.  Only  three- 
pence! — four  a  shilling!  Why,  it's  aa  cheap  as 
nittcberel,  and  much  more  nourishing;  for  every 
one  may  '  laugh  and  grow  fet,'  if  he  choose,  without 
the  trouble  of  mastication.  Walk  up,  ladies  and 
gentlemen! — ^walk  ap!" 

The  wit  and  drollery  of  Mr.  Merryman  won  upon 
hia  auditory,  and  they  began  to  mount  the  widc-ei- 
tended  steps,  from  three  to  wi  abreast;  and,  hav- 
ing paid  their  money  for  admission,  the  platform 
was  floon  left  clear  of  the  performers,  whose  services 
were  wan(«d  on  the  stage,  giving  an  opportunity  to 
the  "  Badical,"  who  had  so  unwarrantably  ventured 
on  the  precincts  of  hia  neighbor,  to  "  eiplun,"  and 
win  over  an  audience  from  the  crowd. 

When  I  again  approached  the  Thespian  establish- 
ment, a  "  delighted  and  oversowing"  audience  were 
coming  ouL 

"Now,  my  merry  customers  all!"  esclaimed  the 
unwearied  clown,  "walk  up!  waJkupl  and  we  will 
rejoice  the  very  cockles  of  your  hearts  for  the  small 
cost  of  threepence!  Is  it  not  worth  double  the 
money,  father?"  exchumed  he,  addressing  a  broad- 
shouldered  Sussex  farmer. 

The  rustic  grmned  at  being  addressed;  and  1 
heard  the  words  "  Deep  as  Garrick !" 

"Not  equalled  since  the  days  of  Garrick,  he 
Bays  I"  sdd  the  unblushing  Mr.  Merryman,  The 
farmer  grinned  again,  and  descended  with  the 
crowd,  leaving  a  "  clear  stage  "  for  the  antics  of  the 
outside  performers. 

The  clown  then  proceeded  to  accompany  a  sort 
of  six-handed  reel,  performed  by  his  gorgeously- 
spangled  brother-comedians,  upon  bis  fatorite  in- 
strument. At  the  oonolnsion  of  the  serpentine  evo- 
lutions, Mr.  Merryman  began  eating  fire  amid  the 
loud  applause  of  his  ruder  audience, 

"Now  doesn't  that  beat  snapdragon,"  cried  he, 
"  all  to  tinder?  Don't  be  alarmed,  voung  ladies  ! 
my  heart's  already  in  a  flame  with  'your  charms, 
and  this  is  the  way  I  feed  the  combustion !    Though 


no  posture-master,  I  can  put  my  loa  in  mv  month 
as  cleverly  as  the  best  of 'em  !" 

After  this  feat  with  his  tom,  he  turned  to  a  be- 
rougcd  gentleman  with  a  hat  and  feathers,  a  black 
velvet  fly  jacket,  white  pantaloons,  and  yellow  boots, 
with  a  riding-whip  in  his  hand. 

"  I  say,  Mister  Master,"  said  he. 

"Well,  Mr.  Merryman,  and  what — do — you — 
say?"  SMd  the  other. 

"  Why  did  the  dun  cow  not  know  her  tail  when 
she  saw  it  in  the  pond!" 

"  Don't — know — Mr.— Merryman." 

"  Why,  'cause  she  had  never  seen  it — before — to 
be  sure,"  replied  the  clown. 

A  laugh  of  course  followed  the  solution  of  the 

"Now  here's  a  puzzler,"  continued  he.     "Why 
cabbage  run  to  seed  like  a  lover  1     Give  it  up  ? 


"  What  were  the  last  words  of  the  trumpeter 
when  he  was  gored  by  the  parson's  bull?  Why, 
'blow  the  horns!' to  be  sure;  for  that  was  in  his 
vocation.  I  say.  Gaffer,"  said  he,  addressing  a  'jos- 
kin' in  the  crowd,  whose  mouth  was  extended  from 
ear  to  ear  with  an  awful  grin  of  approbation,  "  if 
you've  cut  your  teeth  of  wisdom,  canst  tell  mo  what 
are  the  three  domestic  dehghts  of  a  poor  man  on  a 
cold  day  f " 

"  Noa,"  replied  the  party.    "What  be  they,  ey?" 

I'  Why,  a  '  nag^ng'  wife,  the  tooth-ache,  and  no 
chips  («  boil  the  pot  withal!" 

"Bravo,  Mr,  Merryman!"  exclaimed  'the Master'; 
"  you  shafl  have  a  bowl  of  gooseberry  fool." 

"One  fool  at  a  time,  if  you  please,"  cried  Mr. 
Merryman.  "  Pray,  can  any  other  fool  tell  another 
fool  what  is  the  height  of  luxury?  You — or  you 
— or  you  ?  None  !  then  I'll  elucidate  your  ponder- 
osity, and  dazzle  the  eyes  of  your  intellootuahty 
witlithebrightnceaof  my  intelligence.  Know,  then, 
that  the  height  of  luxury  is — a  tight  boot  on  a  July 
day,  with  a  sharp  peg  in  the  heel  of  it.  Now,  raend 
that  boot  if  ye  can,  ye  cobblers  of  conundrums!" 

And  he  commenced  capering  among  the  dancers 
in  the  most  agile  and  ludicrous  manner,  accompa- 
nied by  the  roars  of  his  auditory.  He  certainly 
was  a  fellow  of  infinite  humor,  and  I  regret  that  my 
treacherous  memory  has  let  slip  many  bright  speia- 
mens  of  his  glittering  nonsense. 

At  the  conclusion  of  his  Terpsichorean  efTorta,  he 
again  presented  himself,  assuming  and  caricaturing 
the  character  of  a  candidate  at  an  election. 

"Men  of  Sussex !"Biud  he,  oratoricaUy  sawing 
the  air  with  his  extended  arms,  "  a  dissolution  of 
tha  house  having  just  taken  place,  I  again  have  the 
honor  of  appearing  before  jou  to  Solicit  the  favor 
of  your  suffrages!  and  I  firmly  trust  that  the  man- 
ner in  which  I  performed  my  arduous  duties  on  the 
last  occasion  1  had  the  honor  of  serving  you,  will 
have  sufficiently  testified  my  heartfelt  zeal  for  your 
welfare  and  approbation.  My  priaciples  are  too 
well  known  to  require  me  to  pledge  myself  to  the 
performance  of  my  duties  ;  and  yet,  should  you  re- 
quire it,  behold!  I  am  ready  to  bo  'put  up  the 
spout '  for  your  benefit ;  although,  in  tenderness,  I 
ought  to  resist  such  a  request,  because  you  would 
never  be  able  to  redeem  me ;  for,  without  vanity,  I 
may  say  there's  no  rfuyijea(e  of  your  humble  servant! 
Gallant  men  of  Sussex !  I  caQ  npon  you  to  support 
the  fair. 
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s  your  cause  I  fidvocate, 
and  I  deserve  acme  support  at  jour  hands  in  gruti- 
lude,  for  all  my  life  I  ha^e  endeavored  to  uphold 
the  latereslB  of  the  fair  !  Then  come  to  the  poll ! 
Remember  a  /«tr  is  like  a  lady's  eaiM^ny,  there  be- 
ing only  one  in  a  year  I  and  now's  your  only  chance ! 
Walkupl  valk  up!  threepence  is  a  qualification  I 
Here's  reform  and  liberahty  I  why,  'tis  nothing  loss 
than  universal  suffrage !  Come,  then,  and  lay  down 
your  half-crowns,  your  shillings,  and  your  sixpences, 
and  you  shall  have  all  the  change  you  desire.  Tes, 
you  shall  find  us  Radicals  in  our  promises,  and  true 
Tories  in  our  performances !" 

I  felt  that  the  "  show  "  deserved  patronage,  and 
yet  must  confess  I  hail  no  iociination  to  mount  the 
stage;  I  was,  however,  determined  that  the  con- 
cern should  not  be  a  loser  by  my  maavaise  hrniU, 
and  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  representation  of 
four  deputies  among  the  urchins  In  the  crowd.  I 
am  happy  to  say  that  my  example  was  liberally  fol- 
lowed by  many  of  the  "genteeler  folk." 

I  now  lounged  along  the  range  of  cake  aad  toy- 
booths,  anxious  for  Qie  repetition  of  the  merry 
tricks,  and  quips,  and  quirks  of  our  motley  hero. 

I  had  just  gelded  to  the  pressing  instance  of  a 
smart  paiiKiiire  to  purchase  a  bag  of  the  "  best 
spice-nuts,"  which  she  was  "putting  np"  forme, 
when  the  sound  of  a  gong  suddenly  startled  me, 
and,  turning  iiostily  about,  I  obserred  that  the  per- 
formances were  just  over.  I  hurriedly  threw  down 
half-a-crown,  and,  seizing  my  "fairing,"  turned  my 
Steps  eagerly  to  the  chosen  spot,  fearful  of  losing  a 
particle  of  Mr.  Merryman's  quaint  and  laughter- 
moving  speech. 

A  young  serving-lass  was  pushing,  and  aniiously 
endeavoring  to  penetrate  the  mob,,  evidently  in 
pursiut  of  some  object. 

"  Seeking  for  a  lover,  my  dear  ?"  asked  Mr.  Mer- 

"  No ;  Fve  lost  my  shoe,"  pettishly  replied  the 
girl. 

"  A  shoe  I"  said  the  clown ;  "  it  must  be  a  slipper, 
and  a  very  shabby  one,  too,  to  desert  such  a  pretty 
foot.  Tea,  really  'tis  barbarous— nay  shocking  ! — 
to  slip  from  such  a  four — and  well-darned  stocking !" 

Mr.  Merryman  notv  began  to  "hunt  the  slipper," 
which  he  soon  fonnd,  and  presented  to  the  blushing 
damsel.  The  platform  was  speeiKly  cleared  again, 
and  the  same  evolutions  were  recommenced  by  the 
untiring  company  to  the  boisterous  clang  of  cym- 
bals, drums,  and  trumpets. 

"This  is  what  I  call  life,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Merry- 
roan.  "Cutting  and  shuffling  is  the  order  of  the 
day!  There  they  go!  in  and  out,  like  so  many 
wriggling  eels  in  a  fish-basket ;  and  that's  the  way 
to  make  your  way  in  the  world,  now-s-days !  Your 
Strdghl^forward  fool  only  runs  his  head  agdtist  a 
post,  and  comes  to  a  stand-stilll  Commend  me  to 
a  tnave ! — Knaves  are  sharp  Uadet,  and  honest  men 
their  hawses  !" 

"And  pray,  Mis-ter  Merry-man  —  what^are— 
you!"  demanded  the  master,  laying  an  emphasis 
upon  every  syllable  and  word, 

"A  fool!"  replied  Mr,  Merryman;  "and  every 
fool  is  an  honest  man,  and  every  honest  man  a  fool ; 
that's  my  philosophy !" 

"And  pray,  Mr.  Merryman — ivhat — am — I?"  de- 
manded tiie  other. 

"Tou're  another!" 

"CaUmeafool?" 

"To  be  sure,"  replied  Mr.  Merryman;  "for,  if 


spinning  round  upon  one  leg,  a  la  pirouelle,  he 
snatched  up  a  hoop  bound  ivith  red  cloth,  and  be- 
gan twisting  himself  through  it,  throwing  it  over 
his  arms,  legs,  and  head,  with  the  most  dexterous 
rapidity. 

"That's  what  I  call  a  'round  game,'"  said  he, 
breathless  with  his  eierlions,  and  oifering  it  to  his 
master;  "would  you  Uke  to  take  'a  hand?'" 

"Thank-ye,"  replied  he;  "  but,  if  I  go  on,  I  shall 
go  off  for  want  of  breath." 

"Disobey  me,  and  I'll  discharge  yon  directly, 
^rroh  t"  said  the  master,  with  mock  authority. 

"That's  just  what  I  want,  Mister  Master." 

"What,  to  be  dischargedf" 

"  Yes ;  that  is  to  say,  let  off!  which  is  one  and 
the  same  thing  to  a  fool  and  a  duck-gun !" 

Sere  the  indefatigable  fellon  again  began  caper- 
ing among  the  earpa  dramaligve,  and  at  the  conclu- 
lediately  commenced  the  following  invita- 
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walk  up,  and  taste  of  the  delightful  banquet  v 
have  catered  for  your  amusement !  Here  tragedy, 
comedy,  and  farce,  are  combined  to  move  you  to 
tears,  and  win  your  smiles!  Here  the  thin  may 
grow  fat  with  laughter,  and  the  fat  sup  fall  of  hor- 
rors, and  dwindle  to  the  size  of  a  Kentish  hop-pole ! 
Come,  then,  and  down  with  your  dust!  only  three- 
pence. The  only  legitimate  drama  in  the  whole 
fair !  All  the  rest  are  mere  '  by-blows,'  and  father- 
ed by  fools!  Here  you  nil!  find  not  only  the  gold 
and  glitter,  but  the  ^ngerbread,  good,  spicy,  and 
substantial.  Allow  me,  sir,  to  lend  you  a  hand!" 
continued  he,  stooping  to  a  wooden-legged  sailor, 
who  was  'stumping'  up  the  steps;  "I  would  wil- 
lingly lend  you  a  leg  to  boot,  had  I  one  to  spare. 
Walk  up,  ladies !  the  front  row  is  still  vacant ;  and 
there  you  may  not  only  see,  but  be  seen.  Now, 
farmers  of  Sussex!  ye  first  of  com-cutters!  put 
your  best  legs  foremost.  It  always  delights  my 
heart  to  welcome  the  agricultural  interest  |  they 
are  all  sharp  and  good-tempered  blades.  Raisers 
of  crops  and  crops  of  razors!  walk  up,  walk  upl 
the  room  and  the  '  company '  are  both  extensive." 
The  booth  was  speedily  filled,  and  I  again  saun- 
tered from  the  spot,  when  one  of  those  sudden 
showers,  so  frequent  in  Brighton,  drove  me  from 
the  scene  of  noise,  bustle,  and  rude  merriment;  and 
hailing  the  first  'fly,'  I  drove  homo  to  my  lodging, 
perfectly  delighted  with  my  evening's  entertain- 
On  the  morning  after  the  conclusion  of  the  fair, 
I  turned  my  steps  towards  the  gardens.  Most  of 
the  booths  were  dismantled,  and  many  of  the  show- 
people  had  packed  np  and  departed.  The  Thespian 
establishment,  too,  had  nearly  completed  its  travel- 
ling arrangements.  A  long  cart  covered  with  the 
scenery  and  paraphernalia  of  the  drama  alone  re- 
mained, with  its  horseless  shafts  extended  along  the 
ground,  like  a  couple  of  bony  arms,  waiting  to  em- 
brace the  lean  ribs  of  the  "  hack  "  to  transport  it  to 
the  place  of  its  next  destination. 

Several  trunks  were  scattered  over  the  path  and 
green;  and  a  man  with  sandy  hair,  deeply  pitted 
with  the  small-pox,  was  issuing  his  orders  to  his  as- 
sistants, diligently  applying  bis  hammer,  to  secure 
the  "  properties."  He  was  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  wore 
a  pair  of  lai^e  corded,  light>colored  ineipres^bles, 
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ton  stockings,  and  high-low,  heavj 
He  appeared  the  master  of  the  con 
13  ordering  about  him,  and  eertajnlj 


"I  hope,"  sud  1,  "that  jou  have  made  a  good 
harvest  1" 

"Pretty  well,  sir,  I.  thank  joa,  considering  the 
times,"  Baid  he;  "but  fairs  are  not  what  they  used 
to  be :  the  people  fane;  themselves  so  clever  that 
ne  find  it  difficult  to  please  them  now-a-da;s.  The 
merest  clown  now  sets  up  for  a  critic,  and  ^ncies, 
because  he  can  read,  he  has  brains,  and  feels  much 
more  pleasure  in  finding  fault  with  what  he  don't 
anderstand,  than  with  Ijeing  pleased  with  what  he 

"Well,  I  am  sure  your  'clown'  gave  universal 
Katisfaction,"  said  I ;  "  for  my  part,  I  must  confess 
1  waa  infinitely  amused  by  his  exertions." 

"  I'm  sm'e  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,"  siud  he  ; 


"  for  the  praise  of  the  judicious  few  compensates  us 
for  many  disagreeables.  You  are  not,  perhaps, 
aware,  sir,  that  you  are  now  speaking  to  that  '  gift- 
ed iniividual  ?' "  continued  he,  smiling. 

J  waa  certainly  what  the  old  women  call  "thun- 
der-stmek  "  at  this  intelligence ;  and,  no  doubt,  my 
stare  of  astonishment  tickled  the  '  clown,'  for  ho 
burst  into  a  loud  fit  of  laughter. 

"Ah,  air,"  said  he,  "it's  a  wonder  what  a  differ- 
ence a  little  whitewashing  makes  in  a  man !" 

When  my  amazement  had  abated,  I  continued 
the  conversation,  and  found,  upon  inquiry,  that  he 
waa  the  real  and  sole  proprietor  of  the  "Show." 
Though  no  beauty,  I  certainly  discovered  that  he 
was  no  "ordinary"  man,  and,  protTering  Mm  a 
gratuity  for  the  pleasure  he  had  afforded  me,  I  took 
ray  leave,  delighted  with  my  strai 
the  Firet  Fool  of  Brighton  Fair. 


ON    A    ROMAS    NOSE. 


Knows  he,  who  never  took  a  pinch. 

Nosey!  the  pleasure  thence  which  fiowa? 

Enows  he  the  titillating  joys 
Which  my  nose  knows  P 


Ob,  nose !  I  am  as  proud  of  thee. 
As  any  mountain  of  its  snows ; 

I  gaze  on  thee,  and  feel  itiat  joy — 
A  Roman  knows ! 


THE  TALE  OF  THE  ENGLISH  SAILOR. 


FKOK  "the  pacha  of  many  t. 

"  I  HAVE  an  infidel  in  the  courtyard,"  repUed  Mus- 
tapha,  "who  telleth  of  strange  things.  He  hath  been 
caught  hke  a  wild  beast ;  it  is  a  Frank  Gahongi,  who 
hath  travelled  as  far  aa  that  son  of  Shitan,  Hucka- 
back ;  be  was  found  in  the  streets,  overpowered  by 
the  forbidden  juice,  alter  having  beaten  many  of 
your  highness's  subjects ;  and  the  eadi  would  have  ad- 
ministered the  bamboo,  but  he  was  as  a  Uon,  and  he 
scattered  the  slaves  as  chaff,  until  he  fell,  and  could 
not  rise  agajn.  I  have  taken  him  from  the  cadi, 
and  brought  him  here.  He  speaketh  but  the  Prank- 
ish tongue,  but  the  aun  who  shineth  on  me  knoweth 
I  have  been  in  the  Frank  country,  and  Inshallah  1 
please  the  Lord,  I  can  interpret  his  meaning," 

"  What  sort  of  a  man  may  he  be,  Mustapha  !" 

"He  is  a  baj  baj — a  big  belly — a  stout  man;  he 
is  an  anhunkher,  a  swallower  of  iron.  He  hilth 
Bailed  in  the  war  vessels  of  the  Franks.  He  hold- 
eth  in  one  hand  a  bottle  of  the  forbidden  liquor,  in 
the  other  he  shakes  at  those  who  would  eiamine 
him  a  thick  stick.  He  hath  a  large  handful  of  the 
precious  weed  which  we  use  for  our  pipes  in  one  of 
his  cheeks,  and  his  hidr  is  hanging  behind  down  to 
his  wust,  in  a  rolled  up  mass,  as  thick  as  the  arm 
of  your  dava." 

"  It  is  well— we  wiU  admit  him  ;  but  let  there  be 
armed  men  at  hand.  Let  me  have  a  full  pipe. 
God  is  great,"  continued  the  pacha,  holding  out  bis 
dass  to  be  filled ;  "  and  the  bottle  is  nearly  empty. 
Place  the  guards,  and  bring  m  the  infidel.' 

The  guards  in  a  few  minutes  brought  into  the 
presence  of  the  pacha,  a  stout-built  English  sailor, 
in  the  usual  dress,  and  with  a  tdl  which  hung  down 
behind,  below  his  waist.  The  sailor  did  not  appear 
t,  and  every  now  and  then,  as 


they  pushed  and  dragged  him  in,  turned  to  one  side 
or  the  other,  looking  daggers  at  those  who  conduct- 
ed himi  He  was  sober,  although  his  eyes  bore  tes- 
timony to  recent  intoxication ;  and  his  face,  which 
was  manly  and  handsome,  was  much  disfigured  by 
an  enormous  quid  of  tobacco  in  his  right  cheek, 
which  gave  him  an  appearance  of  natural  deformity. 
As  soon  as  he  was  near  enough  to  the  pacha,  the 
attendants  let  him  go.  Jack  shook  his  jacket, 
hitched  up  his  trou^rs,  and  aaid,  looking  furiously 
at  them,  "  Well,  you  be^ars,  have  you  done  wiUi 
me  at  last  ?" 

Mustapha  addres 
him  that  he  was  in 

"  What,  that  old  chap  muffied  up  in  shawls  and 
furs — is  he  the  pacha?  Well,  I  don't  think  much 
o'  he ;"  and  the  sailor  turned  his  eyes  round  the 
room,  gaping  with  astonishment,  and  perfectly  un- 
mindful how  very  near  he  was  to  One  who  could  cut 
oiT  his  head  or  his  tail,  by  a  single  movement  of 
his  hand. 

"What  sayeth  the  Frank,  Mustapha?'  inquired 
the  pacha. 

"He  is  struck  dumb  with  astonishment  at  the 
splendor  of  your  majesty,  and  all  that  lie  beholds." 

"  It  is  well  sud,  by  Allah!" 

"I  suppose  I  may  just  as  well  come  to  an  an- 
chor," said  the  sailor,  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  and  dropping  down  on  the  mata.  "  There," 
continued  he,  folding  his  legs  in  imitation  of  the 
Turks,  "  as  it's  the  fashion  to  have  a  cross  in  your 
hawae,  in  this  here  country,  I  can  be  a  bit  of  a  lub- 
ber as  well  as  yourselves ;  I  wouldn't  mind  if  I  blew 
a  clond,  as  well  aa  you,  old  fusty-musty." 
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He  saiih  replied  Mu  tapha,  that  in  his  coun- 
trv  no  one  dire  etand  in  the  presence  of  the  Frank, 
iab  king;  and,  overcome  by  hiB  humility,  his  legs 
refuse  flieir  office,  and  he  Einke  to  the  dast  before 
yon.  It  is  even  as  he  sayath,  foe  I  have  trarelled 
in  their  country,  and  such  is  the  cnstom  of  that  un- 
civilized  nation.  Mashallaht  but  Lc  lives  in  awe 
and  trembling." 

"By  the'  beard  of  the  prophet,  he  does  not  ap- 
pear to  show  it  outwardly,"  rephed  the  pacha ; 
"  but  that  may  be  the  custom  also." 

"  Be  ehesm,  on  my  eyes  be  it,"  replied  Mustapha, 
"  it  is  even  bo.  Frank,"  said  Mnatapha,  "  the  pacha 
has  sent  for  yon  that  he  may  hear  an  account  of 
all  the  wonderful  things  which  you  have  seen.  Ton 
must  tell  lieB,  and  you  will  have  gold." 

"Tell  lies!  that  is,  to  spin  a  yarn ;  well,  I  can  do 
that,  bnt  ray  mouth's  baked  with  thirst,  and  with- 
out a  drop  of  something,  the  devil  a  yam  from  me, 
and  BO  you  may  tell  the  old  biily.goat  perched  up 

"  What  sayeth  the  son  of  Shitan  ?"  demanded  the 
pacha,  impatiently. 

"The  unbeliever  declareth  that  his  tongue  is 
glued  to  his  mouth  from  the  terror  of  your  high- 
neas's  presence.  He  fainteth  after  water  to  restore 
him,  and  enable  him  to  speak." 

"Let  him  be  fed,"  rejoined  the  pacha. 

But  Muslapha  had  heard  enough  to  know  that 
the  sailor  would  not  be  content  with  the  pure  ele^ 
ment.  Ha  therefore  continued,  "your  slave  most 
tell  you,  that  in  the  country  of  the  Franks,  they 
drink  nothing  but  the  fire  water,  in  which  the  true 
believers  but  occasionally  venture  to  indulge," 

"Allah  acbar!  nothing  but  fire  water?  What 
then  do  they  do  with  common  water  ?" 

"They  have  none  bnt  from  heaven— the  rivers 
are  all  of  the  same  strength." 

"  Mashallah,  how  wonderful  is  God !     I  would  wc 


le  be  procured,  then,  for 


;.    Let  SI 
I  wish  to  hear  his  story." 

A  bottle  of  brandy  was  sent  for,  and  handed  to 
the  sailor,  who  put  it  to  his  mouth,  and  the  quanti- 
ty he  took  of  it  before  he  removed  the  bottle  to  re- 
cover his  breath,  fully  convinced  the  pacha  that 
Mustapha's  assertions  were  true. 

'■  Come,  that's  not  so  bad,"  said  the  sailor,  pot- 
ting the  bottle  down  between  bis  legs;  "and  now 
I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word,  and  111  spin  old  Billy  a 
yarn  as  long  as  the  maintop-bowling." 

'■What   sayeth    the    Giaour?"  interrupted    the 

"That  he  is  about  to  lay  at  your  bighness'a  feet 
the  wonderful  events  of  his  lile,  and  trust  that  bis 
face  will  be  whitened  before  he  quits  your  sublime 
presence.  Frank,  you  may  proceed." 
"  "  To  lie  till  I'm  black  in  the  face— well,  since  you 
wish  it;  but,  old  chap,  my  name  ar'n't  Frank.  It 
happens  to  be  Bill;  howsomever,  it  wern't  a  bad 
guess  for  a  Turk ;  and  now  I'm  here,  I'd  just  Kke 
10  ai  you  a  question.  We  had  a  bit  of  a  hargu- 
nient  the  other  day,  when  I  was  in  a  frigate  up  the 
Dardanelles,  as  to  what  your  religion  might  be. 
Jacit  Soamea  said  that  you  wam't  Chrietiana,  but 
that  if  yon  were,  you  could  only  be  Catholics;  but 
I  don't  know  how  he  could  know  any  thing  about 
it,  seeing  that  he  had  not  been  more  than  seven 
neeka  on  board  of  a  man-of-war.  What  may  you 
be — if  I  may  make  so  bold  as  to  as  the  question?" 

"What  does  he  say  f  inquired  the  pacha,  impa- 

"He  says,"  interrupted  Mnatapha,  "that  he  was 
not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  born  in  the  country  of  the 
true  believers,  but  in  an  island  full  of  fog  aiid  mist, 
where  the  sun  never  shines,  and  the  cold  is  so  in- 
tense, that  the  water  from  heaven  ia  hard  and  cold 

"  That  accounts  for  their  not  drinking  it.  Mash- 
allah, God  ia  great  1     Let  him  proceed. 

"  The  pacha  desires  me  to  say,  that  our  religion 
is,  that  there  ia  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is  his 
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prophet,  and  bcga  that  you  will  go  on  with  your 
story," 

"  Never  heard  of  the  chap — never  mind — here  a 
saw  wood." 

TALE  OP  THE  ENGLISH  BAILOK. 

I  was  born  at  Shields,  and  hred  tO  the  sea.  Served 
my  time  out  of  that  port,  and  got  a  berth  on  board 
B  BmaU  rtsscl  Stted  out  from  Liverpool  for  the  slave 
trade.  We  made  the  coast,  unstowed  our  beads, 
spirits,  and  gunpowder,  and  very  soon  had  a  cargo 
on  board ;  but  Ute  day  after  ne  sailed  for  the  Ha- 
vannah,  the  dysenlerj  broke  oat  among  the  nig- 
gers— 110  wonder,  seeing  how  they  were  stowed, 
poor  devils,  head  and  tail,  Uke  pilchards  in  a  cask. 
We  opened  the  hatches,  and  brought  part  of  them 
OD  deck,  but  it  was  do  use,  they  died  lite  rotten 
sheep,  and  we  tossed  overboard  about  thirty  a  day. 
Many  others,  who  were  alive,  jumped  overboard, 
and  we  were  followed  by  a  slioal  of  sharks,  splash- 
ing, and  darting,  and  diving,  and  tearing  the  bodies, 
yet  warm,  and  revelling  in  the  hot  and  bloody  wa- 
ter. At  last  they  were  at!  gone,  and  we  turned  back 
to  the  coast  to  get  a  fresh  supply.  We  were  within 
a  day's  sail  of  the  hmd,  when  we  saw  two  boats  on 
our  weather  bow ;  they  made  signals  to  as,  and  we 
foand  them  to  be  lull  of  men  ;  we  hove  to,  and  took 
them  on  board,  and  then  it  was  that  we  discovered 
that  they  Iiad  belonged  to  a  French  schooner,  in 
the  same  trade,  which  had  started  a  plank,  and  bad 
gone  down  like  a  shot,  with  all  the  niggers  in  the 
bold. 

"Now  give  the  old  gentleman  the  small  change 
of  that,  while  I  just  whet  my  whistle." 

Mustapba  having  interpreted,  and  the  sailor  hav- 
ing taken  a  swig  at  the  bottle,  he  proceeded. 

We  didn't  much  like  having  these  French  beg- 
gars on  board,  and  it  wasn't  without  reason,  for 
they  were  as  many  aa  we  were.  The  very  first 
night,  they  were  overheard  by  a  negro  who  be- 
longed to  us,  and  had  learnt  French,  making  a  plan 
for  overpowering  us,  and  takmg  possession  of  the 
vessel ;  so  when  we  heard  that,  their  doom  was 
sealed.  We  mustered  ourselves  on  deck,  put  the 
hatches  over  some  o'  the  French,  seized  those  on 
deck,   and — in   half  an   hour,   they   all   walked   a 

"I  do  not  understand  what  you  mean,"  sa  d  Mus 

That's  'cause  you're  a  lubber  of  a  landsman  The 
long  and  short  of  walking  a  plauk  is  just  tb  s  We 
passed  a  wide  plank  over  the  gunnel,  grea  af,  t 
well  at  the  outer  end,  led  the  Frenchmen  up  to  t 
bUndfolded,  and  wished  them  "bon  voyage  n 
their  OWE  lingo,  just  out  of  politeness.  Thev  wa  k 
ed  on  till  they  toppled  Into  the  sea,  and  th  harks 
didn't  refuse  them,  though  they  prefer  a  u  gj,er  to 
any  thing  else. 

"What  does  he  say,  Mustapha?"  interrupted  the 
pacha.     Mustapha  interpreted. 

"  Good  ;  I  should  like  to  have  seen  that,"  replied 
the  pacha. 

Well,  as  soon  as  we  were  rid  of  the  Frenchmen, 
we  made  our  port,  and  soon  had  another  cargo  on 
board,  and  after  a  good  run,  got  safe  to  the  Havan- 
nah,  where  we  sold  our  slaves ;  but  I  didn't  much 
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like  the  earvice,  so  I  cut  the  schooner,  and  sailed 
home  in  summer,  and  got  back  safe  to  England. 
There  I  fell  in  with  Betsy,  and  as  she  proved  a  reg- 
ular out  and  outer,  I  spliced  her,  and  a  famous 
wedding  we  bad  of  it,  as  long  as  the  rhino  lasted ; 
but  Chat  wasn't  long,  the  more's  the  pity  ;  so  I  went 
to  sea  for  more.  When  I  came  back  after  my  trip, 
I  found  that  Bet  hadn't  behared  quite  so  well  as 
she  might  have  done,  so  I  cut  my  sUek,  and  wont 
away  from  her  altogether. 

"Why  didn't  you  put  her  in  a  sack?"  inquired 
the  pacha,  when  Mustapha  explained. 

"  Put  her  head  in  a  hag — no,  she  wasn't  so  ugly 
as  all  that,"  replied  the  sailor.  "Howsomever,  to 
coil  away." 

I  joined  a  privateer  brig,  and  after  three  cruises 
I  had  plenty  of  money,  and  determined  to  have 
another  spell  On  shore,  that  I  might  get  rid  of  it. 
Then  I  picked  up  Sue,  and  spliced  again;  but. 
Lord  bless  your  heart,  she  turned  out  a  regular 
built  tartar — nothing  but  fight  fight,  scratch  scratch, 
all  day  long,  till  I  wished  her  at  old  Scratch.  I  was 
tired  of  her,  and  Sue  had  taken  a  fancy  to  another 
chap;  so  says  she  One  day,  "As  we  both  be  of  the 
same  mind,  why  don't  you  sell  me,  and  then  we 
may  part  in  a  respectable  manner."  I  agrees,  and 
I  puts  a  halter  round  her  neck,  and  leads  her  to  the 
market-place,  the  chap  following  to  buy  her.  "Who 
bids  for  this  woman  ?    sayS  I. 

"I  do,"  says  he. 

"What  will  you  give?" 

"  Half  a  crown,"  says  he. 


"  Will  you  throw  a  glass  of  grog  into  the  bar- 
gun  !" 

"  Yes,"  says  he. 

"Then  she's  yours;  and  I  wish  you  much  Joy  of 
your  bargain."  So  I  hands  the  rope  to  him,  and  he 
leads  her  off. 
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"  How  much  do  you  Bay  he  sold  his  wife  for  ?' 
said  the  pacha  to  Mustapha,  vbcu  this  .part  of  the 
Btory  waa  repeated  to  him, 

"A  piastre,  ajid  a  drink  of  tlie  fire  water,"  replied 
the  vizier. 

"Aali  him  if  she  was  handsome?"  said  the  pacha. 

"  Handsome,"  replied  the  sailor  to  Moatapba's  in- 
quiry J  "  yes,  she  was  as  pretty  a  craft  to  look  at  as 
you  may  set  your  eyes  upon ;  fine  round  counter — 
clean  run — swelling  bows — good  figure  head,  and 
hair  enough  for  a  mermaid," 

"What  does  he  say?"  inquired  the  pacha, 

"  The  Frank  deelareth  that  her  eyes  were  bright 
ae  those  of  the  gazelle — that  her  eyebrows  were  as 
one — her  waist  as  that  of  the  cypress — her  face  as 
the  fuU  mooQ,  and  that  she  was  &t  as  the  houris 
that  wait  the  true  believers." 

"  UashaUah  !  all  for  a  piastre.  Ask  him,  Musta- 
pha,  if  there  are  more  wives  to  be  sold  in  that 
country  J" 

"  More,"  replied  the  sailor,  in  answer  to  Musta- 
pha:  "you  may  have  a  ship  full  in  an  hour. 
There's  many  a  fellow  in  England  who  would  give 
a  handful  of  coin  to  get  rid  of  his  wife." 

"We  wiU  make  further  iiiquiry,  Mustapha;  it 
must  be  looked  to.    Say  I  not  well  ?" 

"  It  is  well  said,"  repBed  Mustapba.  "  My  heart 
is  burnt  as  roast  meat  at  the  recollection  of  the 
women  of  that  country;  who  are,  indeed,  as  he  de- 
scribed, houria  to  the  sight.  Proceed,  Taha  Bibi, 
my  friend,  and  tell  his — " 

"  Yaw  Bibby  1  I  totd  you  my  name  was  Bill,  not 
Bibby ;  aod  I  never  yaws  from  my  course,  although 
I  heavjBs  to  sometimes,  aa  I  do  now,  to  take  in  pro- 
visions." The  sailor  took  another  swig,  wiped  his 
mouth  with  the  !>ai:k  of  his  hand,  and  continued. 
"  Now  for  a  good  lie." 

I  sailed  in  a  brig  for  the  Brazils,  and  a  gale  came 
OQ,  that  I  never  seed  the  like  of.  We  were  obliged 
to  have  three  men  stationed  to  hold  the  captain's 
hair  on  his  head,  and  a  Uttle  boy  was  blown  over 
the  mooD,  and  slid  down  by  two  or  three  of  her 
beams,  till  he  caught  the  mainstay,  and  never  hurt 


"  Good,"  said  Mustapha,  who  interpreted. 
"By  the  beard  of  the  prophet,  wonderful  1"  ex- 
claimed the  pacha. 

Well,  the  gale  lasted  for  a  week,  and  at  last  one 
night,  when  1  was  at  the  helm,  we  dashed  on  the 
rocks  of  a  desolate  island.  1  was  pitched  right 
over  the  mountains,  and  fell  into  the  sea  on  the 
other  side  of  the  island.  I  swam  on  shore,  and  g<A 
into  a  cave,  where  I  fell  fast  asleep.  The  nent 
morning  I  found  that  there  was  nothing  to  eat  ex- 
cept rata,  and  they  were  plentiful ;  but  they  were 
so  quick  (hat  1  could  not  catch  them.  I  walked 
about,  and  at  last  discovered  a  great  many  rats  to- 
gether; thoy  were  at  a  spring  of  water,  the  only 
one,  as  I  afterwards  found,  on  the  island.  Rats 
can't  do  without  water;  and  I  thought  I  should 
have  them  there.  I  filled  up  the  spring,  all  but  a 
hole  which  I  sat  on  the  top  of.  When  the  rata 
came  agun  I  filled  my  mouth  with  water,  and  held 
it  wide  open;  they  ran  up  to  drink  and  I  caught 
their  heads  in  my  teeth,  and  thus  I  took  as  many  as 
1  wished. 


Well,  at  last  a  vessel  took  me  ofl",  and  I  wasn't 
sorry  tor  it,  for  raw  rata  are  not  very  good  eating. 
I  went  home  again,  and  I  hadn't  been  on  shore 
more  than  i^o  hours,  when  who  should  I  see  but 
mj  first  wif"  Bet,  with  a  robin  redbreast  in  tow. 
"That's  he,"  says  she  I  gave  fight,  but  was 
nabbed  and  put  into  hmho,  to  be  tried  for  what 
thej  call  biggety,  or  having  a  wife  too  much. 

"How  does  he  mean?  desire  him  to  eiplain," 
said  the  pacha,  after  Mustapha  had  conveyed  the 
intelligence.    Mustapha  obeyed, 

"In  our  country  one  wife  is  considered  a  man's 
allowance ;  and  ho  is  not  to  take  more,  that  every 
Jack  may  have  his  Jill.  I  had  spliced  two,  so  they 
tried  me,  and  sent  me  to  Botany  bay  for  Ufe." 

This  ciplanation  puzzled  the  pacha.      "How! 

not  have  two  wives?  Inshallah!  please  the  Lord, 
we  may  have  hundreds  in  our  harem  t  Does  he  not 
laugh  at  our  beards  with  Hes  ?     Is  this  not  all  both, 

"  It  is  even'  so,  as  the  Frank  speaketb,"  rephed 
Mustapha.  "  The  king  of  the  country  can  take  but 
one  wife.  Be  chesm,  on  my  eyes  be  it,  if  it  is  not 
the  truth." 

"Well,"  rejoined  the  pacha,  "what  are  they  but 
infidels?  They  deserve  to  have  no  more.  Houris 
are  for  the  faithful.  May  their  fathers'  graves  be 
defiled.     Let  the  Giaour  proceed." 

Well,  I  was  started  for  the  other  side  of  the  water, 
and  got  there  safe  enough,  aa  1  hope  one  day  to  get 
to  heaven,  wind  and  weather  permitting ;  but  I  had 
no  idea  of  working  without  pay,  so  one  fine  morn- 
ing, I  slipped  away  into  the  woods,  where  I  remain- 
ed with  three  or  four  more  for  six  months.  We 
lived  upon  kangaroos,  and  another  odd  httle  animal, 
and  got  on  pretty  weU. 

"  What  may  the  dish  of  kangaroos  be  composed 
of?"  inquired  Mustapha,  in  obedience  to  the  pacha. 

"  Poiied  ofl  why  a  dish  of  kangaroos  be  made  of 
kangaroos  to  be  sure." 

But  I'll  be  dished  if  I  talked  about  any  thmg  but 
the  animal,  which  we  had  some  trouble  to  kill ;  for 
it  stands  on  its  big  tail,  and  fights  with  all  four  feet. 
Moreover,  it  he  otherwise  a  strange  beast ;  for  its 
young  ones  pop  out  of  its  stomach,  and  then  pop  in 
again,  having  a  place  there  on  purpose,  just  like  the 
great  hole  in  the  bow  of  a  timber  ship:  and  as  for 
the  other  little  animal,  it  swims  in  the  ponds,  lays 
eggs,  and  has  a  duck's  bill,  yet  still  it  he  covered 
all  over  with  hair  like  a  beast. 

The  vizier  interpreted.  "By  the  prophet,  but 
he  laughs  at  our  beards!"  eiclaimcd  Che  pacha,  an- 
grily,    "These  are  foolish  Ues." 

"You  must  not  tell  the  pacha  sach  foolish  lies. 
He  will  be  angry,"  said  Mustapha,  "  Tell  lies,  but 
they  must  be  good  lies." 

"Well  I'D  be—,"  replied  the  sailor,  "if  the  old 
beggar  don't  doubt  the  only  part  which  is  true  out 
of  the  whole  yam.  Well,  I  will  try  another  good 
un  to  please  him." 

After  I  had  been  there  about  sii  months  T  was 
tired,  and  as  there  was  only  twenty  thousand  miles 
between  that  country  and  my  own,  I  detorniincd  to 
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"Only  twenty  thousand — a  mere       h    g 

So,  one  fine  morning,  I  throws  a  j  f[  ga 
on  my  shoulder,  and  off  I  starts.  I  m 
months,  night  and  day,  and  then  feeling  a  httle  IJred, 
I  laid  to  on  my  back,  and  then  I  set  off  again  ;  but 
by  this  time  I  was  bo  covered  with  barnacles,  that  I 
made  but  little  way.  So  1  stopped  at  Ascension, 
scraped  and  cleaned  myself,  and  then  after  feeding 
for  a  week  on  turtle,  just  to  keep  the  scurvy  out  of 
my  bonea,  I  eet  offagun;  and  as  I  passed  the  Gut, 
I  thought  I  might  just  as  well  put  in  here  ;  and  here 
I  arrived,  sure  enough,  yesterday,  about  three  bells 
in  the  morning  watch,  aftec  a  voyage  of  iive  months 
and  three  days. 


bar!  God  is  everywhere!  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
such  a  swimmer?  Twenty  thonsand  miles — five 
moBtha  and  three  days.  It  is  a  wonderftU  story! 
Let  his  mouth  be  filled  with  gold." 


DE  0  RAor  965 

SI       p  d  t«  the  sailor  the  unexpected 

m  be  conferred  on  him,  just  as 

h    h  d  fi     h  d    h    bottle,  and  rolled  it  away  on 
d  Well,   h  t  be  a  rum  way  of  paying  a 

man.  I  have  heard  it  said  that  a  fellow  pursed  up 
his  mouth ;  but  I  never  afore  heard  of  a  mouth  be- 
ing a  pai-se.  Howsomever,  all's  one  for  that;  only, 
d'ye  see,  if  you  are  about  to  stow  it  away  in  bulk, 
it  may  be  just  as  well  to  get  rid  of  the  dunnage." 
The  sailor  put  his  thumb  and  forefinger  into  the 
cheek,  and  pulled  out  his  enormous  quid  of  tobacco. 
"There  now,  I'm  ready,  and  don't  he  afraid  of 
choking  me."  One  of  the  attendants  then  thrust 
several  pieeea  of  gold  into  the  sailor's  mouth,  who, 
spitting  them  all  out  into  his  hat,  jumped  on  bis 
legs,  and  made  a  jerk  of  his  head,  with  a  kick  of  the 
leg  behind,  to  the  pacha ;  and  declaring  that  be 
was  the  funniest  old  beggar  he  had  ever  fallen  in 
with,  nodded  to  Mustapha,  and  hastened  out  of  the 
divan. 
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The  packet  anchored  in  Falmouth  Roads.  Jack, 
accompanied  by  llesty,  was  soon  on  shore  with  his 
luggage,  threw  hims«lf  into  the  mail,  arrived  in 
Loudon,  and  wuting  there  two  or  three  days  to  ob- 
tain what  he  considered  necessary  from  a  fashion- 
able tailor,  ordered  a  chaise  to  Forest  Hill, 


hadni 
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val,  and  it  was  late  in  the  morning  when  the  cl 
drew  up  at  his  father's  door. 

Jack  stepped  out  and  rang  the  bell.  The  ser- 
vants who  opened  the  door  did  not  dnow  him ;  they 
were  not  the  same  as  those  he  ieft. 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Easy  ?"  demanded  Jack. 

"Who  are  you?"  demanded  one  of  the  men,  in  a 
gruff 


"By  de  powers,  you  very  soon  find  out  who  he 
is,"  observed  Mesty. 

"Stay  here,  and  I'll  see  if  he  is  at  home." 

"Stay  here!  stay  in  the  hall  like  a  footman? 
What  do  you  mean,  you  rascal!"  cried  Jack,  at- 
tempting to  push  by  the  man. 

"0,  that  won't  do  here,  masler;  this  is  Equality 
Hall — one  man's  as  good  as  another." 

"  Not  always,"  replied  Jack,  knocking  him  down. 
"Take  that  for  your  insolence,  pack  up  your  traps, 
and  walk  out  of  the  ' • 

Mesty,  in  the  mean 
the  throat. 

"  What  I  do  with  this  fellow,  Massa  Easy  ?" 

"Leave  him  now,  Mcsty ;  we'll  settle  their  a 
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count  to-morrow  morning.  I  presume  I  ehall  find 
my  father  in  tlio  librnry." 

"Hiflfatherl"Baidonoof  the  men  to  the  Other ; 
"he's  not  eiactly  a,  chip  of  the  old  block." 

"  We  shall  have  a  change,  I  cipect,"  replied  the 
etther,  as  they  walked  away. 

"Mesty,"  cried  Jack,  in  an  authoritative  tone, 
"bring  those  two  rascals  back  to  take  the  luggage 
out  of  the  chaise;  pay  the  postilion,  and  tell  the 
housekeeper  to  show  yon  my  room  and  yours. 
Gome  to  me  for  orders  as  soon  as  you  have  done 
this." 

"Yea,  Mr,"  replied  Mesty.  "Now  come  here, 
yon  d — n  blackguard,  and  take  tings  out  of  chaise, 
or  by  deholy  poker,  I  choke  your  lutr,both  of  you." 

The  filed  teeth,  the  savage  look,  and  determina- 
tion of  Mesty,  had  the  due  effect.  The  men  sullen- 
ly returned  and  unloaded  the  chaise.  In  the  mean 
time,  Jack  walked  into  his  father's  study  ;  his  father 
was  there — the  study  was  lighted  up  with  argand 
lamps,  aiid  Jack  looked  with  astonishment.  Mr. 
Easy  was  busy  with  a  plaster  cast  of  a  human  head, 
which  he  pored  over,  so  that  he  did  not  perceive 
the  entrance  of  his  son.  The  cast  of  the  skull  was 
divided  into  many  compartments,  with  writing  on 
each ;  but  what  most  astoilished  our  hero  was  the 
alteration  in  the  apartment.  The  book-cases  and 
books  had  all  been  removed,  and  in  the  centre,  eqs- 
pended  from  the  ceiling,  was  an  apparatus  which 
would  have  puzzled  any  one,  composed  of  rods  in 
every  direction,  with  screws  at  the  end  of  them, 
and  also  tubes  in  equal  number,  one  of  which  com- 
municated with  a,  large  air-pump,  which  stood  on  a 
table.  Jack  took  a  ^ort  survey,  and  then  walked 
up  to  his  &ther  and  accosted  him. 

"What!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Easy,  "is  it  possible? 
—yes,  it  is  my. son  John!  Fm  glad  to  see  you, 
John,  very  glad  indeed,"  continued  the  old  gentle- 
man, shaking  him  by  both  hands—"  very  glad  that 
you  have  come  home;  I  wanted  you — wanted  your 
assistance  in  my  great  and  glorious  project,  which, 
I  thank  heaven,  is  now  advancing  rapidly.  Very 
soon  shall  equality  and  the  rights  of  man  be  pro- 
dairaed  everywhere.  The  pressure  from  without  is 
enormous,  and  the  bulwarks  of  out  ridiculous  and 
tyrannical  consUtution  must  give  way.  King, 
lords,  and  aristocrats ;  landholders,  tithe-collectors, 
church  and  state,  thank  God,  will  soon  be  over- 
thrown, and  the  golden  age  revived — the  millen- 
i^ora,  the  true  i^ilennium — not  what  your  poor 
mother  talked  about.  I  am  at  the  head  of  twenty, 
nine  societies,  and  if  my  health  lasts,  you  will  see 
what  I  will  accompHsh  now  that  I  have  your  assist- 
ance. Jack ;"  and  Mr.  Easy's  eyes  sparkled  and 
flashed,  in  alt  the  brilhancy  of  incipient  insanity. 

Jack  sighed,  and  to  turn  the  conversation,  he 
observed,  "You  have  made  a  great  change  in  this 
room,  sir.  What  may  all  this  be  for?  Is  it  a 
machine  to  improve   equality  and  the  rights  of 

"  My  dear  son,"  replied  Mr.  Easy,  sitting  down, 
and  crossing  his  legs  complacently,  with  his  two 
hands  under  his  right  thigh,  according  to  his  usual 
^custom  when  much  pleased  with  himself — "why, 
my  dear  son,  that  is  not  exactly  the  case;  and  yet 
yon  have  shown  some  degree  of  perception,  even  in 

Sur  guess ;  for  if  my  inyention  succeeds,  and  I 
ve  no  doubt  of  it,  I  shall  have  discovered  the 
great  art  of  rectifying  the  mistakes  of  nature,  and 
giving  an  equality  of  organization  to  the  whole  sjie- 
cies,  of  introducing  all  the  finer  organs  of  humanity, 


and  of  destroying  the  baser.  It  is  a  splendid  inven- 
tion, Jack,  very  splendid.  They  may  talk  of  Gall 
and  Spurzheim,  and  all  those ;  but  what  have  they 
done?  nothing  but  divided  the  brain  into  sections, 
classed  the  organs,  and  discovered  where  they  re- 
side ;  but  what  good  result  has  been  gained  from 
that?  the  murderer  by  nature  remained  a  murderer 
— the  benevolent  man,  a  benevolent  man — he  could 
not  alter  hia  organization.  I  have  found  out  how 
to  change  all  that." 

"Surely,  sir,  you  would  not  interfere  with  the 
organ  of  benevolence?" 

"  But  indeed  I  muat.  Jack.  I,  myself,  am  suffer- 
ing from  my  organ  of  benevolence  being  too  large ; 
I  must  reduce  ii,  and  then  I  shall  be  capable  of 
greater  things,  shall  not  be  so  terrified  by  difficul- 
ties, shall  overlook  trifles,  and  only  carry  on  great 
schemes  for  universal  equality  and  the  supreme 
rights  of  man.  X  have  put  myself  into  that  machine 
every  moriung  for  two  houra,  for  these  last  three 
months,  and  1  now  feet  that  I  am  daily  loaing  a 
great  portion." 

"  Will  yon  do  mo  the  favor  to  explain  an  inven- 
tion so  extraordinary,  sir?"  said  our  hero. 

"Moat  willingly,  my  boy.  You  obaerve  that  in 
the  centre  there  is  a  frame  to  confine  the  human 
head,  somewhat  lai^er  than  the  head  itself,  and 
that  the  head  rests  npon  the  iron  collar  beneath. 
When  the  head  is  thus  firmly  Sxed,  suppose  I  want 
to  reduce  the  size  of  any  particu^r  organ,  I  take 
the  boss  corresponding  to  where  that  organ  is  situ- 
ated in  the  cranium,  and  fix  it  on  it.  For  you  will 
observe  that  all  the  bosses  inside  of  the  top  of  the 
frame  correspond  to  the  organs  as  described  in  this 
plaster  cast  on  the  table.  I  then  screw  down  pret- 
ty tight,  and  increase  the  pressure  daily,  until  the 
organ  disappears  altogether,  or  is  reduced  to  the 
size  required." 

"  I  comprehend  that  part  perfectly,  sir,"  replied 
Jack;  "but  now  explain  to  me  by  what  method 
you  contrive  to  riuse  an  organ  which  docs  not  pre- 
viously ciiat?" 

"That,"  replied  Mr.  Easy,  "is  the  greatest  per- 
fection of  the  whole  invention,  for  without  I  could 
do  that,  I  could  have  done  little.  I  feel  convinced 
that  this  invention  of  mine  will  immortalize  me. 
Observe  all  these  little  bell-glasses  which  communi- 
cate with  the  air-pump.  I  shave  my  patient's  head, 
grease  it  a  little,  and  fix  on  the  beU-glass,  which  is 
exBctlf  shaped  to  fit  the  organ  in  length  and 
breadth.  I  work  the  air-pump,  and  raise  the  organ 
by  an  exhausted  receiver.  It  cannot  fiui.  There 
is  my  butler,  now ;  a  man  who  escaped  hanging  last 
spring  assizes  on  an  undoubted  charge  of  murder. 
I  selected  him  on  purpose  ;  I  have  flattened  down 
murder  to  nothing,  and  I  have  raised  benevolence 
till  it's  like  a  wen." 

"I  am  afnud  my  poor  father's  head  is  an  ex- 
hausted receiver,"  thought  Jack,  who  then  replied, 
"Well,  sir,  if  it  succeeds,  it  will  be  a  good  invi 

"  If  it  succeeds ! — why,  it  has  snccaeded — it  ci 
not  fail.  It  has  cost  me  near  two  thousand  pounds. 
By-the.by,  Jack,  you  have  drawn  very  liheraUy 
lately,  and  I  had  some  trouble,  with  my  own  ex- 
pensea,  to  meet  your  bills;  not  that  I  complun — 
but  what  with  societiea,  and  my  machine,  and  ten- 
ants refusing  to  pay  their  rents,  on  the  principle 
that  the  farms  are  no  more  mine  than  theirs,  which 
I  admit  to  be  true,  I  have  had  some  diiVlculty  in 
meeting  all  demands." 
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"The  governor  was  right,"  thouRhl  Jack,  who 
now  iTiquired  after  Doctor  MiddlBton. 

"Ah,  poor  silly  man!  he's  alive  yet— I  believe 
doing  well.  He  is  one  who  will  interfere  with  the 
business  of  others,  oompiwos  of  nij  servants — very 
ally  nmn,  indeed — but  I  let  him  have  his  own  way. 
So  T  did  your  poor  mother.  Silly  wonian,  Mrs. 
EJasy— iut  never  mind  that." 

"If  you  please,  ^r,  I  have  also  a  complunt  to 
Taake  of  the  Eervants  for  their  insolence  to  me  i 
but  we  will  adjourn,  if  you  please,  as  I  wish  to  have 
some  refreshment." 

"Certainly,  Jack,  if  yon  are  hnngry;  I  wilt  go 
with  you.  ComphuB  of  my  servants,  say  you? — 
there  must  be  some  mistake — they  are  alt  shaved, 
and  wear  wigs,  and  I  put  them  in  the  machine  every 
other  morning;  but  I  mean  to  make  an  alteration 
in  one  respect.  You  observe,  Jauk,  it  requires 
more  dignity :  we  must  raise  the  whole  machinery 
some  feet,  ascend  it  with  state  as  a  throne,  for  it 
is  the  throne  of  reason,  the  victory  of  mind  over 

"  As  you  please,  sir;  but  I  am  really  hungry  just 

Jack  and  his  father  went  into  the  drawing-room 
and  rang  the  bell ;  not  being  answered.  Jack  rose 
and  rang  again. 

"My  dear  Mr,"  observed  Mr.  Easy,  "you  must 
not  be  in  a  hurry;  every  man  naturally  provides 
for  his  own  wants  first,  and  alierward  for  those  of 
Others.     Now  my  servants — " 

"Are  a  set  of  insolent  scoundrels,  sir,  and  inso- 
lence, T  never  permit.  I  knocked  one  down  as  I 
entered  your  house,  and  with  your  permission,  I 
will  discharge  two,  at  least,  to-morrow." 

"My  dear  son,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Easy,  "you 
knocked  my  servant  downl — are  jou  not  aware  by 
the  laws  of  equality—" 

"  I  am  aware  of  this,  my  dear  father,"  replied 
Jack,  "that  by  all  the  laws  of  society  we  have  a 
light  to  expeet  civility  and  obedience  from  those 
we  pay  and  feed." 

"  Pay  and  feed !  Why,  my  dear  son — my  dear 
Jack — you  most  recollect — " 

"I  recollect,  ar,  very  well;  but  if  your  servants 
do  not  come  to  their  recollection  in  a  very  short 
time,  either  I  or  they  must  quit  the  house." 

"  But,  my  dear  boy,  have  you  forgotten  the  prin- 
ciples I  instilled  into  yon  ?  Did  you  not  go  to  sea 
to  obtain  that  equality  foiled  by  tyranny  and  des- 
potism here  on  shore?  Do  you  not  acknowlei^o 
and  support  my  philosophy  ?" 

"We'll  argue  that  point  to-morrow,  sir — at  pre- 
sent, I  want  to  obtain  my  supper;"  and  Jack  rang 
the  bell  furiously. 

The  butler  made  his  appearance  at  this  last  sum. 
mona,  and  he  was  followed  by  Meaty,  who  looked 
like  a  demon  with  anger. 

"Mercy  on  me,  who  have  we  here?" 

"My  servant,  father,"  eiclaimed  Jack,  starting 
np;  "one  that  I  can  trust  to,  and  who  will  obey 
me.  Mcsty,  I  wish  some  supper  and  wine  to  be 
brought  immediately — see  that  scoundrel,  gets  it 
ready  in  a  moment.  If  he  does  not,  throw  him  out  of 
the  door  and  lock  him  out.     You  understand  me." 

"Yes,  massa,"  grinned  Mesty;  "now  you  hab 
supper  very  qmck,  or  Mesty  know  the  reason  why. 
Follow  me,  sar,"  cried  Mesty,  in  an  imperative  tone, 
to  the  butlec;  "quick,  sar,  or  by  de  holy  poker,  I 
show  you  what  Mesty  can  do ;"  and  Mesty  grinned 
in  his  wrath. 


"Bring  supper  and  wine  immediately,"  said  Mr. 
Easy,  ^ving  an  order  such  as  the  butler  had  never 
heard  ^nce  be  had  been  in  the  house. 

The  butler  quitted  the  room,  followed  by  the 
Ashantce. 

"My  dear  boy — my  Jack — I  can  make  every  al- 
lowance for  hunger,  it  is  often  the  cause  of  theft, 
and  crime  in  the  present  unnatural  state  of  society 
— but  really  you  are  loo  violent.    The  principles — 

"  Your  principles  are  all  confounded  nonsense, 
father,"  cried  Jack,  in  a  rage. 

"  What !  Jack— my  son— what  do  I  hear  ?  This 
from  you — nonsense  1  Why,  Jack,  what  Las  Cap- 
tain Wilson  been  doing  with  you  ?" 

"  0  dear,  0  dear  I  my  dear  Jack,  you  will  make 

"  Gone  already,"  thought  Jack. 

"  That  you,  my  child,  so  carefully  brought  up  in 
the  great  and  glorious  school  of  philosophy,  should 
behave  this  way — should  be  so  violent — forget  your 
sublime  philosophy,  and  all—just  like  Esau  selling 
his  birthright  for  a  mess  of  pottage.  0  Jack,  you'U 
kill  me  t  and  yet  I  love  you.  Jack — whom  else  have 
I  to  love  in  this  world?  Never  mind,  never  mind, 
we'll  ai^ue  the  point,  my  boy,  I'll  convince  you — m 
a  week  all  wilt  be  right  again." 

"  It  shall,  sir,  if  I  can  manage  il,"  rephed  Jack. 

"That's  right;  I  love  to  hear  you  say  so — that's 
consoling,  very  consoling — but  I  think  now  I  was 
wrong  to  let  you  go  to  sea.  Jack." 

"Indeed  you  were  not,  &ther." 

"  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so ;  I  thought 
they  bad  ruined  you,  destroyed  all  your  philosophy 
— but  it  will  be  all  right  again — you  shall  come  to 
our  societies.  Jack — I  am  president — you  shall  hear 
me  speak.  Jack — you  shall  hear  me  thunder  tike 
Demosthenes — but  here  eomes  the  tray." 

Tlie  butler,  followed  by  Mesty,  who  attended  him 
as  if  he  was  his  prisoner,  now  made  his  appearance 
with  the  tray — laid  it  down  in  a  sulky  manner,  and 
retired.    Jack  desired  Mesty  to  remidn. 

"Well,  Mesty,  how  are  they  getting  on  in  (he 


"  Do  you  hear,  sir,  your  servants  declare  that  I 
shall  leave  your  house  to-morrow." 

"You  leave  my  house.  Jack,  afl«r  four  years' 
absence ! — no,  no.  I'll  reason  with  them— I'll  make 
them  a  speecii.    You  don't  know  how  I  can  speak, 

"Look  you.  father,  I  cannot  stand  this;  either 
give  me  a  carte  blanche  to  arrange  this  household 
as  I  please,  or  I  shall  quit  it  myself  to-morcow 
morning." 

"  Quit  my  house,  Jack !  no,  no — shake  hands  and 
make  friends  with  them;  be  civil,  and  they  will 
serve  you — hut  you  know  upon  the  principles — " 

"Principles  of  the  devil!"  cried  Jack,  in  a 
rage. 

"  Of  the  devil.  Jack  ;  dear  me !  I  wish  you  had 
never  gone  to  sea." 

"In  one  word,  sir,  do  you  consent,  or  am  I  to 
leave  the  house?" 

"  Leave  the  house  1  Ono;  not  leave  the  iiouae. 
Jack.  I  have  no  son  but  you.  Then,  do  as  you 
please — but  you  must  not  send  away  my  murderer, 
ibr  I  must  have  him  cured,  and  shown  as  a  proof 
of  my  wonderful  ii 
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"Mesty,  get  my  pistols  ready  for  to-morrow 
morning,  and  your  own  too — do  jou  hear?" 

"  All  ready,  masstt,"  replied  Meaty  ;  "  I  tink  dat 
right." 

"lUght — pistols,  Jacli!     What  do  yon  mean?" 

"It  is  possible,  father,  that  you  may  not  haTC 
Jet  quite  cured  your  murderer,  and  therefore  it  ia 
as  well  to  be  prepared.  I  will  now  wish  you  good 
night ;  but  before  I  go,  yon  will  be  pleased  to  sum- 
mon, one  of  the  serrante,  that  be  may  inform  the 
others  that  tbe  household  is  under  my  control  for 
the  future." 

Tbe  bell  was  again  rung,  and  was  this  time  sn- 
Bwered  witb  more  expedition.  Jaek  told  the  aer- 
Tant,  in  presence  of  hia  father,  that  with  the  con- 
sent of  the  latter,  he  should  hereaiWr  take  the 
ivbole  control  of  the  eatabhshment,  and  that  Mesty 
would  be  the  m^jor-domo  from  whom  they  would 
receive  their  orders,  Tbe  men  stared  and  cast  an 
appealing  look  to  Mr.  Easy,  who  hesitated,  and  at 
last  said, 

"Yea,  William;  you'll  apologize  to  all,  and  say 
that  I  have  made  tbe  arrangement." 

"You  apoio^ze  to  none,  sir,"  cried  Jack;  "but 
tell  them  that  I  will  arrange  the  whole  business  to- 
morrow morning.  Tell  tbe  woman  to  come  here 
and  show  me  my  bed-room,  Mesty,  get  your  sup- 
per, and  then  come  up  to  me ;  if  they  dare  to  refuse 
you,  recollect  who  does,  and  point  them  out  to- 
morrow morning.  That  will  do,  sir ;  away  with 
you,  and  biing  fiat  caadlesticks." 

This  scene  may  give  Some  idea  of  the  state  of 
Mr.  Easy's  household  upon  our  hero's  arrival  The 
poor  lunatic,  for  such  we  must  call  him,  was  at  the 
mercy  of  his  servants,  who  robbed,  laughed  at,  and 
neglected  him.  The  waste  and  expense  was  enor- 
mous. Our  hero,  who  found  how  matters  stood, 
went  to  bed,  and  lay  the  best  part  of  the  night  re- 
solving what  to  do.  He  determined  to  send  for 
Doctor  Middleton,  and  consult  him. 

The  next  morning,  Jack  rose  early;  Mesty  was 
ia  the  room  with  warm  water,  as  soon  as  he  rang. 

"By  de  power,  Massa  Easy,  your  fader  very  silly 
aid  man." 

'Tm  afriud  So,"  replied  Jack. 

"  He  not  right  here,"  observed  Mesty,  putting  his 
£agera  to  his  bead. 

Jack  sighed,  and  desired  Mesty  to  send  one  of  the 
rfrooms  up  to  the  door.  When  the  man, knocked, 
he  desired  him  to  mount  a  horse  and  ride  over  to 
Doctor  Middleton,  and  request  his  immediate  at- 
tendance. 

The  man,  who  was  really  a  good  servant,  replied, 
"Yes,  Mr,V  very  respectfully,  and  hastened  away. 

Jack  went  down  to  breakfast,  and  found  it  all 
ready,  but  hia  father  was  not  in  the  room :  he  went 
to  hia  study,  and  found  him  occupied  with  a  carpen- 
ter, who  was  making  a  sort  of  frame  as  a  model  of 
the  platform  or  dais,  to  be  ridsed  under  the  wonder- 
ful invention.  Mr.  Easy  was  so  busy  that  he  could 
not  come  to  breakfast,  so  Jack  took  his  alone.  An 
hoHr  after  this.  Doctor  Middleton's  carriage  drove  up 
to  the   door.      The   doctor  heartily  greeted  our 

"  My  dear  sir — for  so  I  suppose  I  must  now  caU 
you — I  am  heartily  glad  that  you  have  returned,  I 
can  assure  you  that  it  is  not  a  moment  too  soon." 

"I  have  found  out  that  already,  doctor,"  replied 
Jack;  "sit  down.    Have  you  breakfasted?" 

"  No,  I  have  not ;  for  I  was  so  anxious  to  see  you, 
that  I  ordered  my  carriage  at  once." 


ther.    He  has  been  some  time  quite  unfit  to  man- 
age bis  own  affairs," 

"So  I  am  afraid," 

"What  do  you  intend  to  do  then — put  them  in 

"  I  will  be  trustee  for  myself.  Doctor  Middleton, 
I  couid  not  do  the  other  without  submitting  mv 
poor  father  to  a  process,  and  continement,  which  1 
cannot  think  of." 

"I  can  assure  you  that  there  are  not  many  in 
Bedlam  worse  than  he  is;  but  I  perfectly  agree 
with  you ;  that  is,  if  be  will  consent  to  your  taking 
charge  of  the  property." 

"  A  power  of  attorney  will  be  all  thai  is  requisite," 
repUedJack;  "that  is,  as  soon  as  I  have  rid  the 
house  of  the  set  of  miscreants  who  are  in  it ;  and 
who  are  now  in  open  mutiny." 

"I  think,"  rephed  the  doctor,  "that  you  will  have 
some  trouble.  You  know  the  character  of  the  but- 
ler." 

"Yes,  I  have  it  from  my  father's  own  mouth.  I 
really  should  take  it  as  a  great  favor,  Doctor  Mid- 
dleton, if  you  could  stay  here  a  day  or  two.  I 
know  that  you  have  retired  from  practice." 

"I  would  have  made  tbe  same  offer,  my  young 
friend.  I  will  come  here  with  two  of  my  servants  ; 
for  you  must  discharge  these." 

"I  have  one  of  my  own  who  is  worth  his  weight 
in  gold — that  will  be  sufficient.  I  will  diainiss  eve- 
ry man  you  think  I  ought,  and  as  for  the  women, 
we  can  ^ve  tbem  warning,  and  replace  them  at 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  should  propose,"  replied 
the  doctor.  "1  will  go  now,  if  you  please,  procure 
the  assistance  ot  a  couple  of  constables,  and  also 
of  your  father's  former  legal  adviser,  who  sliall 
prepare  a  power  of  attorney. 

"Yes,"  replied  Jack,  "and we  mustthenfind  out 
the  tenants  who  refuse  to  pay,  upon  tbe  principles 
of  equality,  and  he  shall  serve  them  with  notice 
immediately." 

"I  am  rejoiced,  my  dear  yomig  friend,  to  per- 
ceive that  your  father's  absurd  notions  have  not 

"They  lasted  some  time,  nevertheless,  doctor," 
replied  Jacli,  laughing, 

"  Well  then,  I  will  only  quit  you  for  an  hour  or 
two,  and  then,  as  you  wish  it,  will  take  up  my 
quarters  here,  as  long  as  you  find  me  useful." 

Di  the  forenoon,  Dr,  Middleton  again  made  his 
appearance,  accompanied  by  Mr,  Hanson,  the  soU- 
citor,  bringing  with  him  his  portmanteau  and  his 
servants,  Mr,  Easy  had  come  into  t^e  parlor,  and 
was  at  breakfast,  when  they  entered.  Ho  received 
them  very  coolly;  but  a  little  judicious  praise  of 
the  wonderful  invention  had  its  due  effect;  and 
after  Jack  had  reminded  him  of  his  promise  that  in 
future  he  was  to  control  the  household,  he  was  easi- 
ly persuaded  to  sign  the  order  for  his  so  doing — 
that  is,  the  power  of  attorney. 

Mr,  Easy  also  gave  up  to  Jack  the  key  of  his  sec- 
retary, and  Mr.  Hanson  possessed  himself  of  the 
books,  papers,  and  receipts  necessary  to  ascertain 
the  state  of  his  affairs,  and  the  rents  which  had  not 
yet  been  paid  up.  In  the  mean  time,  the  constables 
arrived.  The  servants  were  all  summoned ;  Mr. 
Hanson  showed  them  the  power  of  attorney,  em- 
powering Jack  to  act  for  his  father,  and,  in  less 
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than  half  an  hour  afterward,  all  the  men-serTcnts, 
but  two  grooms,  were  dismissed:  the  presence  of 
the  constables  and  Mostj  prevented  any  resiatan<^ 
but  not  without  various  threala  on  the  part  of  the 
butler,  whoso  name  was  O'Rourke.  Thus,  in  tn 
tj-four  hours.  Jack  had  made  a  reformation  in 
household. 

Mr.  Easy  took  no  notice  of  any  thing;   he 

turned  to  his  study  and  his  wonderful  inventi 

Meaty  had  received  the  keys  of  the  cellar,  aad  had 
now  complete  control  over  those  who  remaned. 
Dr.  Middlet«n,  Mr.  Hanson,  Mr.  Eaay,  and  J^ck, 
sat  down  to  dinner,  and  every  thing  wore  the  ap. 
pearanee  of  order  and  comfort.  Mr.  Easy  ate  very 
heartily,  but  said  nothing  till  after  dinner,  when, 
was  hia  usual  custom,  he  commenced  arguing  upon 
the  truth  and  Boundness  of  hia  philosophy. 

"By-the-by,  my  dear  son,  if  I  recollect  right, 
you  told  me  last  night  that  you  were  no  longer  of 
my  opinion.  Now,  if  yon  please,  we  will  argut 
this  point." 

_"  m  argue  the  point  with  all  my  heart,  air,"  re 
plied  Jack;  "will  you  begin?" 

"Let's  fill  our  glasses,"  cried  Mr,  Easy,  triumph- 
antly ;  "  let's  fill  our  glasses,  and  then  I  will  brin| 
Jaok  back  to  the  proper  way  of  thinking.  Now 
then,  my  son,  I  trust  jou  will  not  deny  that  wo  are 
all  bom  equal." 

"I  do  deny  it,  sir,"  replied  Jack;  "I  deny  it  i« 
tolo — I  deny  it  from  the  evidence  of  our  own  senses, 
and  from  the  authority  of  Scripture.  To  suppose 
all  men  were  born  equal,  is  to  suppose  that  they 
are  equally  endowed  with  the  same  strength,  and 
with  the  same  capacity  of  mind,  which  we  know  is 
not  the  case.  I  deny  it  from  Scripture,  from  which 
I  could  quota  many  passages ;  but  I  will  restrict 
myself  to  one— the  parable  of  the  Talents :  '  To 
one  he  gave  fire  talents,  to  another  but  one,'  hold- 
ing them  responsible  for  the  trust  reposed  in 
them._  We  are  all  intended  to  fill  various  situa- 
tions  in  society,  and  are  provided  by  Heaven,  ac- 
cordingly." 

"That  may  be,"  replied  Mr.  Easy;  "but  that 
does  not  prove  that  the  earth  was  not  intended  to 
be  equally  distributed  among  all  alike," 

"  1  beg  jour  pardon  ;  the  proof  that  that  was  not 
the  intention  of  Providence  is,  that  that  equality, 
allowing  it  to  be  put  in  practice,  could  never  be 
maintained." 

"Not  maintained! — no,  because  the  strong  op- 
press tJie  weak,  tyrants  rise  up  and  conquer — men 
combine  to  do  wrong," 

"  Not  so,  my  dear  father  ;  I  say  it  could  not  be 
m^ntained  without  the  organization  of  each  indi- 
vidual had  been  equalized,  and  several  other  points 
established.  For  instance,  allowing  that  every  man 
had,  ai  origine,  a  certain  portion  of  ground.  He 
who  was  the  strongest  or  the  cleverest,  would  soon 
cause  hia  to  yield  more  than  others  would,  and  thus 
the  equahty  be  destroyed.  Again,  if  one  couple 
had  ten  children,  and  another  had  none,  then  again 
would  equality  be  broken  in  upon,  as  the  land  that 
supports  two  in  the  one  instance,  would  have  to 
feed  twelve  in  the  other.  You  perceive,  therefore, 
that  without  rapine  or  injustice,  your  equahty  could 

"But,  Jack,  allowing  that  there  might  be  some 
diveraty  from  such  causes,  that  would  be  a  very 
different  thing  from  the  present  monstrous  state  of 
society,  in  which  we  have  king,  and  lords,  and 
people,  rolling  in  wealth,  while  others  are  in  a  state  | 
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of  pauperis 

"  Mj  dear  father,  I  consider  that  it  is  to  this  ine- 
quality that  society  owes  its  firmest  cementation, 
that  we  are  enabled  to  live  in  peace  and  happiness, 
protected  by  just  laws,  each  doing  his  duty  in  that 
stale  of  life  to  which  he  is  called,  rising  above  or 
sinking  in  the  scale  of  society,  according  as  he  has 
been  intrusted  with  the  five  talents  or  the  one. 
Equality  can  and  doea  esist  nowhere.  We  are  told 
that  it  does  not  exist  In  heaven  itself— how  can  it 
exist  upon  eartb  1" 

"But  that  is  only  asserted,  Jaok,  and  it  is  not 
proof  that  it  ought  not  to  exist." 

"  Let  us  argue  the  point,  father,  coolly.  Let  ua 
examine  a  little  what  would  be  the  effect  if  all  was 
equality.  Were  all  equal  in  beauty,  there  would 
be  no  beauty,  for  beauty  is  only  by  comparison- 
were  all  eqnal  in  strength,  conflicts  would  be  inter- 
minable— were  all  equal  in  rank,  and  power,  and 
possessiona,  the  greatest  charms  of  existence  would 
be  destroyed — generosity,  gratitude,  and  half  the 
finer  virtues  would  be  unknown.  The  first  princi- 
ple of  our  religion,  charity,  could  not  be  practised 
—pity  would  never  be  called  forth— benevolence, 
your  great  organ,  would  be  useless,  and  self-denial 
a  blank  letter.  Were  all  eqoal  in  ability,  there 
would  be  no  inatrnction,  no  talent,  no  genius — noth- 
ing to  admire,  nothing  to  copy,  to  respect— nothing 
to  rouse  emulation,  or  stimulate  to  praiseworthy 
ambition.  Why,  my  dear  fether,  what  an  idle,  un- 
profitable, weary  world  would  this  be,  if  it  were 
baaed  on  equality." 

"  But,  allowing  all  that.  Jack,"  rephed  Mr.  Easy, 
"  and  I  will  say  you  argue  well  in  a  bad  cause  ;  why 
should  the  inequality  be  carried  bo  far?  king  and 
lords,  for  instance," 

"The  moat  lasting  and  imperishable  form  of  build- 
ing is  that  of  the  pyramid,  which  defies  agea,  and  to 
that  may  the  most  perfect  form  of  society  be  com- 
pared. It  is  based  upon  the  many,  and  rising  by 
degrees,  it  becomes  less  as  wealth,  talent,  and  rank 
increase  in  the  individual,  until  it  ends  at  the  apex, 
or  monarch,  above  all  Yet  each  several  stone, 
from  the  apei  to  the  base,  ia  necessary  for  the  pre- 
servation of  the  structure,  and  fulfils  its  duty  in  Its 
allotted  place.  Could  you  prove  (hat  those  at  the 
summit  possess  the  greatest  share  of  l^ppiness  in 
this  world,  then,  indeed,  you  have  a  position  to  ar- 
"-.nt  it  is  well  known  tiiat  such  is  not  the 
provided  he  is  of  a  contented  mind,  the 
peasant  is  more  happy  than  the  king,  surrounded  as 
the  latter  ia  by  cares  and  anxiety." 

"Very  well  argued,  indeed,  my  dear  sir,"  ob- 
served Dr.  Middleton. 

"  But,  my  dear  boy,  there  are  other  states  of  eo- 
ietythaii  monarchy;  we  have  repubUcs  and  des- 

"  We  have ;  but  how  long  do  they  last,  compared 
0  the  first  ?  There  is  a  cycle  in  the  changes  which 
lever  varies.  A  monarchy  may  be  overthrown  by 
revolution,  and  repubUcanism  succeed,  but  that  is 

shortly  followed  by  despotism,  till,  after  a  time, 
lonarchy  succeeds  again  by  unanimous  consent,  as 
le  most  legitimate  and  equitable  form  of  govern- 
lent ;  but  in  none  of  these  do  you'find  a  single  ad- 
ance  to  equahty.  In  a  republic,  those  who  govern 
re  more  powerful  than  the  rulers  in  a  restricted 
Lonarchy— a  president  is  greater  than  a  king,  and 
Bit  to  a  despot,  whose  will  is  law.    Even  in  small 

societies,  you  find  that  some  will  naturally  take  the 
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D  obtiun  equality  in  this  world,  and  that  equality 
can  only  be  obtained  under  a  wcU-regulateil  form 
of  society,  and  consists  in  an  equal  administration 
of  justice  and  of  laws  to  which  we  have  agreed  to 
submit  foe  the  benefit  of  the  whole — the  equal  right 
to  hve,  and  not  be  permitled  to  starve,  which  has 
been  obtained  in  this  country.  And  when  ve  are 
all  called  to  account,  we  shall  have  equal  justice. 
Now,  my  dear  father,  you  have  my  opinion." 

"Yes,- my  dear,  this  is  all  very  well  iu  the  ab- 
Btract ;  but  how  does  it  work  V 

"  It  works  well.  The  luxury,  the  pampered  state, 
the  idleness — if  you  please,  the  wickedness  of  the 
rich,  all  contribute  to  the  support,  the  comfort,  and 
employment  of  the  poor.  You  may  behold  extra- 
vagance, it  is  a  vice :  but  that  very  extravagance 
circulates  money,  and  the  vice  of  one  contributes  to 
the  happiness  of  many.  The  only  vice  which  is  not 
redeemed  by  producing  commensurate  good,  is 
avarice.  If  all  were  equal,  there  would  be  no  arts, 
no  manufactures,  no  Industry,  no  employment.  Aa 
it  is,  the  inequality  of  the  diatribution  of  wealth 
may  be  compared  to  the  heart,  pouring  forth  the 
blood  like  a  steam  engine  through  the  hnmaa 
frame ;  the  same  blood  returning  from  the  extremi- 
ties by  the  reins,  to  be  again  propelled,  and  keep 
np  a  iiealthy  and  vigorous  circulation." 

"Bravo,  Jackt"  said  Dr.  Middloton.  "Have 
you  any  tiling  to  reply,  sir  ?"  continued  he,  address- 
ing Mr.  Easy. 

"To  reply,  rfr?"  replied  Mr.  Easy,  with  scorn; 
"why  he  has  not  given  me  half  an  arf^ument  yet- 
why  that  black  servant  even  laughs  tit  him — look  at 
him  there,  showing  his  teeth.  Can  he  forget  the 
horrors  of  slavery  ?  can  he  foi^et  the  base,  unfeel- 
ing lash? — no,  ar,  he  has  suffered,  and  he  can  esti- 
mate the  divme  right  of  equalitv.  Ask  him  now, 
■ak  him  if  you  dare,  Jack,  whether  he  will  admit 
the  trnHi  of  your  argument." 

"Well,  ni  ask  him,"  replied  Jack,  "and  I  tell 
you  candidly  that  be  was  once  one  of  your  disciples. 
Mesty,  what's  your  opinion  of  equality  ?" 

"Equality,  Uaesa  Easy?"  replied  Mesty,  pulling 
up  his  cravat;  "I  say  d — a  equaUty,  now  I  m^or 
domo." 

"  The  rascal  deserves  to  be  a  slave  all  bis  life." 

"True  lab  been  slave — but  I  a  prince  in  my  own 
country — Massa  Easy  tell  how  many  skulls  I  have." 

"Skulls — skulls— do  you  know  any  thing  of  the 
Bubhme  science  ?  are  you  a  phrenologist  ?" 

"I  know  man's  skuU  very  well  in  .^hantee  coun- 
try, any  how." 

"Then  if  you  know  that,  you  must  be  one.  I 
had  no  idea  ^at  the  science  had  o^tcnded  so  far- 
may  be  it  was  brought  from  thence.  I  will  have 
some  talk  with  you  to-morrow.  This  is  very  curi- 
ODs,  Df.  Middleton,  is  it  not?" 

"Very,  indeed,  Mr.  Easy." 

"  I  shall  feel  his  head  to-morrow,  after  breakfast, 
and  if  there  is  any  thing  wrong  I  shall  correct  it 
with  my  machine.  By-the-by,  I  have  quite  forgot, 
gentlemen ;  you  will  excuse  me,  but  I  wish  to  see 
what  the  carpenter  has  done  for  me,  and  after  that 
I  shall  attend  the  meeting  of  the  society.  Jack, 
my  boy,  won't  you  come  and  hear  my  speech  ?" 

"Thank  you,  sir,  hut  I  cannot  well  leave  your 


Mr.  Easy  qnitted  the  room. 

"Are  you  aware,  my  dear  sir  that  your  father 
has  opened  his  preserves  to  all  the  poachers''  said 
Mr.  Hanson. 

"The  devil  he  has!" 

"Yes,  and  has  allowed  several  gangs  of  gipsies 
to  locate  themselves  in  hia  woods,  much  to  the  an- 
noyance of  the  neighborhood,  who  suffer  fcota  their 
depredations,"  continued  Dr.  Middleton. 

"  I  find  by  the  receipts  and  books,  that  there  is 
nearly  two  years'  rental  of  the  estate  due;  some 
tenants  have  paid  up  in  full,  others  not  for  four 
years.    I  reckon  fourteen  thousand  pounds  still  in 

"You  will  oblige  me  by  taking  immediate  stepB, 
Mr.  Hanson,  for  the  recovery  of  the  sums  due," 

"Most  certainly,  Mr.  John.  I  trust  your  father 
will  not  commit  himself  to-night,  as  he  has  done 
lately." 

When  they  rose  to  retire.  Dr.  Middleton  took 
our  hero  by  the  hand.  "You  do  not  know,  my 
dear  fellow,  what  pleasure  it  gives  me  to  find  that, 
in  spite  of  the  doting  of  your  mother,  and  the  mad- 
ness of  your  &theF,  you  have  turned  Out  so  well. 
Tt  is  very  fortunate  that  you  have  come  home ;  1 
trust  you  will  now  give  up  the  profesMon." 

"  I  base  given  it  up,  sir,  which,  by-the-by,  reminds 
me  that  I  have  not  yet  applied  for  either  my  dis- 
charge or  that  of  my  servant;  but  I  cannot  spare 
time  yet,  so  I  shall  not  report  myself." 

Tlie  next  morning,  when  they  met  at  breakfast, 
Mr.  Kasy  did  not  make  his  appearance,  and  Jack 
inquired  of  Mesty  where  he  was  ? 

"They  say  down  below  that  the  old  gentleman 
not  come  home  last  night." 

"Did  not  come  home!"  said  Dr.  Middleton; 
"  this  must  be  looked  to." 

"  He  great  rascal,  dal  butler  man,"  said  Mesty  to 
Jack ;  "  but  de  old  gentleman  not  sleep  in  his  bed, 
dat  for  sure." 

"Make  inquiries  when  he  went  out,"  said  Jack. 

"I  hope  no  accident  has  happened,"  observed 
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"but  hia  company  has  lately  been 

"Nobociy seo  him  go  out, ear, last  night,"  report- 
ed Mesty." 

"Very  likely,  he  is  in  his  study,"  observed  Dr. 
Middleton  ;  "  be  may  have  remained  all  night,  fast, 
asleep,  by  his  wonderful  invention." 

'.'  Ill  go  and  see,"  replied  Jack. 

Dr.  Middleton  accompanied  him,  and  Mesty  fol- 
lowed. They  opened  the  door,  and  beheld  a  spec- 
tacle which  made  them  recoil  with  horror.  There 
was  Mr.  Easy,  with  his  head  in  the  machine,  the 
platform  below  fallen  from  under  him,  hanging, 
with  hia  toes  just  touching  the  ground.  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton hastened  to  him,  and,  aseisted  by  Meaty  and 


our  hero,  took  him  out  of  the  steel  collar  which 
was  round  his  neck;  but  life  had  been  estinot  for 
many  hours,  and,  on  eiamination,  it  was  found  that 
tbe  poor  old  gentleman's  neck  was  dislocated. 

It  waa  aurmised  that  the  accident  must  have 
taken  place  the  evening  before,  and  it  was  eaay  to 
account  for  it.  Mr.  Easy,  who  had  had  the  ma. 
chine  raised  four  feet  higher,  for  the  platform  and 
steps  to  be  phiced  underneath,  must  have  mounted 
on  the  Irame  modelled  by  the  carpenter  for  his 
work,  and  have  fixed  his  head  in,  for  tbe  knob  waa 
pressed  on  his  bump  of  benevoience.  The  frame 
work,  hastily  put  together  with  a  few  short  nuls, 
had  given  way  with  hia  weight,  and  ^e  sadden  iiitl 
had  dislocated  his  neck. 


A  LITTLE  TALE  ABOUT  BAETHOLOMEW  FAIR— PAST  AND  PRESENT. 


Bt  the  time  this  sheet  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
reader,  Bartholomew  Fair  will  be  spoken  of  as  a 
Icstival  that  once  was — an  annual  celebration,  the 
account  of  which  must  henceforward  lie  added,  in 
the  shape  of  an  appendix,  to  the  succeeding  edi- 
tions of  Strati's  "Sports  and  Pastimes."  For  a 
long  period  its  health  baa  been  visibly  declining, 
from  the  effects  of  a  shattered  and  depraved  con- 
stitution. The  same  year  that  beheld  the  abolition 
of  the  chmbing-boys — who  whilome  peopled  the 
locality  whereon  it  was  held,  for  their  yearly  ban- 
quet, when  the  kind-hearted  Charles  Lamb  felt  it 
no  degradation  to  sup  with  thera, — has  also  viit- 
neased  the  eitinotion  of  the  fete,  to  celebrate  whose 
return  the  "clergy  imps"  assembled  amongst  the 
oaltle-pens,  then  a,nd  there  to  discuss  the  hissing 
sausages  and  small  ale,-  which  benerolence  had 
provided  for  them. 

Certainly  better  .times  and  places  for  reflection 
might  be  found  in  London  than  Smithfield  on  a 
fidr-day :  and  yet,  we  confess  to  have  fallen  into  a 
day-dream  on  the  fifth  of  the  past  month,  when  we 
paid  what  will  probably  be  our  last  visit  Ki  this  de- 
parted festival.  We  are  mdebted  for  our  vision  to 
no  romance  of  poetic  atuation.  We  were  sitting 
on  the  handle  of  a  gaudily-painted  hand-cart 
tuning  penny  ginger-beer,  by  the  side  of  a  : 
perambulating  theatre,  which  set  forth  "  the 
Etudes  of  a  servant-maid ;"  and,  in  spite  of  the 
unceasing  noise  on  every  side,  we  could  not  desist 
from  indulging  in  a  mental  daguerreotype  of  events 
connected  with  the  fair  and  its  localities. 

We  first  called  to  mind  the  period  when  Smith, 
field  was  "  a  plain,  or  smoothe  Gelde,"  from  which 
circamsiance,  according  to  old  Fitzatephen,  it  de- 
rived its  name ;  and  when,  instead  of  the  London 
butchers  and  country  drovers,  a  gay  train  of  gal- 
lant knights  and  tramping  men-at-arms,  whose  har- 
ness gleamed  in  the  sunlight  of  the  glittering  lists, 
together  with  a  bevy  of  smiling,  fair-haired  "damo- 
seb"  on  their  ambling  palfreys,  rode  over  its  un- 
paved  area  to  join  the  tournaments  there  held. 
We  pictured  them  coming  by  "  Gilt-spurre,  or 
Knight -rider  street, — so  called  because  of  the 
kni^tB,  who  in  quality  of  their  honor  wore  gilt 
spurs,  and  who,  with  others,  rode  that  way  to  the 
joustings  and  other  feats  of  arms  used  in  Smith- 
field."  And  then  we  thought  what  a  fortune  the 
events  of  these  times  would  have  been  to  the  bou- 


ir  romancists  of  the  present  day,  vho  write  such 
pretty  stories  with  dove's  quiils  and  otto  of  roses, 
'  the  annuals.  Neit,  we  lost  ourselves  in  a  rcv- 
!  about  the  sly  Eahere, — the  founder  of  the 
monastery  and  tair,  and  minstrel  to  Henry  the 
First, — who  was  in  former  days  employed  to  tell 
stories  to  royalty  (an  office,  it  would  seem,  not  al- 
together obsolete),  and  who  once  began  one  of  eo 
great  a  length  that  he  himself  fell  asleep  in  the 
middle,  and  never  finished  it.  Eahere,  when  ha 
waa  sick,  was  frightened  into  this  pious  act  by  a 
'  '  'tation  of  St.  Bartholomew,  and  be- 
lt head  of  the  priory,  witMn  whose 
walls  the  drapers  and  clothiers  invited  to  the  ^r 
were  allowed  to  look  up  their  wares  every  night. 
Anon,  we  allowed  ourselves  to  he  carried  in  dreamy 
listlessness  along  the  stream  of  time,  nntil  we  were 
again  halting,  aa  we  chuckled  at  the  recollection  of 
the  humorous  doings  in  the  fur  in  the  days  of 
"  Rare  Ben  Jonson," — the  puppet  motions  of 
Hero  and  Leander,  altered  from  Sestos  and  Abydoa 
to  Puddledock  and  Bankside, — tbe  Bartholomew 
pig,  "roasted  with  fire  o'  juniper  and  rosemary 
branches," — the  court  o[  piivoudre,  the  "well-ed- 
ncttted  ape,"  and  the  "  hare  that  beat  the  tabor," — 
all  hackneyed  subjects  to  mouldy  antiquaries,  we 
allow;  but,  not  being  over-addicted  to  rummafpi^ 
dusty  records  and  worm-eaten  volumes,  still  inter- 
esting to  common-place  ever)'-day  people  like  our- 
selves. And  lastly,  we  pictured  the  fair  as  we  had 
known  it  in  our  own  days,  of  which  poor  Hone  has 
left  us  so  hvely  a  specimen,  and  calling  back  some 
of  the  scenea  we  had  therein  witnessed,  we  began 
to  think  that  the  abolition  was  not  altogether  use- 
less or  disadvautageous. 

Whether  our  reflections  wonld  now  have  taken  a 
retrograde  turn,  and  wandered  back  again  to  the 
days  of  the  tournaments,  we  know  not;  but,  hav- 
ing arrived  close  upon  the  present  period,  we  were 
somewhat  startled,  upon  wishing  to  nse  it,  to  find 
that  our  handkerchief  had  disappeared  whilst  we 
had  been  lost  in  our  reveries;  and,  pos^bly,  ^na 
already  fluttering  before  one  of  the  neighboring 
bandana-bazaars  inFietd-lane.  Hereupon,  we  deter- 
mined to  give  up  ruminating  in  Smithfield,  leaving 
that  process  to  those  animals  in  the  cattle-market 
whose  peculiar  nature  it  is  so  to  do;  and  having 
risen  from  our  seat,  and  thanked  the  ginger-beer 
man  for  the  accommodation  bis  wagon  afforded,  we 
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comnienceij  making  the  tour  of  the  fair,  or  rather, 
the  grour.d  once  allotted  to  it. 

There  were  no  showa— no  huge  jellow  camvaiis, 
or  canvas  pavilions,  covered  with  wondrous  repre- 
sentallons  of  the  marvels  to  be  seen  within ;  a  few 
small  portable  theatres  formed  the  leading  eihitii- 
tions.  One  there  was,  to  be  eure,  of  higher  pre- 
tensions, into  which,  upon  payment  of  one  penny 
we  were  permitted  to  enter.  The  proprietor  of  the 
Epectacle,  who  had  pitched  his  theatre  in  the  back- 
parlor  of  one  of  the  houaes  near  the  Hos[iita!-gate, 
stood  at  the  street-door,  and  informed  us  that  " 
entertainment  set  forth  "The  Bay  of  Naples  ii 
native  grander  with  the  perceaeion  of  Ihe  Iiigian 
monarch  and  hia  elephint,— the  sportaman  and  the 
stag  as  walked  hke  life— the  wild  duck  and  the 
wttter-apanell,  with  the  burning  of  Hamburg." 

Here  was  enough  to  sec,  ao  we  entered  forth- 
with, and  wedged  ouraelvea  in  the  comer  of  a 
room,  small,  and  nnploaaantlj  warm,  where  an  au- 
dience of  aome  fiTC-and-twenty  bad  already  aasem- 
bled  before  a  small  proscenium,  about  twelve  feet 
high,  having  a  painted  drop-scene,  which  repre- 
sented, aa  nearly  aa  we  could  make  out  the  locali- 
ties, the  Caatle  of  Chillon  moved  to  Virginia  Wa- 
ter, with  Athens  and  Mont  Blanc  in  the  back- 
ground. After  an  Iwlian  boy,  who  with  his  piano- 
organ  formed  the  orchestra,  had  jdayed  "  The  daja 
when  we  went  g^psying,"  the  drop  roae,  and  dia- 
oovered  the  Bay  of  Naples,  with  surrounding  build- 
inga,  and  something  of  a  conical  shape  painted  on 
the  back  scene — the /of,  we  think  it  is  technically 
called— which  we  imagined  to  be  a  light-bine  cot. 
ton  night-cap,  with  a  long  tassel,  until  informed 
that  it  depicted  "Vesuviua — the  burnin'  mounting, 
aa  it  appears  from  the  aea-shore."  When  the  ei- 
cilement  caused  by  the  rising  of  the  curtain  had 
aomawhat  subsided,  a  little  figure  dressed  hke  a 
Turk,  shuffled  rapidly  across  the  front  of  the  atage, 
moving  his  legs  backwards  and  forwards,  both  at 
once,  and  evidently  by  means  of  a  crank  connected 
with  the  wheels  he  ran  on,  which  were  invisible  to 
the  audience.  Nent,  the  "  percession"  commenced, 
which  waa  eitremely  impoaing,  and  would  have 
been  much  more  so  if  th"  manager  bad  been  less 
hasty  in  taking  the  figures  off,  and  putting  them 
on  other  stands  to  go  aiross  again,  whith  gave 
them  the  appearance  of  hemg  most  unsteadily  in- 
toiicated  upon  their  second  erUrk  Then,  a  little 
man  came  on  In  a  boat,  and  shot  a  duck  which 
the  "  spaneU"  swam  after ,  and,  finally,  the  ignition 
of  some  red  fire  at  the  foot  of  Vesuvius  formed  the 
burning  of  Hamburg,  which  conflagration  was  ei- 
ceedingly  advantageous  in  rapidly  clearing  the 
room  of  the  audience,  by  reason  of  ita  sulphurous 

_  The  principal  traffic  of  the  fnir,  beyond  the  bn- 
sineas  transacted  in  gingerbread-husbands,  and  wai- 
dolls  from  fourpenoe  to  three  shillings  each,  was 
monopolized  by  several  men  in  tilted  earla,  who 
were  haranguing  little  mobs  of  people,  and  appa- 
rently  dispoeing  of  their  warea  as  fast  as  they  could 
pat  them  up  for  aale. 

There  were  such  frequent  bursta  of  laughter 
from  Uie  buyers,  that  we  were  attraeied  towards 
one  of  these  perambulating  bazaars,  in  the  hope  of 
participating  in  their  merriment.  The  proprietor 
of  the  cart  was  a  tall  buriy  fellow,  in  a  round  hat 
and  knee-breeches,  something  Uke  an  aristocratic 
railway  navigator,  and  the  cart,  in  front  of  which 
he  stood,  waa  covered  all  over  with  a  most  curious 


display  of  good.=,  guna,  braces,  gimlets,  waistcoata, 
aawB,  cruets, — in  fact,  apecimens  of  almost  every 
thing  ever  manufactured.  The  man  was  aelliiig 
the  goods  by  his  own  auction,  and  had  a  flow  of 
ready  low  wit,— pure,  unadulterated  chaff— which 
waa  most  remarkable.  W9  recollect  a  few  of  hia 
jokes,  and  theae  we  chronicle  to  show  the  style  of 
hia  address,  even  at  the  risk  of  being  again  accused 
of  "  eihibiting  the  coarsest  peculiarities  of  the 
coarser  chisaes,  with  such  ultra  accuracy."  But  it 
is  in  the  lower  orders,  according  to  our  own  no- 
tion, that  the  natural  chwacter  of  a  people  is  to  be 
beat  discovered. 

"Now,  then,  my  customers,"  be  exclaimed,  ad- 
vanoingto  the  front  of  the  cart,  "HI  tell  you  more 
lies  in  five  minutes  than  you  can  prove  true  in  a 
week.  Now,  missus,"  he  continued,  addressing  a 
female  in  the  crowd,  "no  winking  at  me  to  get 
thinga  cheap.  My  wife  's  in  the  cart,  and  she'a  as 
sharp  as  the  thick  end  of  a  pen'orth  of  cheese,  as 
ugly  as  sin,  and  not  half  ao  pleasant." 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed  this  sally  as  he  took 
up  a  saw. 

"  Now,  look  here ! — you  never  aaw  such  a  aaw 
as  thia  here  saw  is  to  saw  in  aU.  the  daya  jou  ever 
saw.  This  is  a  saw  oa  aill  cut ;— all  you've  got  to 
do  is  to  keep  it  back.  If  you  waa  to  lay  this  saw 
agin  the  root  of  a  tree  over  night,  and  go  home  to 

"Well,  what  thenp"  interrupted  a  fellow  in  the 
crowd,  who  wished  to  throw  the  dealer  off  his 
guard. 

"Why,"  rephed  the  man,  "the  chances  are  that 
when  you  came  in  the  morning  you  wouldn't  find 
It.    Sold  again!" 

There  was  another  laugh,  and  the  would-be  wag 
slunk  away  very  crest-fallen. 

"Now,  I'm  not  going  to  take  you  in,"  he  con- 
ed. "If  you  don't  like  these  things,  come 
_  in  to-morrow,  and  I  shan't  be  here.  Ill  charge 
you  a  pound  for  the  saw,  and  if  you  don't  like 
that,  I'll  say  fifteen  shillings.  Come, — you've  got 
iaint  hearts.  Say  twelve,  ten,  eight,  five,  three 
OHe.'— going  for  one  I  Til  ask  no  more,  and  I'll 
take  noleaa.     Sold  again,  and  got  the  money!" 

He  now  turned  and  picked  out  a  cheap  accordion, 
upon  which  he  plajed  some  common  air,  and  then 
proceeded. 

"Now,  look! — here's  a  young  piece  of  music: 
the  appollonicon  in  St.  Martin's  Lane  lays  a  dozen 
every  morning,  and  this  is  one  of  them.  It's  got 
the  advantage  that,  when  you're  tired  of  it,  it  will 
blow  the  fire  or  mend  your  shoes.  May  I  be 
rammed,  jammed,  and  alammed  into  the  month  of 
non,  until  I  come  out  at  the  touchhole  as  thin 
lead  rushlight,  if  it  ain't  cheap  at  five  pound! 
But  I'll  only  take  five  shillings,  and  if  that  won't 
-"-I,  ril  say  one  1     Who's  got  Hie  Inchy  shilling?" 

Not  fifteen  feet  from  the  cart  of  this  man  there 

IS  another  similarly  laden,  and  a  constant  fire  of 

salutations  and  mock  abuse  passed  between  the 

— 0   venders.      The   merchant,   however,   in  this 

se  was  a  mere   boy — ho   could  not  have  been 

above  fourteen,  but  carrjing  an  expression  of  the 

■.  precocious  meaning  we  ever  beheld.     Be  was 

hit  inferior  to  hia  adversary  iii  ready  slang,  aa 

hU  followmg  oration  over  a  two-barrelled  gun  wiU 

testify : 

"There's  a  little  Saw  in  the  lock,  to  be  sure  |  but 
that  don't  hhider  ita  going  off.  I  sold  the  fellow 
''■-  '-vo  pound  to  a  farmer  in  Leicestershire,  and 
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m  tell  you  what  it  did.  The  first  day  he  took  it 
out,  ha  fired  one  barrel,  and  liilled  eix.  crows  aa  he 
didn't  sec  ;  he  fired  the  second,  and  shot  nine  par- 
tridges out  of  five,  and  the  kicli  of  the  gun  Itnoclied 
him  baek'ards  into  a  ditch,  and  he  fell  upon  a,  hare 
and  killed  that.  These  gana  will  shoot  round  a, 
corner,  atkd  over  a  hay-rick ;  and  they're  used  to 
fatten  the  paupers  that  are  turned  out  of  the  Unions 
for  not  paying  the  Income  Tas.  They  load  the 
guns  with  fat  bacon,  and  shoot  it  down  their 
throats." 
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When  he  had  done  talking  about  the  gun,  which, 
however,  he  did  not  seU,  he  took  up  a  whip,  and, 
cracking  it  two  or  three  times  in  front  of  bis  cart, 
tecommence  d : — 

"  Here's  a  whip,  now,  to  make  a  lazy  wife  get  up 
of  a  morning,  and  make  the  kettle  boil  before  the 
fire's  (jight.  It  even  makes  mj  horse  go,  and  he's 
got  a  wealc  constitution  and  a  bad  resolution  ;  he 
jibs  going  up  hili,  kicks  going  down,  and  travels  on 
his  knees  on  level  ground.  When  he  means  to  go, 
he  blows  hisself  out  with  the  celebrated  ratboad 
corn  as  sticks  udeways  in  his  inside,  and  tickles 
bim  into  a  trot.     Who  says  a  crown  for  this  whip  I" 

There  did  not  appear  much  disposition  to  ' 
the  article,  so  the  s^ler  commenced  a  fresh  pane- 
gyric. 

"Toud  better  buy  It :  you  wont  have  another 
chance.  There  never  was  but  two  made,  and  the 
man  died,  and  look  the  patent  with  him, 
wouldn't  have  made  them  so  cheap,  only  he  lived 
in  a  garret,  and  never  paid  his  landlord,  but  when 
he  went  hone,  always  pulled  the  bottom  of  the 
house  upstairs  after  him.  If  any  man  insults 
I'll  warrant  this  whip  to  flog  him  from  Kei 
into  the  middle  of  ncit  year.    Who  says  a  cro 

There  were  two  or  three  other  carts  of  a  similar 
description  in  difi'erent  parts  of  Smithfield,  but 
these  fellows  evidently  enjoyed  the  supremacy. 
How  many  profits  bad  to  bo  made  upon  the  arti- 


Or  what  was  their  original  cost,  we  know  not, 
le  bought  four  pocket-knives,  each  containing 
three  blades,  with  very  fair  springs,  and  horn  han- 
dles, for  siipencel  We  had  a  Uttle  conversation 
afterwards  with  the  first-mentioned  vendor,  who 
vas,  out  of  his  rostrum,  a  quiet,  intelligent  person, 
ind  he  assured  us  that  at  Wolverhampton  the  or- 
dinary eitrry-combs  of  the  shops  were  being  made 
by  families  for  ninepence  a  dozen,  the  rivets  being 
clenched  and  the  teeth  cut  by  mere  infknts. 

Beyond  these  features  there  was  little  to  nodce  ; 
— the  vitality  of  the  fair  was  evidently  at  (Js  hist 
gasp,  and  the  civic  authorities  did  not  appear  in- 
clined to  act  as  a  humane  societj  for  its  resusdla- 
tiou.  A  little  trade  was  maintained  by  the  sate  of 
portable  cholera,  in  the  shape  of  green-gages ;  but 
the  majority  of  the  stalls  were  sadly  in  want  of 
customers.  Even  the  Waterloo-crackers,  unable  to 
go  off  in  a  commercial  point  of  view,  failed  to  do 
so  in  a  pyrotechnical  one.  Had  we  waited  until 
midnight,  when  all  became  still,  we  might  possibly 
have  beheld  the  shades  of  Kichardson,  Saunders, 
Folito,  and  Miss  Biffin,  with  their  more  ancient 
brethren,  Fawkes  the  conjuror,  and  Lee,  and  Har- 
per, waiting  amongst  the  pens,  or  gathering  to- 
gether their  audiences  of  old  in  shadowy  bands  to 
people  the  fair  once  more,  as  Napoleon  collects  his 
phantom  troops  in  the  Ohamps  Elysees,  where, 
since  he  has  been  buried  in  the  Invalides,  he  must 
find  it  far  more  convenient  to  attend.  But  there 
was  no  inducement  to  stay  until  that  period,  and 
we  left  the  fair  about  twenty  minutes  after  we  en- 
tered it,  having  seen  every  thing  that  it  contained, 
and  deeming  ourselves  fortunate  in  having  been 
only  once  violently  compelled  to  buy  a  pound  of 
gingerbread-nuts,  by  the  sheer  force  of  a  young 
lady  who  prodded  at  the  stall,  and  who  appeared 
in  a  state  of  temporary  insanity,  caused  by  the 
lack  of  customers  and  limited  incomes  of  the  ma- 
jority of  the  visitors. 
SEpreuGW  11, 1B42. 
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Ue.  Cbifps  was  one  of  the  best  tempered  men 
at  the  hospital,  wherein  he  filled  the  post  of  house- 
surgeon,  always  ready  for  a  piece  of  fun  when  there 
was  any  thing  going  on ;  and  yet  possessing  sufH- 
dent  tact  and  good  sense  to  keep  quiet  when  he 
thought  it  necessary  for  the  support  of  the  true 
dignity  of  his  character.  He  was  a,  universal  favo- 
rite with  all  classes,  both  patients,  surgeons  and 
pupils ;  for  he  was  kind  to  the  first,  attentive  to  the 
second,  and  never  refused  to  join  in  the  amuse- 
ments of  tlie  third,  when  not  interfering  with  his 
own  duties.  He  was,  in  fact,  what  every  medical 
student  ought  to  be.  Not  on  one  side  a  careless 
idler,  who  sneered  at  every  thing  connected  with 
study,  and  thought  the  chief  happiness  the  world 
could  give  was  to  be  found  in  a  glass  of  brandy 
and  water.  Nor  was  he,  on  the  other,  one  of  those 
intense  potterert  who  haunt  the  hospitals  year  after 
year,  crin^ng  to  the  officers,  and  thinking  them- 
selves above  the  pupils,  wi(h  the  sole  hope  of  being 
at  some  very  distant  period  elected  aesislant-surgeon 
— an  aspiration  which  is  never  gratified.  But  he, 
Mr.  Cripps,  combined  the  best  quahdes  of  the  two. 


and  so  kept  very  friendly  with  all.  Tou  could  sel- 
dom go  into  his  room  without  finding  one  or  two 
of  the  choicest  men  in  the  medical  school  lolling 
about  upon  his  chairs,  and  taking  everlasting  lunch- 
es; indeed  his  quarters  appeared  a  perpetual  scene 
of  bread,  cheese,  and  half-and-half,  which  were 
mingled  upon  the  table  in  admirable  confusion  with 
scalpels,  stethoscopes,  bones,  and  manuals  of  sur- 
gery and  anatomy. 

Mr.  Cripps'  rooms — or  rather  his  room,  for  the 
bedchamber  was  Only  a  long  narrow  accidental  ap- 
pendii  to  his  sitting  apartment — were  on  the  first 
floor  of  the  hospital,  and  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  two  of  the  wards.  A  strong  smell  of  stale  to- 
bacco pervaded  the  interior;  and  indeed  it  would 
have  been  much  stronger  had  there  been  any  thing 
to  retain  it.  But  the  carpet  was  so  worn  that  it 
appeared  to  have  been  turned  the  wrong  side  up- 
wards ;  and  the  pair  of  dingy  window  curtains  had 
in  all  probabihty  been  hanging  there  ever  since  the 
hospital  was  first  chartered ;  and  now  assumed  a 
series  of  tints,  Varying  in  their  color  from  dirty 
buff  to  dull  red. 
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The  furniture  was  ftdmirably  in  lieepitig  with  tlie 
chdmber,  being  darlt  with  age,  and  of  a  fashion  vn- 
Itnown  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  second-hand 
brolier  in  London,  The  chairs  mostly  suffered  from 
rickets,  and  the  sofa  was  particularly  unsteady,  in 
consequence  of  an  unreduced  dislocation  of  one  of 
its  four  liip  joints,  wliich  was  gradually  wearing 
away  a  new  socket  for  itself  in  a  corner  of  the 
sqnah  that  formed  its  seat.  There  was  an  ancient 
bureau,  in  which  Cripps  kept  his  books;  but  the 
piece  of  furniture  had  lost  its  turned  legs,  which 
were  sjfppoaed  to  hare  mortified  at  a,  period  lost  in 
antiquity;  and  now  it  stood  by  being  propped  up 
ag^nst  the  ledge  of  the  wainscot  beMnd,  and  was 
inconsequence  christened  by  Mr.  Cripps  his"up- 
holsterouB  biped."  One  of  its  doors  suffered  from 
paralysis  of  the  hinges  ;  and  the  other  had  an  arti- 
ficiid  joint,  ingeniously  made  from  an  old  bent 
probe,  which  allowed  it  to  close  and  open  with  tol- 
erable facility.  The  windows  commanded  a  fine 
Tiew  of  the  hospital  garden,  with  its  perambulat- 
ing patients,  consisting  of  convalescent  amputa- 
tions,  ameliorated  sqaints,  recovered  operations  for 
elub  feet,  and  last  stages  but  one  of  cedema,  who 
were  perpetually  crawling  up  and  down  its  for- 
mal walks,  and  OTer  the  parallelogram  of  hard  black 
earth,  which  was  by  courtesy  denominated  the 
grass-pUt.  This  area  was  bounded  by  the  backs  of 
the  houses  in  the  adjacent  streets ;  all  of  whose 
occupants  evinced  indomitable  perseverance  in 
eternally  washing  their  things  at  home,  and  then 
displaying  them  upon  poles  from  their  windows, 
where  they  fluttered  all  day  long.  By  much  obser- 
vation, Mr.  Cripps  had  become  acquainted  with  a 
great  deal  of  the  domestic  economy  practised  by 
nia  neighbors,  through  these  signals.  Ho  knew 
perfectly  when  to  look  out  for  the  appearance  of 
the  patchwork  quilt,  on  the  third  floor  of  No.  12 ; 
and  be  discovered  that  the  back  attic  of  So.  "l  pos- 
sessed two  pairs  of  sheeta,  which  were  washed  in 
turns,  being  recognized  by  sundry  patches  and  re- 
He  was  atting  one  morning  in  the  surgery,  wait- 
ing for  some  out-door  patients  to  arrive,  when  the 
door  opened,  and  Mr.  Blake,  a  pupil  of  the  hospital, 
having  first  thrust  in  a  small  portion  of  his  head  to 
Bee  that  the  coast  was  clear,  propelled  the  rest  of 
his  body  after  it,  and  saluted  Cripps  with  a  wink  of 
the  right  eye,  mtendcd  to  express  the  compliments 
of  the  morning. 
"  What's  the  news,  Cripps  ?"  was  the  first  ques- 

"  Uttle  enough  from  me,"  returned  his  friend. 
"  My  opinion  of  a  house-surgeon  is,  that  he's  two 
degrees  worse  off  than  a  prisoner  m  the  Queen's 

"Well,  you  have  not  much  longer  to  stay,"  re- 
phed  Blake,  seating  himself  at  the  table,  and  pUy- 
ing  with  some  tooth  mstrumenta.  ■'  What  a  room 
of  torture  this  is  I"  he  continued,  after  a  momen- 
tary gaze  around  the  surgery,  and  at  the  different 
objects  hanging  about. 

There  certainly  was  a  great  display  of  all  kinds 
of  articles,  that  any  one  skiUed  in  the  art,  of  ingen- 
iouBly  tormenting  would  have  delighted  to  contem- 
plale.  Gags  for  obstinate  poison-takers;  keys, 
elevators,  forceps,  and  punches  for  the  odontal^sta : 
eaastjc  for  touching  up  refractory  excrescences; 
long  aavageJooking  bistouries;  deeply-insinuating 
probes,  and  scalpels;  with  knives,  lancets,  and  di- 
rectors of  every  wze  and  capacity. 


"  And  what's  that  ?"  asked  Mr.  Cripps. 

"A  twitch  for  the  noses,"  replied  Biake. 

"I  don't  quite  know  what  you  mean." 

"A  twitch,"  returned  Blake,  "is  a  piece  of 
broomstick  with  a  string  loop  at  the  end,  that  you 
put  over  cohs'  noses,  and  screw  up  tight  when  they 
run  rusty  at  being  singed,  or  put  into  harness.  Yon 
would  find  it  a  capital  remedy  for  cpiataniB." 

"I  don't  doubt  it,"  answered  Cripps;  "indeed,  I 
think  it  would  be  a  valuable  addition  to  surgery. 
By  the   way,   I've  formed  a  baautifiil    diagnosis 

"What  about?"  asked  Blake. 

"  Between  various  accidents,"  returned  the  house- 
surgeon.  "For  instance,  broken  legs  always  come 
on  a  shutter ;  fractured  ribs  in  a  patent  cab ;  and 
dislocated  shoulders  usually  walk." 

"And  what  good  does  that  do  yoa  f 

'_'  Oh,  nothing  particular — only  if  you  see  a  ca- 
sualty coming,  you  know  what  it  is,  and  what  to 
get  ready." 

"  Then  you  had  better  be  looking  after  your  ap- 
paratus now,"  aaid  Blake,  "  for  here's  an  accident 
coming  in." 

In  confirmation  of  his  statement,  a  crowd  of 
dirty  little  boys,  surrounding  a  group  of  three  per- 
sons, the  middle  one  of  whom  was  being  supported 
by  the  other  two,  crossed  the  court  to  the  hosjMlal, 
and  came  up  to  the  surgery.  As  the  nurse  opened 
the  door  to  admit  them,  the  whole  posse  pressed 
forwards  to  obtain  entrance  with  the  patient;  and 
the  place  would  have  been  certainly  carried  by 
storm  had  not  Blake  gone  to  the  assistance  of  the 
nurse,  and  vigorously  repelled  the  assailants  with  a 
straw janA — an  instrament  used  in  the  treatment 
of  fractures,  and  which  he  liberafly  dealt  about  the 
heads  of  the  intruders. 

"Now,  then,  missus,— what  is  it?"  asked  Cripps, 
when  Blake  had  succeeded  in  closing  the  door  and 
bolting  it,  addressing  himself  to  a  woman  who  had 
come  in  with  the  patient. 

"He's  pisened  himself  with  lodnuml"  was  the 
reply.  Whereupon  she  began  to  moan  after  the 
most  approved  manner  of  poor  people  in  a  dilem- 
ma, thinking  that  she  should  have  lived  to  have 
seen  the  day,  and  recollecting  it  was  only  last  night 
he  was  saying,  he  meant  to  join  the  blessed  Tempe- 


"Why,  do  h  re  n  d  h  w  m  ,  "lait 
January  twel     m  n  h— — 

"When!"m  p  d  B  k  wi  h  m  aston- 
ishment. 

"LastJanu  y  w  mon  h  ntin  d  the  wo- 
man, "there  w  a  b  n  fi  m  d  at  the 
Corner  Fin  pub  h  a  d  h  n  b  rs  has  some 
scursions  on  board  the  steam-boata " 

" My  good  woman,"  said  Cripps;  "I  asked  you 
when  he  look  it ; — can't  you  give  me  a  simple  an- 
pp" 

I  don't  know,  I  don't  know  I"  cried  the  woman, 
wringing  the  corner  of  her  apron,  as  if  she  labored 
mder  a  belief  that  it  was  wet.  "  All  I  can  tell  is, 
I'd  been  into  Mrs.  Watts'  to  help  her  wash,  and 
when  I  come  back  the  room  was  locked,  and  I 
looked  through  the  keyhole,  and  there  he  was  a  at- 
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"  What  makes  you  think  be  has  taken  lauda- 
num ?"  asked  Blake. 

"  I  found  Cilia  bottle  on  the  floor,"  said  the  wo- 
man, producing  on  itregularlj-shapcd  green  phial 
with   tetters  hlonn  on  it,  and  labelled  "  Hiulisnun 

"  I  don't  think  that's  opium,"  SHid  Blake,  smelling 
the  bottle  ;  "it's  more  like  lacquer  for  brass  work." 

"He's  evidentlj  in  a  state  of  coma,"  replied 
Cnpps;  "and  his  breathing  is  any  tiling  but  what 
I  should  like  mine  to  be.  Well,  there's  only  ouo 
plan — I  suppose  T  had  better  perform  a  solo  on  the 
stomach-pump." 

"  And  then  we'H  gire  him  a  prfimenade  without 
the  concert,  in  the  garden,  to  keep  him  awake," 
added  Blake.  "  Get  a  basin,  Surgery,  and  some 
warm  water." 

"I  think  he's  been  ^tting  in  the  sun  a  little  too 
■much,"  observed  the  nurse  addressed  as  '  Surgery,' 
with  a  knowing  .assent,  as  she  tilted  the  kettle,  im- 
plying by  that  delicate  metaphor  that  the  man  was 

The  stomach-pump  was  soon  in  action,  and  the 
result  convinced  Che  atudenta  that  there  was  a  great 
deal  more  gin  than  laudanum  in  what  the  patient 
had  taken.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  performance, 
the  man  appeared  a  little  relieved.  He  opened  his 
eycR,  rolled  them  heavily  about,  gave  a  sulky  grunt, 
and  tried  to  raise  himself  from  the  chair. 

"Do  you  think  he'll  recover,  doethort"  asked 
the  woman. 

"1  Chink  so,"  said  Ciipps ;  "but  he  will  require 
great  care.  Now,  we  must  mind  that  he  does  not 
go  to  sleep  again ;  and  foe  that  purpose  he  must  be 
walked  gently  round  the  garden." 

"  You  can  stay  here  until  we  return."  sajd  Blake 
to  the  woman.  And  then,  supporting  the  patient 
with  Cripps'  aid,  they  led  him  into  the  garden. 


"How  are  you,  old  fireworks?''  asked  Blake, 
when  they  got  out  of  earshot. 

"  I'm  the  marquis  of  Berne  Bay,  there  and  back ; 
and  Prince  George  of  Peekham  and  Camberwt"  " 
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"Yea,  ycat  wo  know  all  that,"  said  Blake. 
"  Don't  you  think  a  little  dash  of  Preissnitz  would 
do  him  good,  Cripps?" 

"1  ahould  say  so,  decidedly,"  replied  the  hoase- 
surgeon ;  "  and  if  I  have  a  preference,  it  should  be 
fresh  from  the  pump." 

Fortunately  for  their  good  intentions,  there  was 
a  pump  in  the  garden,  principally  used  for  the  pur- 
pose of  irrigating  the  esculent  vegetables  which 
grew  there  for  the  consumption  of  the  matron, 
secretary,  and  housc-apotheeary ;  as  well  as  for 
Strengthening  weak  hgaments,  and  celaied  joints 
by  its  bracing  stream.  Towards  this  point,  Blake 
and  Cripps  conducted  their  patient,  and  seating  htm 
opposite  to  it,  upon  the  ground,  propped  up  by  the 
garden-roller,  the  first  named  gentleman  worked  at 
the  handle,  whilst  the  latter  interrupted  the  stream 
with  his  liand.  jerking  it  copiously  into  the  face  of 
their  victim,  until  he  was  wet  through  and  through. 

"Now,  1  think  we  had  better  dry  him,"  said 
Bloke,  when  they  had  persevered  in  this  innocent 
recreation  about  five  minutes.  Upon  which — in 
spite  of  the  struggles  and  remonstrances  of  the 
man,  who  having  been  in  reality  only  dead-drunk, 
was  coming  to  bis  senses  i^ain  very  quickly — 
Cripps  and  his  companion  took  him  by  the  arms, 
and  ran  bim  round  and  romid  the  garden,  until 
nearly  every  bit  of  breath  was  out  of  his  body; 
and  tney  themselves  quite  overcome  with  fatigue. 

"  WiU  you  ever  do  it  again  ?"  asked  Cripps,  with 
as  serious  a  face  as  he  could  command. 

"  Never,  no  more,  s'help  me  eversorauch,"  was 
Che   answer.      "Ill  be  a  teetotaller,— if  I  don't 

"Hush  !"  cried  Blake,  gravely.     "Kecollect  how 
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you  have  been  snatched  from  the  jaws  of  l3ea^h  hy 
our  united  efforta.  How  came  you  to  get  drunk  so 
early  in  the  morning  ?" 

"  It's  all  along  of  the  Bcursion  us  I  was  steward 
for,"  replied  the  man.  "1  had  the  grog  to  keep 
and  coiJdn't  help  it." 

"  And  how  did  you  come  by  this  bottle  ?"  aslied 
Cripps,  tailing  the  laudanum  phial  from  his  pocket. 

"  I  keeps  lacquer  in  it,"  was  the  answer;  "I'm 
K  ^Mer  by  trade." 

"I  said  it  was!"  cried  Blake,  quite  delighted  at 
his  prognosis  |  ''  I  knew  it  all  the  while." 

"  Elow  the  deuce  did  jou  know  what  lacquer 
was?"  asked  Crippa. 


"  I  waawith  a  dentist  once,"  replied  Blake ;  " and 
we  used  it  to  set  off  the  brass  things  that  he  kept  in 
a  little  case  on  bis  street-door  post,  and  made  the 
people  believe  Ibey  were  gold." 

The  man  being  pronounced  recovered,  was  now 
led  back  to  the  surgery.  He  departed  in  a  short 
time  with  the  woman,  accompanied  by  the  cheers 
of  such  little  boysns  had  waited  outside  the  whole 
time,  and  looking  rery  pale  and  repentant.  It 
seems,  howener,  that  the  ordeal  he  bad  undergone 
was  not  without  its  eSbet;  for,  three  days  after- 
wards, Blake  saw  him  with  a  high  clean  shirt-collar, 
and  a  blue  bow  on  his  hat,  entering  the  Tempe- 
rance Coffee  House,  which  was  close  to  the  hospital. 


DELIGHTFUL    PEOPLE. 


There  are  two  eets  of  people  in  society — the 
amus«rg  and  the  amused,  who  are  both  equally  use- 
ful in  their  way,  although  widely  different  in  their 
attributes.  A  reunion,  to  go  off  well,  should  con- 
tain a  proper  share  of  either  class;  because,  not- 
withstanding the  inability  of  the  latter  to  contribute 
much  to  the  festivity  of  the  meeting,  they  make  an 
excellent  and  patient  audience,  without  which  the 
powers  of  the  amnsers  are  cramped,  and  they  feel 
they  are  not  sufficiently  appreciated. 

Why  ail  people,  enjoying  the  same  leyel  of  intel- 
lect, should  not  be  equally  sought  after  in  society 
we  do  not  pretend  to  decide  ;  but  we  will  endeavor 
to  account  for  it  by  tailing  back  upon  our  theatrical 
analogies.  If  you  study  the  playbills,  yon  see,  year 
after  year,  the  Same  names  amongst  the  companies 
who  keep  at  the  same  humble  standard;  whilst 
others,  whom  you  recollect  as  their  inferiors,  ulti- 
mately arrive  at  big  letters  and  benefits — in  fact, 
that  chance,  tact,  -/arte,  and  opportunity,  come 
spofataneously  to  the  latter,  whilst  the  former  are 
content  to  remain  servants  and  peasants.  They 
e  been  known  to  embody  guests  and  mobs,  and 
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of  circumstances  that  divides  a  theatrical 
inweallh  into  starg  and  supernumanes,  pro- 
in  our  )wn  circles  delightful  people  and  no- 
—  for  so  are  the  listeners  and  admirers 
ancourteously  termed 
re  vanons  kinds  of  delightful  people 
;re  entertainers.  If  there  is  a  &mily 
in  life  than  yourselves,  or  moving  in 
think  more  of  than  jour  —       ' 
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withstanding  they  may  have  formerly  i»«56erf  yon, 
it  is  astonishing,  when  you  get  introduced  to  them, 
and  at  last  asked  to  tneir  house,  what  delightful 
people  JOU  find  them.  If  you  know  two  young 
persons  who  have  tumbled  into  an  engagement 
with  one  another,  under  tolerably  favorable  eiream- 
stances,  and  visit  each  other's  friends  for  the  first 
time,  you  will  be  enchanted  with  the  accounts  of 
what  "delightful  people"  they  are;  how  ucry 
friendly  the  mother  was,  and  hoir  well  the  sisters 
played,  and  made  colored-paper  dust-collectors. 
Persons  who  have  large  houses,  give  dinners,  and 
keep  carriages  and  private  boxes — gentlemen  who 
have  been  all  along  the  coastof  the  Mediterranean, 
and  tell  most  extraordinary  anecdotes,  until  they 
themselves  realty  beUeve  that  tlieir  adventures  have 


happened — authors  who  have  written  a  book  which 
has  proved  a  hit  by  chance,  to  the  astonishment  of 
every  body,  and  no  one  more  than  the  writers — 
acquaintances  who  have  the  happy  knack  of  cor- 
dially agreeing  with  you  upon  every  subject,  and 
applauding  every  thing  you  do,  thinking  quite  dif- 
ferently ^  the  while— worn  Out  "bits  of  quality 
tnmbled  into  decay,"  as  Miss  Lucretia  IfTab  says, 
who  honor  femihes  of  questionable  caste  with  their 
acquainlAnce,  and  join  all  their  parties  by  the  tenor 
of  relating  stories  of  bygone  greatjiess,  and  random 
recollections  of  defunct  high  circles ;  all  these  and 
many  more,  had  we  lime  to  enumerate  them,  are 
"deCghtful  people."  But  we  proceed  to  consider 
the  class  that  it  is  our  wish  to  place  more  especial- 
ly under  the  inspection  of  the  reader. 

We  called  one  day  upon  a  lady  of  our  acquaint- 
ance, who  was  about  to  give  a  large  evening  party ; 
and  upon  being  ushered  into  the  drawing-room, 
found  the  whole  &milj  in  high. glee  at  the  conteqU 
of  a  note  they  had  just  received.  Our  intimacy 
prompted  us  to  inquire  the  purport  of  the  oblong 
billet  that  had  so  much  delighted  them. 

"Oh  I"  said  Ellen,  the  eldest  daughter,  "the 
LawBona  have  accepted — all  of  them  are  coming  I" 

"And  who  are  the  Lawsonsf"  we  ventured  to 

"My  goodness,  Albert!"  eiclaimed  every  body 
at  once,  with  an  excitement  which  nearly  caused 
us,  being  of  a  nervous  temperament,  to  tilt  back- 
wards off  the  apology  for  a  chair  on  which  we  were 
seated — one  of  those  slim  rickety  specimens  of 
upholstery,  which  inspire  stout  gentlemen  with  such 
nervous  dread,  when  one  is  handed  to  them.  "Is 
it  possible  you  don't  know  the  I^wsons  1" 

We  conlessed  with  shame  our  ignorance  of  the 
parties  in  question. 

"They  are  such  delightful penph^'  continued  the 
second  female  olive-hranch,  Margaret.  "  We  were 
so  afraid  they  would  not  come,  because  they  are 
almost  always  engaged;  so  we  sent  their  invitation 
nearly  a  month  ago." 

"  And  you  have  only  jnst  received  their  reply  f" 
we  subjoined.  "  It  looks  as  if  they  had  waited  for 
something  else  that  didn't  come." 

"Oh,  no,"  sidd  Ellen,  almost  otFended.  "Mrs. 
Lawson  is  always  so  charmed  with  every  thing  at 
our  house,  and  says  onr  parties  are  always  so  pleas- 
ant, and  that  we  manage  things  >o  well." 

"  And  she  told  me,  the  last  time  she  was  here," 
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added  Hurgaret,  "  that  slie  could  not  li&re  believed 
tile  whole  of  the  Eapper  was  made  at  home,  if  she 
had  not  boea  told.  And  I  acn  sure  ebe  liked  it  be- 
cause she  ate  90  much." 

"  And  what  does  this  family  do  to  make  them  so 
dehghtful?"  we  inquired. 

"Oh,  almost  erery  thing,"  eaid  Ellen.  "Mr. 
Lawson  plays  an  admirable  rubber,  and  Mrs.  Law- 
son  knows  nearly  all  the  grent  people  of  the  ddy, 
and  can  tell  a  great  deal  of  their  private  histories. 
Bessy  is  a  perfect  Mra.  Anderson  on  the  piano,  and 
Cynthia " 

"Who?"  we  Interrupted,  somewhat  rudely. 

"  Cynthia — isn't  it  a  pretty  name  ?  She  is  such 
a  delightful  ^rl — sings  better  than  any  one  you 
ever  heard  in  private." 

"Then,  Tom  is  such  an  oddity,  and  such  a  nice 
fellow,"  continued  Margaret.  "He  imitates  Ma- 
cready  and  BnckStone,  so  that  you  would  not  know 
the  i^fference,  and  sings  the  drollest  songs!  He 
can  whistle  just  like  a  bird,  play  tunes  upon  a  stick, 
and  conjure  with  rout-cakes  at  supper." 

"And  you  should  hear  him  do  the  two  cats, 
where  be  makes  you  believe  that  they  talk  real 
words  '."  chimed  in  £llen. 

"And  whatifl  this  wonder?"  we  asked. 

"He's  a  lawyer,"  said  Ellen;  "but  I  don't  think 
he  much  likes  his  profession." 

We  thought  so  too.  No  man  who  did  the  two 
cats,  or  imitated  Macready  and  Buckal^ne,  ever  did 
like  hia  profession,  unless  he  was  an  actor  at  once. 

"  You  will  see  them  here  oa  Friday,"  said  Mar- 
garet, "and  then  you  can  form  yoar  own  opinions; 
but  I  am  certain  you  will  like  them.  Hark!  there's 
a  double  knock  at  the  door." 

"  Don't  peep  at  the  window,  Margaret ;  they  will 
see  you,"  said  Ellen  to  her  ^ster,  who  was  endeav- 
oring to  discover  who  the  visitors  were  by  taking  a 
covert  observation  through  the  bars  of  a  birdcage. 

"It's  those  horrid  Wiltons  1"  exclaimed  Marga- 
ret. "  Do  ring  again,  Ellen.  Wliat  a  Angular 
thing  it  is,  servants  are  never  in  the  way  when  a 
double  knock  comes  at  the  dooi  " 
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;  not,  however,  before 
young  friends  had  told   "those  horrid  Wiltons 
bow  angry  they  were  with  them  for  not  calling 
more  frequently,  and  how  delighted  they  felt  ~  ~ 


they  had  come  at  last.  We  were  sorry  to  find  their 
etty  Ups  coutd  let  out  such  little  falsehoods,  and 
ith  such  excellent  grace. 

Friday  evening  arrived,  as  in  the  common  course 
of  things  every  Friday  evening  must  do  if  yon  wut 
■~  it ;  and  about  ten  o'clock,  after  a  shilling's-worth 
shake,  rattle,  and  altercation,  we  alighted  from 
ab  at  onr  friends'  house,  and  tripped  into  the  li- 
brary, where  tea  and  coffee  were  going  on,  with  a 
lightness  that  only  dress  boots  and  white  kids  can 
inspire.  Several  visitors  were  there  before  us,  as 
well  as  one  of  Margaret's  brothers,  who  said,  in  a 
low  voice,  as  we  entered — 

"My  dear  friend,  let  meintroduoe  you  to  some 
delightful  people.    Mrs.  Lawson,  allow  me  to  pee- 

"Will  you  take  tea  or  coffee.  Sir!"  said  the  maid, 
at  the  same  time. 

We  were  so  overcome  with  being  thus  suddenly 
confronted  with  the  stars,  that  we  think  we  bowed 

the  maid,  and  said  we  were  happy  to  make  her 
acquaintance;  and  merely  eicliumed,  "ColTee,  if 
you  please,"  as  Mrs.  LawsoD  inclined  het  head  to 
ourselves. 

We  went  up  stairs,  and  entered  the  ball-room, 
where  our  friends  had  just  received  intelligence  that 
"  the  tawsona  had  arrived !" 

The  first  portion  of  a  party  is  always  the  same. 
And  it  was  not  until  the  evening  was  somewhat  ad- 
vanced, and  they  had  made  sure  that  every  body 
was  arrived,  that  the  powers  of  the  Lawsons  came 
into  full  play, — at  least,  as  regarded  the  young 
people ;  for  the  governor  had  been  at  whist  ever 
since  he  first  arrived,  and  Mrs.  Lawson's  feathers 
were  ubiquitously  perceptible,  waving  and  bending 
apparently  in  every  part  of  the  room  at  once ; 
talking  to  all  the  old  ladies  in  turn,  fishing  for  com- 
pliments for  her  own  daughters  by  admiring  theirs, 
and  smiling,  with  angelic  benignity,  upon  every 
young  man  concerning  whose  expectations  she  had 
been  agreeably  informed.  The  junior  eihibitjon 
commenced  by  Bessy  delighting  Jhe  company  with 
a  rondo  by  Hcrti,  in  the  most  approved  skyrocket 
style  of  that  great  master ;  being  a  Parisian  compo- 
sition, introducing  variations  upon  the  popular  airs, 
"  Rien,  met  bom  tnfa«i,  allez  toujotirs,"  "  La  Pierre 
de  Neieyate"  and  "  Jolt  Ifei,'!  from  the  opera  of 
JaeqiK  Sheppard.  As  it  was  not  above  twenty  pa^es 
in  length,  every  one  was  quite  charmed, — indeed, 
they  could  almost  have  heard  it  agidn ;  and  the 
manner  in  which  Miss  Lawson  sprung  at  the  keys, 
and  darted  up  and  down  the  fiats  and  sharps,  and 
twitched  her  shoulders,  and  tickled  the  piano  into 
convulsions,  and  jerked,about  upon  the  music-stool, 
was  really  aatoaisbing,  and  thunderstruck  every 
body ;  except  the  young  iady  and  gentleman  who 
were  flirting  at  the  end  of  the  room  after  a  waltz, 
and  actually  appeared  more  engaged  with  their  own 
conversation  than  they  did  with  the  fidr  Bessy's 
performance,  which  at  last  concluded  amidst  uni- 
versal applause. 

There  was  another  quadrille,  and  then  we  were 
informed  that  Miss  Cynthia  Lawson  was  going  to 
sing.  The  young  lady  was  dressed  in  plain  white 
robes,  with  her  hiur  smoothed  very  flat  round  her 
head  A  la  Orisi,  whom  she  thought  she  resembled 
both  in  style  of  singing  and  features,  and  conse- 
quently studied  all  her  attitudes  from  the  clever 
Itahan  s  impersonation  of  Norma.  Of  course,  there 
was  the  usual  delay  attendant  upon  such  displays. 
The  musicians  had  to  he  cleared  away  from  the 


,,  Google 


DELIOHTPDL  PEOPLE. 


pia.no,  in  which  procesa  their  wine- 
bottle  was  knocked  over ;  then  the 
music  was  in  a.  portfolio,  in  the  room 
down'  Btain,  which  nobodj  could 
find ;  when  found,  it  wn^  all  placed 
on  the  music-rest  topsy-turv J ;  and 
many  other  aimojances.  At  last, 
the  Iftdj  began  a  bravura,  upon  such 
ft  high  note,  and  so  ponerful,  that 
some  impudent  fellowB  in  the  square, 
who  were  passing  at  the  time,  aang 
out,  "  Vari-e-ty  1  in  reply.  Present- 
ly, a  young  gentleman,  who  was 
standing  at  her  side,  chanced  to  turn 
over  too  soon,  whereupon  she  gave 
him  iTtch  a  look,  that,  if  he  had  en- 
tertained any  thoughts  of  proposing, 
would  effectually  have  stopped  any 
such  rash  proceeding ;  but  her  equa- 
nimity was  Boon  restored,  and  she 
went  through  the  aria  in  most  dash- 
ing style,  until  she  came  to  the  last 
note,  whose  appearance  she  herald- 
ed with  a  roulade  of  wonderful  ex- 

"  Now,  don't  get  up,"  sodd  the  lady 


of  the  house,  i 


t  perai 


a  Cyn- 


thia, when  she  had  really  concluded. 
'•Do  favor  ns  with  one  more,  if  you  are  not  too  fa- 
tigued.  Or,  perhaps  you  would  like  a  glass  of  wine 
first — a  very,  very  little  gloss." 

The  young  lady  declined  any  refreshment,  and 
imAiediately  commenced  a  duet  with  her  brother, 
whose  voice,  however,  she  entirely  drowned  ;  never- 
thelesa,  the  audience  were  equaUy  deBghled,  and  as 
Eooa  as  she  had  regularly  concluded,  and  the  mur- 
mur of  approbation  had  ceased,  sis  yoang  men 
rushed  up  to  Ellen,  with  the  request  that  they  might 
be  introduced  to  His  Lawson  for  the  nest  waltz. 
But,  unfortunately,  Uiss  Lawson  did  not  waitz,  or 
rather  she  did  not  "'^oose  to  do  so.  She  was  aware 
of  her  liability  m  oe  called  upon  to  sing  after  every 
dance,  and  she  had  no  notion  of  sitting  down  to 
the  instrument  with  a  red  face  and  flustered  ensem- 
ble. 

"Delightful  people,  those  Lawsons!"  wheezed 
out  a  fat  old  gentleman  in  pumps  and  a  white  neck- 
cloth, who  was  leaning  against  the  wall,  and  look- 
ing as  if  he  wanted  a  glass  of  ale. 

"  Do  you  know  them.  Sir  ?"  we  osked. 

"  Never  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  them  before, 
but  they  are  a  oharmmg  family.    Mother  a  delight- 


ful person.  Sir — woman  of  the  world-appears  to 
have- been  thrown  early  into  good  societj,  and  pro- 
fited by  it.  Clever  fellow  that  young  Lawson— ha ! 
ha  1 — look  at  him  I"  And  the  old  gentleman  chuck- 
led until  he  was  almost  choked. 


We  turned  ti 


t  the  c 


le  of  his 


lirth. 


and  saw  Tom  doing  Pastorale  ia  a  most  ballet-like 
style,  jumping  up  and  coming  donn  upon  one  toe, 
turning  round  without  touchmg  the  ground,  and 
making  every  body  afraid  of  coming  within  a  yard 

There  are  many  worse  periods  in  our  existence 
than  the  twenty  minutes  consiuned  at  supper  at  an 
evening  party.  The  reserve  which  prevailed  at  the 
commencement  of  the  evening  begins  to  wear  off; 
you  gain  courage  to  make  engagements  for  the  first 
quadrille  after  supper,  and  think  what  a  [Mty  it  is 
that  the  flight  of  time  cannot  be  deUyed  hy  pleas- 
ure, with  permission  to  make  ap  his  lost  moments 
by  hurrying  doubly  quick  over  periods  of  sorrow 
or  ennui.  Alas!  the  hoary  old  mower  generally 
takes  it  mto  his  head  to  act  in  precisely  an  opposite 

We  went  down  to  supper  with  a  pretty  specimen 
of  feminine  mortality,  in  white  poplin,  on  our  arm, 
and  assisted  her  to  a' cubic  inch  of  blancmange,  and 
an  homceopathic  quantity  of  Moselle,  which  she 
affirmed  was  quite  sufBcient ;  as  wdl  as  took  the 
precautionto  push  the  tongue  to  the  other  side  of 
the  tabie,  opposite  a  man  who  had  taken  off  his 
gloves  to  eat,  and  who  was  immediately  "  troubled 
for  a  slice"  fifteen  times  in  rapid  succession.  By 
the  way,  talking  of  taking  off  your  gloves — what 
is  the  reason  that,  whenever  you  go  out,  and  wish 
your  bands  to  look  more  than  ordinarily  white,  they 
generally  resemble  raw  beeffeteaksf 

Our  devoirs  being  for  the  Ume  accomplished,  we 
looked  round  the  room,  and  the  first  object  that 
caught  our  eye  between  the  lines  of  was-candles 
and  trifle-dishes  was  Mrs.  Laweon's  turban,  with 
herself  attached  to  it,  bobbing  about  at  the  head 
of  the  table,  in  most  graceful  affability  to  every 
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bodj.  Miss  Lawson  was  flirting  with  a  slini  young 
man  at  the  sidehoard,  where  she  preferred  to  snp, 
on  the  pretence  of  not  being  able  to  find  a  seat ; 
and  Mias  Cynthia,  no  doubt  much  btigued  by  her 
vocal  exertions,  was  concluding  the  second  pattj, 
and  thinking  wliat  she  ahonld  send  her  cavalier  ser- 
venU  for,  neit.  Tom  was  in  the  centre  of  the  table, 
in  high  glee,  chirping  at  a  Bugar-pluni  bird  in  a 
barlej-aiigar  cage,  jerking  bonbons  into  his  mouth 
by  slapping  bis  hand,  making  little  men  out  of  rai- 
sins and  preserved  ginger,  and  sending  them  to 
different  young  ladies,  wiUi  his  compliments ;  play- 
ing the  cornet-a-piston  upon  a  wafer-cake,  "and 
many  other  performances  too  numerous  to  men- 
tion,", as  they  say  at  outside  shows. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Howard,"  said  Mrs.  Lawson  to 
the  hostess,  "  how  deUcious  every  thing  is!  You 
always  do  have  such  very  fine  lobsters — where  do 
you  contrive  to  get  them  ?" 

"  I  am  Tery  happy  you  admire  them,"  returned 
the  lady,  "but  I  really  don't  know."  Which  affir- 
mation was  the  more  Angular,  as  she  had  ordered 
them  herself  from  a  shop  in  Wigmore  Street. 

"  Lady  Mary  Abbeville  and  yourself  are  the  only 
two  of  my  friends  who  contrive  to  get  large  lob- 
sters," continued  Mi^  Lawson.  "Lady  Mary  is  a 
charming  creature — do  you  know  ber  ?" 

"I  have  not  that  pleasure,"  replied  our  friend; 
"  and  yet  I  have  heard  the  qarno  somewhere." 

"  Between  Boulogne  and  Paris,"  cried  Tom,  as  ho 
exploded  a  cracker  bonbon.     "  The  diligence  dines 

"  Now,  my  dear  Tom,  do  not  be  so  foolish,"  said 
Mrs.  Lawson,  in  a  tone  of  admiring  reproach.  "  How 
can  a  diligence  dine  ?" 

"  Well,  I've  seen  it  hreak-fast,  however,  when  it 
has  been  going  down  a  hill,  over-loaded,"  replied 
the  "talented^  son.  "A  glass  of  wine,  Sir?"  he 
continued,  jrftching  upon  some  one  opposite  by 
chance,  to  make  hia  wit  appear  off-hand. 

The  challenged  individual  was  an  overgrown 
young  gentleman,  with  a  very  high  shirt-collar.  Ho 
Stammered  out,  "With  much  pleasure!"  and  then 
filling  up  hia  half  glass  of  sherry  from  the  neareat 
decanter  at  hand,  which  contained  port,  he  made 
iiervoua  bow,  and  swallowed  the  wine  as  if  it  ha 
been  physic. 

"Cere's  you  and  I,  Sir,  and  two  more;  but  w 
won't  tell  their  names,"  eidaimed  Tom,  winking  to 
the  young  gentleman,  whoso  blushes  increased  to  a 
fearful  pitch  of  iniensity. 

The  ladies  had  been  gradually  leaving  the  room 
for  the  last  ten  minutes,  and  when  they  had  all  de- 
parted we  sat  down  to  our  own  supper.  Tom  never 
once  flagged  in  his  droUcrics.  He  laughed,  took  wine 
with  all  the  old  gentlemen,  did  the  two  cats,  imitat- 
ed Macreadyand  Buckstone — in  fact,  opened  all  his 
stores  of  facetiousness.  He  accompanied  tis  up- 
stairs, and  ailer  the  kdies  had  finiahed  the  long 
quadrille  they  were  having  with  themselves,  he 
Bang  a  aong  about  "Wanted"  a  something,  wo  do 
not  exactly  recollect  what;  being  ourselves  engaged 
in  talking  deUghtful  absurdities  to  the  belle  in  the 
white  poplin,  and  endeavoring  to  reason  down  the 
antediluvian  ideas  she  had  formed,  that  it  was  im- 
proper to  waltz  with  any  one  else  but  her  brother  ; 
in  which  argument  we  finally  succeeded-  However, 
the  sonc  was  eminently  successful,  and  threw  every 
body  who  witneased  the  odd  grimaces  with  which 
Tom  accompanied  it  into  delirious  convulajons  of 
laughter. 


The  ■'  delightful  people  "  left  about  ha!f-paat  two ; 
Mrs,  Lawson  declaring  her  girls  went  out  so  much 
that  their  health  began  to  suffer  from  late  hours. 
Tom  saw  them  into  their  carriage,  and  then  came 
back,  pressing  every  other  young  man  in  the  room  to 
come  to  some  tavern  where  there  was  a  capital 

also  took  his  leave.  We  waited  until  we  saw  the 
man  who  played  the  piano  hammering  away  with 
his  eyes  shut,  and  gradually  going  t^  sleep  over  the 
keys,  when  we  thought  it  time  to  depart  ourselves; 
and  in  all  the  happiness  of  a  latch-key  in  our  pock- 
et, and  the  same  good  hat  we  left  in  the  hall  upon 
our  head,  we  bent  our  steps  homeward. 

Two  or  three  weeks  passed  away,  when  one 
morning  we  received  an  application  from  a  young 
medical  friend,  to  use  our  interest  in  obtaining  for 
him  some  votes  for  the  situation  of  surgeon  to  a 
diapenaary  in  the  neighborhood,  accompanied  by  a 
list  of  the  governors.  We  obtained  two  or  three 
promises,  and  at  lost  determined  to  solicit  Mr.  Law- 
son,  whose  name  we  saw  in  the  list:  at  the  same 
time,  we  must  confess  that  we  were  not  a  little  anx- 
ious to  see  the  "  delightful  people  "at  home — to 
track  these  lions  to  their  own  liur,  and  watch  their 
natural  instincts.  We  accordingly  salhed  forth, 
one  tine  day,  in  all  the  pride  of  unesceplionable 
boots  and  faultless  gloves,  and  arriving  at  the  fam- 
ily mansion,  knocked  at  (he  door.  A  footman  in 
his  shirt  sleeves  ran  out  into  the  area,  and  having 
looked  at  us,  ran  back  again ;  appearing  the  next 
minute  at  the  door,  with  one  arm  still  forcing  its 
way  down  the  sleeve  of  his  coat.  We  found  the 
Lawaona  were  at  home,  and  were  shown  into  the 
drawing-room,  with  the  assurance  from  the  aervant 
that  his  mistress  would  be  there  directly.  After 
looking  over  the  card-basket,  to  see  whom  they 
knew,  (which  ia  one  of  our  favorite  employments 
when  we  are  left  to  ourselves  in  a  strange  house,) 
we  turned  over  the  leaves  of  some  albums  that  were 
lying  about,  in  company  with  some  theological 
works,  which,  being  an  enemy  to  religious  display, 
we  thought  far  better  snited  for  the  closet  than  the 
drawing-room  table ;  and  in  which  occupation  we 
were  interrupted  by  the  sound  of  voices  in  angry 
dialogue  below.  This  waa  suddenly  cut  short  by 
the  slamming  of  a  door,  and  immediately  afterwards 
Mrs,  Lawson  entered  the  room,  looking  a  little  red 
and  excited,  but  all  smiles  and  condescension ;  beg- 
ging we  would  be  seated,  and  telling  us  how  very 
happy  she  was  that  we  had  called  upon  her. 

After  a  few  common-place  observations  and  in- 
quiries about  the  weather,  the  health  of  the  family, 
the  party  we  bad  lately  met,  and  such-hke  exciting 
topics  of  conversation,  Mrs.  Lawson  informed  us 
her  family  were  at  luncheon,  and  begged  we  would 
join  them.  A  strong  smell  of  roast  mutton  greet- 
ed us  as  we  descended  to  the  dining-room,  and 
tempted  us  to  Chink  that  it  was  an  early  dinner. 
We  expected  to  have  been  kept  in  a  state  of  un- 
ceasing laughter  throughout  the  whole  meal,  but 
were  very  much  mistaken.  We  bad  not  anticipated 
any  immense  fun  from  the  papa  Lawson,  who  was 
quietly  enough  discussing  some  bread  and  cheese; 
but,  as  the  facetioua  Tom  was  there,  and  hia  gifted 
sisters,  we  calculated  upon  a  repetition,  in  a  certain 
degree,  of  their  previous  amusing  powera.  There 
was,  however,  nothing  of  the  kind ;  the  whole 
party  were  as  Sat  as  the  jug  of  beer  that  has  been 
left  out  for  supper,  cohered  with  a  chc^ae-plate,  on 
returning  from   the  play.      Bessy  had  evidently 
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been  quarrelling  with  her  sister;  Cynthia  contra- 
dicted her  mother  on  every  point  or  affirmation 
that  Mrs.  Lawsoa  uttered;  Tom  sat  back  in  bis 
chair^  with  hia  hands  in  hie  pocliet,  and  his  legs 
stretched  out  straight  under  the  table ;  and  the 
good  lady  herself  kept  up  such  an'  alternation  of 
smiles  to  us  and  black  looks  to  the  young  people, 
that,  her  command  of  countenance  was  perfectly 
marvelloua.  At  firs!,  we  thought  it  probable  that 
they  were  all  recovering  from  influenKa;  but  they 
looked  BO  very  healthy  that  we  soon  relinquished 
that  opinion.  They  were,  however,  so  very  quiet, 
that  when  they  retired,  and  we  had  mentioned  the 
object  of  our  visit  to  Mr.  Lawson,  who  was  a  sensi- 
ble man,  (if  the  others  had  let  him  alone,)  we  sum- 
moned up  courage  to  say  that  we  feared  we  had  in- 
truded during  some  family  discussion. 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  he  replied,  "  we  never  have  any 
thing  else  but  &inily  discussions  here.  I  dare  say 
you  are  surprised  to  sec  them  so  different  from 
what  they  are  in  company ;  but  the  more  tliey  show 


off  when  they  are  out,  the  more  cross  they  always 
are  at  home  the  nest  day." 

In  these  few  words  was  contained  the  whole  his- 
tory of  "  delightful  people  " — the  melancholy  truth, 
that  those  who  in  society  carry  all  before  theni  by 
their  Sfririts  and  acquirements  are,  at  home,  the 
most  uncomfortable  beings  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth,  because  they  cannot  there  find  the  very  ex- 
citement which  is  almost  necessary  to  their  existence. 

We  have  met  the  Lawsons  several  times  since, 
and  we  have  begun  to  find  that  their  attractions 
sadly  want  variety.  Mrs,  Lawson  tells  the  same 
anecdotes,  Bessy  plays  the  same  fantasias,  Cynthia 
warbles  the  identical  anas  we  last  beard,  and  Tom 
has  a  certain  routine  of  tricks  and  absurdities, 
which  ho  plays  ofi' in  regular  order  during  the  even- 
ing. We  hepn  to  weary  of  these  lions ;  although, 
at  every  reunion  where  it  is  our  lot  to  meet  them, 
there  are  the  same  number  of  guests  charmed  at 
their  talents,  who  never  hesitate  to  pronounce  them 
most  "  delightful  people." 


PHTSIOLOGT    OF    THE    MEDICAL   STUDETTT. 


OF  THE  QEINDEE  AND  HIS  CLASS. 

One  fine  morning,  in  the  October  of  the  third 
winter  session,  the  student  is  suddenly  struck  by 
the  recollection  that  at  the  end  of  the  course  the 
tune  will  arrive  for  him  to  be  thinking  about  un- 
dergoing the  ordeals  of  the  Hall  and  College. 
Making  up  his  mind,  therefore,  to  bc^n  studying 
in  earnest,  he  becomes  a  pro  tempore  member  of  a 
temperance  society,  pledging  himself  to  abstain 
from  immoderate  beer  for  six  months:  he  also 
purchases  a  coffee-pot,  a  reading-candlestick,  and 
Steggall's  Manual ;  and  then,  contriving  to  accu- 
mukto  five  guineas  to  pay  a  "grinder,"  he  routs 
out  his  old  note-books  from  the  bottom  of  his  box, 
and  commences  to  "read  for  the  Hall." 

Aspirants  to  honors  in  law,  physic,  or  divinity, 
each  know  the  value  of  private  cramming-— a  pro- 
cess by  which  their  brains  arc  fattened,  by  absti- 
nence from  liquids  and  an  increase  of  dry  food, 
(some  of  it  verg  dry,)  like  the  livers  of  Strasbourg 
geese.  There  are  grinders  in  each  of  these  three 
professional  classes ;  but  the  medical  teacher  is  the 
man  of  the  most  varied  and  eccentric  knowledge. 
Not  only  is  he  intimately  acquainted  with  the  dif- 
ferent branches  required  to  be  studied,  but  he  is 
also  master  of  all  their  minutin  In  accordance 
with  the  taste  of  the  esaminera,  he  learns  and  im- 
parts to  his  class  at  what  degree  of  heat  nater 
boils  in  a  balloon — bow  the  article  of  commerce, 
Prusaton  blue,  is  more  easily  and  correctly  defined 


ai«m — why  the 

flnenees  people 

and,   especially,  all  sorts  of  individual  inquiries, 

which,  tf  continued  at  the  present  rate,  will  range 

from  "  Who  discovered  the  use  of  the  spleen  ?"  to 

"Who  killed  Cock  Robin?"  for  aught  we  know. 

They  nek  questions  at  the  Hall  quite  as  vague  as 

It  is  twelve  o'clock  at  noon.  In  a  large  room, 
ornamented  by  shelves  of  bottles  and  preparations, 
with  varnished  prints  of  medical  plants  and  cases 
of  articulated  hones  and  ligaments,  a  number  of 


young  men  are  seated  round  a  long  table  covered 
with  baize,  in  the  centre  of  whom  an  intellectual- 
looking  man,  whose  well-developed  forehead  shows 
the  amount  of  knowledge  it  can  contain,  is  inter- 
rogating by  turns  each  of  the  students,  and  en- 
deavoring to  impress  the  points  in  question  on  their 
memories  by  various  diverting  associations.  Each 
of  his  pupils,  as  he  passes  his  examination,  fur- 
nishes him  with  a  copy  of  the  subjects  touched 
upon ;  and  by  studying  these  minutely,  the  private 
teacher  forms  a  pretty  correct  idea  of  the  general 
pun  of  the  "  Hall  questions." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Muff,"  says  the  gentleman  to  one  of 
his  class,  handing  him  a  bottie  of  something  which 
appears  Hke  specimens  of  a  chestnut  colt's  coat  af- 
ter he  had  been  clipped  ;  "what's  that,  sir?" 

"  That's  cow-itch,  sir,"  replies  Mr.  Muff. 

'■  Cow  what  ?  Tou  must  call  it  at  the  Hall  by 
its  botanical  name — Sotichos  pmriens.  What  is  it 
used  for?" 

"To  strew  in  peopie's  beds  that  you  owe  a 
grudge  to,"  replies  Muff;  whereat  all  the  class 
laugh,  encept  the  last  comer,  who  takes  it  al!  for 
granted,  and  makes  a  note  of  the  circumstance  in 
his  interleaved  manual. 

"That  answer  would  floor  you,"  continues  the 
grinder.  "  The  doUchoa  is  used  to  destroy  worms. 
How  does  it  act,  Mr.  Jones  f "  going  on  to  the  next 
pupil — a  man  in  a  light  cotton  cravat  and  no  shirt- 
collar,  who  looks  very  like  a  butler  out  of  place. 

"  It  tickles  them  to  death,  sir,"  answers  Mr.  Jones. 

"You  would  say  it  acts  mechanically,"  observes 
the  grinder.  "  The  flne  pomts  stick  into  the  worms 
and  kill  them.  They  say  *  Is  this  a  dagger  which 
I  see  before  me!'  and  then  die.  Recollect  the 
dagger,  Mr.  Jones,  when  you  go  up.  Mr.  Manhug, 
what  do  jou  consider  the  best  sudorific,  if  you 
wonted  to  throw  a  person  into  a  perspiration  ?" 

Mr.  Manhug,  who  is  the  wag  of  the  class,  finish- 
es, in  rather  an  abrupt  manner,  a  song  he  was  hum- 
ming, 6o'.to  ^oee,  having  some  allusion  to  a  peer 
who  was  known  as  Thomas,  Lord  Noddy,  having 
passed  a  night  at  a  house  of  pc 
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in  the  Old  Eailej  preTious  to  an 
thea  takes  a  pinch  of  snuff,  itinks  at  the  other  pu- 
pils, as  much  as  to  eay,  "See  me  tackle  him  now  ;" 
and  replies,  "The  gallery  door  of  Covent  Garden 
on  Bosing-night." 

"Now,  come,  be  serioua  for  once,  Mr.  Manhug,' 
continues  the  teacher;  "what  else  islikelj  ifl  ui 
swer  the  purpose?"  . 

"I  think  a  PUD  up  Holbom-hill,  with  two  EIj 
Place  knockers  on  jour  arm,  and  three  policemei 
on  jour  heels,  might  have  a  good  effect,  answer) 
Hr.  Manhug. 

"Do  jou  ever  think  you  will  pass  the  Hall,  if  jou 
go  on  at  this  rale  ?"  obacrTea  the  teacher,  in  a  tone 
of  mild  reproach. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,  ^r,"  rcturoa  the  imperturba- 
ble Manhug.  "IVe  passed  it  twenty  tinita  within 
this  last  month,  and  did  not  find  any  very  great  dif- 
ficult j  about  it ;  neither  do  I  eipect  to,  unless  they 
block  up  Union  Street  and  Water  Lane." 

The  grinder  gives  Mr.  Manhug  up  as  a  hopeless 
case,  and  goes  on  to  the  next.  "  Mr.  Rapp,  they 
will  be  very  Ukely  to  ask  jou  the  composition  of 
the  eompoaiid  gamboge  pill  ■•  what  is  it  made  of?" 

Mr.  Kapp  hasn't  the  least  idea. 

"Remember,  then,  it  is  composed  of  cambogia, 
aloes,  ginger,  and  soap— C,  A,  G,  S.— eop«.  Recol- 
lect Oaga,  Mr.  Rapp.  What  would  you  do  if  you 
were  sent  for  to  a  person  poisoned  by  oxalic  aeid  ?" 

"Give  him  some  chalk,"  returns  Mr.  Rapp. 

"But  suppose  you  had  not  got  any  chalk,  what 
would  you  substitute  ?' 

"  Oh,  any  thing ;  pipeclay  and  soapsuds." 

"  Tes,  that's  all  very  right ;  but  we  will  presume 
JOU  could  not  get  any  pipeclay  and  soapsuds ;  in 
fact,  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  house.  What 
would  you  do  then  ?" 

Mr.  Manhug  cries  out  from  the  bottom  of  the 
table— ^"  Let  him  die  and  be 1" 

"Now,  Mr.  Manhug,  I  really  must  entreat  of  you 
lo  be  more  steady,"  interrupts  the  professor. 
"  You  would  strape  the  ceiling  with  the  fire-shovel, 
would  you  not  ?  Plaster  contains  lime,  and  Ume  is 
an  antidote.    Recollect  that,  if  jou  please.    They 


like  JOU  to  say  jou  would  scrape  the  ceiling,  at  the 
Hall ;  thej  think  it  shows  a  ready  invention  in 
emergency.  Mr.  Newcome,  you  have  heard  the 
last  question  and  answer?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  says  the  fresh  arrival,  as  he  finishes 
mailing  a  note  of  it. 

"Weil;  JOU  are  sent  for,  to  a  man  who  has 
hung  himself.    What  would  tie  jour  first  endcav- 

"  To  scrape  the  ceiling  with  the  fire-shovel," 
mildlj  observes  Mr.  Newcome  ;  whereupon  the  class 
indulges  in  a  heart  j  laugh,  and  Mr.  Newcome  blusii- 
ea  as  deep  as  the  red  bull's-eje  of  a  New  Koad  doe- 
tor's  lamp. 

"  What  would  yon  do,  Mr.  Manhug?  perhaps  you 
can  inform  Mr.  Newcome." 

"Cut  him  down,  sir,"  answers  the  indomitable 
farceur. 

"Well,  well,"  continues  tue  teacher;  "but  we 
wiU  presume  he  has  been  cut  down.    What  would 

"Cut  him  up,  sir,  if  the  coroner  would  give  an 
order  for  a  poit  morisra  examination." 

"We  have  had  no  chemistry  this  morning,"  ob- 
serves one  of  the  pupils. 

"Very  .well,  Mr.  llogera  ;  we  wilt  go  on  with  it 
if  JOU  wish.  How  would  you  endeavor  to  detect 
the  presence  of  gold  in  any  body  ?" 

"By  beg^ng  the  loan  of  a  sovereign,  sir,"  in- 
terrupts Mr.  Manhug. 

"  If  he  linew  jou  as  well  a 
serves  Mr.  Jones,  "  he'd  be 
yes! — I  should  rather  think  i 
upon  Mr.  Jones  compresses 
thumb  of  his  right  hand,  and 
if  he  was  performing  a  conce 

e-handed  flageolet. 

"Mr.  Rapp,  what  is  the  difference  between  an 
element  and  a  compound  body  ?" 

Mr.  Rapp  is  again  obhged  to  confess  his  igno- 

ipound  bodj  is  composed  of  two  or  more 
says  the  grinder,  "  in  various  propoc- 
Give  me  an  example,  Mr.  Jones." 


lo,  Manhug,"  ob- 
to  lend  it — o!i, 
ertainly,"  where- 
nostril  with  the 
es  his  fingers  as 
on  an  imaginary 
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"  Half-aod-half  is  a.  com[)ounii  body,  eomposod 
of  the  two  elpmunts,  ale  and  porter,  the  proportion 
of  the  porter  increasing  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  the 
respectabilit  J  of  the  public  house  jou  get  it  from," 
replies  Mr.  Jones. 

The  professor  smilea,  and  taking  up  a  Pharmaco- 
poeia, saya,  "I  see  here  directions  for  evaporating 
certain  liquids  'in  a  watet-bath.'  Mr.  Ncwcome, 
what  is  the  most  familiar  instance  of  a  nater-bath 
JOU  are  acquainted  witli?" 

"In  High  Holbom,  sir;  between  Little  Queen 
Street  and  Drurv  Lane,"  returns  Mr.  Neweome.  ^ 

"  A  water-bath  means  a  vessel  placed  in  boiling 
water,  Mr.  Newcome,  to  keep  it  a'      -  -^-■—  • 


If  you 


r  the 


And  in  like  manner  the  grinding-claas  proceeds. 


dphuric  acid  is  (o  the  ignitio 
the  platinum  in  an  hjdropneumatic  lamp, 
half-and-half  to  the  proper  illumination  of  a  i 
cal  student's  faculties.     The  Royal  College  of  Sur- 
geons may  thunder  and  the  lecturers  may  threaten, 
but  all  to  no  effect ;  for,  Hko  the  slippers  in  the 
Eastern  story,  however  often  the  pels  may  be  or 
dered  away  from  the  dissecting-room,  somehow  oi 
Other  they  always  find  their  way  back  again  witi 
unfliching    pertinacity.       All  the   world    inclined 
towards  beer  knows  that  the  current  price  of     . 
(jf  half-and-half  is  fivcpence,  and  by  this  standard 
the  medical  student  fixes  his  expenses.     He  aays 
he  has  ^ven  three  pots  for  a  pair  of  Berlin  gloves, 
and  speaks  of  a  half-crown  as  a  six-pot  piece, 

Mr.  Muff  takes  the  goodly  measure  in  his  hand, 
and  decapitating  its  "spuma"  with  his  jwpe,  from 
which  he  flings  it  into  Mr.  Simpson's  face,  indul|es 
in  a  prolonged  drain,  and  commences  ins  narrative 
— moat  prolmbly  in  the  following  manner; — 

"  Tou  know  we  should  all  have  got  on  very  well 
if  Rapp  hadn't  been  such  a  fool  as  to  pull  away  the 
lanthoros  from  the  place  where  they  are  pultmg 
down  the  wood  pavement  in  the  Strand,  and  swear 
he  was  a  watchman.  I  thoDght  the  crusher  saw 
us,  and  so  I  got  ready  for  a  bolt,  when  Hanhug  said 
the  blocks  had  no  right  to  obstruct  the  footpath, 
and,  shoving  down  a  whole  wall  of  them  into  the 
street,  voted  for  stopping  to  play  at  diuk  with  them. 
Whilst  he  was  trying  how  many  he  could  pitch 
across  the  Strand  against  the  shutters  oppoMte, 
down  came  the  pewlice,  and  off  we  cut." 

"  I  had  a  tight  squeak  for  it,"  interrupts  Mr. 
Eapp;  "but  I  beat  them  at  last,  in  the  dark  of  the 
Durham  Street  arch.  That's  a  dodge  worth  being 
m»  to  when  you  get  into  a  row  near  the  Adelphi. 
lire  away,  Muff— where  did  you  go?" 

"Bight  up  a  court  to  Muden  Lane,  in  the  hope 
of  bolting  into  the  Cider  Cellars.  But  they  were  all 
shut  up,  and  the  fire  out  in  the  kitchen,  so  I  ran 
on  through  a  lot  of  alleys  and  back-alums,  until  I 
got  somewhere  in  St.  Giles's,  and  here  I  took  a 

"  Why,  you  hadn't  got  an  atom  of  tin  when  you 
iefl  us,"  said  Mr.  Manhug. 

"  Devil  a  bit  did  that  signify.  Tou  know  I  only 
took  the  cah — I'd  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  the 
driver;  he  was  all  right  in  the  ^n-shop  near  th 
stand,  I  suppose.  I  got  on  the  box,  and  drov 
about  for  my  own  diversion — I  don't  exactly  kiToi 
where;  but  I  couldn't  leave  the  cab,  as  there  wa 
always  a  crusher  in  the  way  when  I  stopped.    A 


I  found  myeelf  at  the  large  gate  of  New 
Square,  Lincoln's  Inn,  so  I  knocked  until  the  por- 
opened  it,  and  drove  in  as  straight  as  I  could. 
When  I  got  t«  the  corner  of  the  square,  by  No.  T, 
I  pulled  up,  and,  tumbling  off  my  perch,  walked 
quietly  along  to  the  Portu^  Street  wicket.  Here 
the  other  porter  let  me  out,  and  T  found  myself  in 
Lincoln's  Inn's  Fields." 

And  what  became  of  the  cab  ?"  asks  Mr,  Jones. 
How  should  I  know  ? — it  was  no  affair  of  mine. 
I  dare  say  the  horse  made  it  right;  it  didn't  mat- 
■     to  him  whether  he  w^  standing  in  St.  Giles's 
Lincoln's  Inn,  only  the  last  was  the  most  re- 
spectable." 

"  I  don't  see  that,"  says  Mr.  Manhug,  refilling  his 

Why,  all  the  thieves  in  London  live  in  St, 
CHles'a." 

"  Well,  and  who  live  in  Lincoln's  Inn  ?" 
"Pshaw!  that's  all  worn  out,"  contmues  Mr. 
Muff,  "  I  got  to  the  College  of  Surgeons,  and  had 
a  good  mind  to  scud  some  oyster  shells  through  the 
windows,  only  there  were  several  people  about — 
fellows  coming  home  to  chambers,  and  the  like  ;  so 
I  pattered  on  until  I  found  myself  in  Drury  Lane, 
close  to  a  coffee-shop. that  was  open.  There  I  saw 
such  a  jolly  row  !" 

Mr.  Muff  utters  this  last  sentence  in  the  same  ec- 
static accents  of  admiration  with  which  we  speak 
of  a  lovely  woman  or  a  magnificent  view. 

"What  was  it  about?"  eagerly  demanded  the  reat 
of  the  circle. 

"  Why,  just  as  I  got  in,  a  gentleman  of  a  viva- 
cious turn  of  mind,  who  was  taking  an  early  break- 
feat,  had  shied  «  soft-boiled  egg  at  the  gaa-light, 
which  didn't  hit  it,  of  course,  but  flew  across  the 
tops  of  the  boxes,  and  broke  upon  a  kdy's  head. 

■  What  a  mess  it  must  have  made?"  interposes 
Mr.   Manhug.      "Coffee-ahop  eggs  are  always  so 
■y  albuminous." 

■'  Once  I  found  some  feathers  in  one,  and  a  fo2tai 
ick,"  ohacrves  Mr.  Rapp. 

"Knock  that  down  for  a  good  one  I"  says  Mr. 
Jones,  taking  the  poker  and  striking  three  distinct 
the  mantelpiece,  the  last  of  which  breaks 
off  the  comet.     "  Well,  what  did  the  lady  do  ?" 

"Commenced  tickbg  up  an  extensive  shindy, 
something  between  crying,  coughing,  and  abusing ; 
until  somebody  in  a  fustian  coat,  addressing  the 
assailant,  said,  'he  was  no  gentleman,  whoever  he 
was,  to  throw  eggs  at  a  woman ;  and  that  if  he'd 
come  out,  he'd  pretty  noon  butter  his  crumpets  on 
both  sides  for  him,  and  give  him  pepper  for  noth- 
ing.' The  master  of  the  coffee-shop  now  came  for- 
ward and  said,  'he  wasn't  a  going  to  have  no  up- 
roar in  his  house,  which  was  very  respectable,  and 
always  used  by  the  first  of  company,  and  if  they 
wanted  to  quarrel,  they  might  fight  it  out  in  the 
atreets.'    Whereupon  they  all  began  to  barge  the 

snuff  and  chickweod,'  or  something  of  the  kind; 
whilst  the  other  told  him  '  he  looked  as  measly  as 
a  mouldy  muffin ;"  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  a  lot 
of  half-pint  cups  and  pewter  apoons  flew  up  in  the 
air,  and  the  three  men  began  an  indiscriminate  bat- 
tle all  to  themselves,  in  one  of  the  boxes,  ■  fighting 
quite  permiscus,'  as  the  lady  properly  observed.  I 
think  the  landlord  was  worst  off  though ;  he  got  a 
very  queer  wipe  across  the  face  from  the  handle  of 
his  own  toasting-fork." 

"  And  what  did  you  do,  Muff?"  asks  Mr.  Manhug. 
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"Ah,  that  was  the  finishing  card  of  all.  I  put 
the  gas  out,  and  waa  walking  off  as  quietly  as  could 
be,  when  some  poheemen,  who  heard  the  row  out- 
side, met  me  at  the  door,  and  wouldn't  let  me  paaa. 
I  said  I  would,  and  the;  said  I  should  not,  until  we 
came  to  scuffling,  and  (hen  one  of  them  catling  to 
some  more,  toW  them  to  take  me  to  Bow  Street, 
which  the;  did ;  but  I  made  (hem  carry  me  though. 
When  I  got  into  the  office  thej  had  not  any  especial 
charge  to  make  against  me,  and  the  old  bird  be- 
hind the  partition  said  I  might  go  about  my  busi- 
ness ;  but,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  another  of  the 
unboiled  ones  recognized  me  as  one  of  the  party 
who  had  upset  the  wooden  blocks — ho  knew  me 
again  by  my  d — d  Taglioni." 

"And  what  did  they  do  lo  you?" 

"Marched  me  across  the  yard  and  locked  me 
up ;  when,  to  my  great  consolation  in  my  affliction, 
J  found  Simpson,  crying  and  twisting  up  his  pock- 
et-handkerchief, as  if  he  was  wrin^ng  it ;  and  hop- 
ing his  friends  would  not  hear  of  hia  disgrace 
tbrough  the  Timea." 

"  What  a  love  jou  are,  Simpson !"  observes  Mr. 
Jones,  patronizmgly,  "Why,  how  the  deuce  could 
they,  if  you  gave  a  proper  name  ?  I  hope  you 
called  yourself  James  Edwards." 

Mr.  Simpson  blushes,  blows  hia  nose,  mutters 
something  about  his  card-ease  and  telhng  an  un- 


!  much   merriment;   and   Mr. 


trath,  which  ex 
Muff  proceeds  :- 

"  The  beak  wasn't  such  a  bad  fellow  after  all, 
when  we  went  up  in  the  morning.  I  said  I  was 
ashamed  U>  confess  we  were  both  disgracefully  in- 
kisicated,  and  that  I  would  take  great  care  nothing 
of  the  same  humiliating  nature  should  occur  again ; 
whereupon  we  were  fined  twelve  pola  each,  and  I 
tossed  sudden  death  with  Simpson  which  should 
pay  both.  He  lost;  and  paid  down  the  dibs.  We 
came  away,  and  here  we  ace," 

The  mirth  proceeds,  and,  ere  long,  gives  place  to 
harmony ;  and  when  the  cookery  is  finished,  the 
bird  is  speedily  converted  into  an  anatomical  prep- 
aration,— albeit  her  interarticular  cartilages  are 
somewhat  lough,  and  her  lateral  llgamenla  appa- 
rently composed  of  a  substance  between  leather 
and  caoutchouc.  As  afternoon  advances,  the  por- 
ter of  the  dissecting-room  fiilds  them  performing 
an  incantation  dance  round  Mr.  Muff,  who,  seated 
on  a  stool  placed  upon  two  of  the  trcssels,  is  rat- 
tUng  some  halfpence  in  a  skull,  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Ilapp,  who  is  performing  a  dilBoult  concerto  on 
an  eitempore  instrument  of  his  own  invention, 
composed  of  the  Scotchman's  hat,  who  is  still 
grinding  in  the  museum,  and  the  identical  thigh- 
bone that  asaiBt«d  to  hang  Mr.  Muff's  patriarchal 
old  ben  I 
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nore  or  less,  the  slaves  of  prejudice, 
s  of  early  habits  and  impressions  ; 
and,  however  wisely  our  resolutions  may  be  framed 
in  the  hour  of  sober  reflection,  yet  loo  often  the 
impulse  of  a  moment  will  entirely  upset  the  influ- 
ence of  good  sense  and  reason.  How  decidedly 
has  the  truth  of  this  portion  been  exemplified  ' 
the  case  of  my  friend  Herbert,  who,  really  amiable 
and  pleasing,  with  every  wish  to  escape  from  the 
pitiable  condition  of  a  bachelor,  and  with  many  ad- 
vantages to  as^st  him  in  his  laudable  and  unremit- 
ting pursuit  of  a  wife,  still  appears,  at  the  age  of 
thirty-five,  as  far  distant  from  success  as  ever.  For 
Herbert,  from  his  first  entrance  into  society,  has 
been  a  devoted  partisan  of  the  fair  sex,  but  an 
equally  CDthouastic  admirer  ofthe  arts  of  music  and 
painting,  and  of  all  the  other  minor  elegant  accom- 
plishments of  the  day ;  and  he  has  always  fettered 
himself  by  the  singular  notion  that  no  female 
(whatever  her  mental  or  personal  recommendations 
might  be)  could  render  him  happy  or  contented, 
unless  she  were  mistress  of  all  or  most  of  these  de- 
sirable accomplishments. 

Hence  this  caprice  of  my  friend  has  been  ex- 
tended  to  so  ridiculous  a  degree,  that  after  every 
first  introduction  to  any  new  and  lovely  votary  of 
feshion,  I  have  always  found  him  ready  to  perplei 
himself  and  his  associates  with  the  same  unifnrn 
set  of  interrogatories,  of  a,  small  part  of  which  thi 
following  may  be  an  example. 

"  Does  she  sing,  and  play  well  on  the  piano  oi 
harp?— Were  her  masters  Crivelli,  Moscheles,  oi 
Bochsa? — can  she  paint  in  oil  or  water  colors?— 
Did  she  study  under  Fielding  or  Prout? — Can  shi 
Converae  fluently  in  FrenSh,  Italian,  and  German  ? ' 


etc.,  etc — In  fact,  so  organized  was  this  system  in 
the  mind  of  Herbert,  and  so  notorious  had  be  be- 
come by  his  unmitigated  development  of  it,  that  in 
despite  of  his  well-known  and  much-lauded  eager- 
ness to  secure  a  wife,  he  became,  at  last,  to  be  bat 
coldly  received  by  his  female  acquaintances.     ' 

The  close  of  the  spring,  in  the  year  1827,  fonnd 
Herbert  in  a  state  of  chagrin  and  disappointment: 
the  slender  encouragement  held  out  U)  hun  by  the 
offended  spinsters  of  London,  and  one  or  two  awk- 
ward repulses  which  he  had  experienced,  had  con- 
siderably abated  his  hopes  and  damped  his  ardor. 

Under  the  pressure  of  ennui  and  low  spirits,  he 
took  himself  off  to  the  baths  of  Ems  in  Germany. 

There,  the  bustle  ^^^  i:.— i: -^  ..l.   _.ii  ^ 

quented  table  d'hoti 

to  its  variety  of  faces,  forms,  a   ,   

tributed  to  restore  his  good  humor  with  It  bean 
scare,  and  to  revive  his  keenness  for  his  old  pursuit. 
But  my  friend's  taste  was  vastly  too  fastidious  for 
the  atmosphere  of  a  continental  table  d'hflte :  One 
very  fair  and  pretty  Badoise  horrified  him  by  her 
penchant  (however  strictly  patriotic)  for  eating 
stewed  prunes  with  roast  meat;  while  another 
black-eyed  and  interesting  Alsacienne  provoked 
him  by  her  preference  (however  healthful)  of  the 
oysteis  of  the  dinner-table  to  all  his  small  talk  and 
lions;  in  short,  as  far  as  the  ladies  were  con- 
id,  he  had  very  little  prospect  of  addiilg  to  his 
reputation  at  Eras. 

By  good  fortune,  Herbert  met  with  an  old  ac- 
_uainlance,  the  Baron  de  T ,  whom  he  had  for- 
merly known,  both  in  England  and  on  the  Continent, 
and  who  was  upon  terms  of  intimacy  with  many 
of  the  respeclabJe  families  in  the  duchy  of  Nassau. 
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In  the  course  of  conieraation,  the  baron  meiitiooed 
the  name  of  Madame  de  Steinbron,  a  lady  residing 
in  the  neighborhood  of  Ems,  and  he  described  her 
as  being  a  very  young,  lovely,  and  interesting  wid- 
ow. She  had  been  contracted  by  her  parents,  at 
an  early  age,  to  a  gentleman  advanced  in  years, 
who  died,  leaving  her  in  opulent  circumstances, 
shortly  aft«r  their  marriage.  The  manner  in  which 
the  baron  spoke  of  the  widow  so  wrought  upon 
Herbert's  feelings,  that  he  would  not  quit  the  sub- 
ject until  he  had  obtained  from  the  baron  the 
E'omise  of  an  introduction,  on  the  neit  day,  to  the 
dy. 

In  consei^ueace  of  this  arrangement,  the  baron 
and  Herbert,  on  the  following  morning,  drove  out 
to  the  Chateau  de  Steinbron;  (bey  found  ita  fair 
mistress  at  home ;  when  the  baron,  having  been 
cordially  welcomed,  presented  his  friend,  in  flatter- 
ing terms,  to  Madame  de  Steinbron. 

Accustomed  as  Herbert  had  been  to  presenta- 
tions to  beautifiil  women,  and  critic  aufond  as  he 
was  upon  every  point,  important  or  minute,  con- 
nected with  their  personal  appearance,  he  never 
before  at  least  had  been  so  immediately  impressed 
with  admiration,  or  bo  little  disposed  to  criticise,  as 
on  the  present  occasion.  The  whole  contour  of 
Madame  dc  Steinbron's  countenance  denoted  youth 
and  softness;  dark  brown  hair,  simply  arranged, 
clustered  round  an  oval  fkce  of  the  most  transpa- 
rent completion,  and  a  pair  of  eyes  of  the  deepest 
hazel  turned  upon  the  beholder,  with  a  penetrating 
expres^on  of  real  feeling  and  intelligence  ;  while 
the  lines  and  proportions  of  her  form  appeared  as 
roand  and  correct  as  the  poet  or  sculptor  could  de- 
sire. In  addition,  there  was  something  striking 
and  unusual  in  the  style  of  her  reception  of  the 
visitors,  which,  perhaps,  from  its  very  singularity, 
tended  the  more  to  produce  a  decided  impression 
upon  Herbert.  Madame  de  Steinbron  was  reclined 
upon  a  handsome  couch,  beneath  a  canopy,  the 
curt^ns  of  which  were  drawn  back,  and  surrounded 
by  all  those  elegant  accessories  of  household  deco- 
ration which  the  refinement  and  wealth  of  modern 
times  have  produced.  She  had  only  half  raised 
herself  upon  the  entrance  of  the  two  gentlemen, 
but  resuming  her  recumbent  position,  she  retained 
the  same  during  the  remainder  of  their  stay.  An 
animated  conversation  ensued,  and  was  maintained 
for  a  considerable  time,  between  Madame  de  Stein- 
bron and  her  visitors.  The  history,  literature,  and 
topography  of  Germany  were  in  turns  talked  over; 
and  on  all  matters  the  lovely  widow  displayed  so 
much  unpretending  knowledge  and  judgment,  that 
Herbert  was  perfectly  astonished  at  the  fact  of  so 
youthful  a  female  having  been  able  to  acquire  an 
extent  of  information  the  more  remarkable,  as  it 
was  not  alloyed  by  the  slightest  mixture  of  pedantry 
or  affectation.  Madame  de  Steinbron  had  been 
partly  educated  in  France,  and  had  travelled 
through  the  greater  portion  of  Italy ;  the  languages 
of  these  countries  were  quite  familiar  to  her,  and 
at  her  perfect  command.  Herbert  was  enchanted, 
and  the  current  of  his  thoughts  hardly  found  suffi- 
cient time  to  include  in  its  flow  all  his  notions  and 
prejudices,  as  to  the  necesaty  of  the  acquiwtion  of 
every  spedes  of  accomplishment.  An  incidental 
remark  on  the  beauty  of  the  surrounding  scenery 
of  Nassau  led  to  the  subject  of  painting  and  draw- 
ing, when  Madame  de  Steinbron  confessed  her  ut- 
ter want  of  knowledge  of  the  art:  but  Herbert's 
""'         "         too  powerful  to  be  much  abated  by 
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confession  of  a  defect  in  his  standard  of  es- 
eellonce. 

Unreasonably  long  as  this  Brat  visit  proved,  Her- 

having  obtained  the  lady's  permission  to  repeat  it ; 
and  at  length  he  most  anwillingly  departed  with 
the  baron,  being  at  least  three  parte,  if  not  the 
whole,  of  a  lover  at  first  sight.  During  the  rest 
of  the  day,  Herbert  persecuted  the  poor  baron  with 
the  expression  of  his  warm  and  passionate  admira- 
tion of  the  charming  Josephine  de  Steinbron,  and 
with  unceasing  and  innumerable  questions  concern- 
ing her,  which  the  baron  either  could  or  would  not 

Time  dragged  but  heavily  on  with  my  enthusias- 
tic friend  until  the  next  day  arrived,  when,  at  as 
early  an  hour  as  propriety  could  well  sanction, 
Herbert,  without  soliciting  the  further  escort  of  the 
baron,  hurried  off  again  to  the  Chateau,  to  pay  his 
permitted  visit  to  its  interesting  owner.  To  his 
great  delight  he  was  admitted,  and  he  found  Ma- 
dame de  Steinbron  alone,  occupying  her  couch  in 
the  same  saloon,  and  nearly  in  the  same  manner  as 
upon  Ms  first  introduction.  She  received  him, 
without  any  form  or  reserve,  half  Bitting  and  lying 
on  her  sofa ;  the  ease  and  elegance  of  her  manner 
were  so  winning,  and  the  charms  of  her  conversa- 
tion so  seducing,  that  Herbert,  in  an  hour,  felt  as 
if  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her  for  years. 
Every  topic  that  could  interest  a  cultivated  and  re- 
fined mind,  was  again  brought  forward  and  dis- 
cussed ;  and  if  Herbert  was  fascinated  on  the  for- 
mer occasion,  the  seal  of  enchantment  was  cer- 
tainly fixed  on  the  present.  One  trifling  incident, 
and  one  only,  occurred,  to  disturb  the  serene  and 
delicious  harmony  of  his  feelings :  the  conversation 
having  branched  off  to  the  state  of  arts  in  Europe, 
Herbert's  inveterate  prejudices  prompted  him  to 
introduce  the  subject  of  music,  bo  not  for  a  mo- 
ment doubting  but  that  his  magician  could  exercise 
her  influence  over  this  delightful  science.  Herbert 
possessed  a  curious  tact  of  applying  generals  to 
particulars,  when  any  one  of  his  old  and  favorite 
fancies  came  into  action,  and  he  thus  addressed  his 
&ir  companion ; 

Herb.  What  wonderful  composers  has  Germany 
produced!     Haydn,  MoMrt,  and  Winter. 

M.  DE  SiEiN.  Yes,  indeed,  their  reputation  is  de- 
servedly great. 

Heeh.  I  feel,  delighted  to  think  you  rightly  ap- 
preciate their  merit.  What  heavenly  compositions 
are  the  operas  of  La  Clemenza  di  Tito  and  II  Katto 
di  Proserpina  I  You  ang,  I  am  certain,  that  charm, 
ing  duet  of  "  Deh  prendi  un  dolce  amplesso  ?  " 

M.  HE  Stein.  I  believe  I  have  heard  it,  but  really 
I  do  not  remember  it. 

Heeb.  Kot  remember  it !  I  could  not  have  be- 
Uevedthis.  Bat  yon  cannot  forget  the  duet  of  "Ah 
Perdonna:"  foi^ve  0ie,bullam  satisfied  you  must 
sing  that  piece  of  music  to  perfection ', 

M.  HE  ^ElM.  {latighinff.)  Pray  moderate  your 
expectations  and  enthusiasm,  and,  in  mercy,  grant 
me  J  oar  fall  pardon  when  I  assure  you  that  I  know 
not  a  dngle  note  of  music,  and  that  I  am  perfectly 
unable  to  ^ng  or  play  on  any  instrument  whatever. 

Here  it  must  be  owned  Herbert  was  silenced  for 
a  time,  and  his  transports  experienced  no  shght 
check;  for  it  required  all  his  fortitude,  and  a  suc- 
cession of  the  most  enchanting  smiles  from  the  lovely 
widow,  to  restore  him  to  his  former  composure  and 
happy  condition   of  mind.      However,   when  the 
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hour  of  taking  leave  arrived,  Herbert  was  com- 
pletely a  lover,  and  a  confirmed  one,  too;  and 
though  I  cannot  positively  declare  what  was  the 
eiact  Btate  of  the  lady's  heart,  yet  it  is  cerlMnthat 
Herbert,  emboldened  by  the  nature  of  his  recep- 
tion, ventured,  after  a  very  extended  visit,  to  press 
her  fair  hand  gently,  and  to  request  permission  to 
return  on  the  following  day,  and  that  such  request 
waa  conceded,  and  the  concession  further  est  b 
lished  both  by  a  blush  and  a  sigh 

It  would  be  a  hopelesa  attempt  t  des  I  th 
feehngs  under  which  Herbert  ret  red  th  t  ght  to 
rest,  or  rather  to  seek  for  rest;  h  was  I  at 
an  excess  of  delirium :  he  had  t  last  f  d  (h 
woman  he  had  been  for  nearly  fif  y  rs  k 
ing ;  the  being,  oil  whom  all  hia  h  p  f  h  pp 
were  to  rest.  The  morning  of  th  th  d  d  y  (  ry 
previous  hour  having  been  regularly  counted)  at 
last  arrived;  away  flew  Herbert,  on  the  wings  of 
love  and  sentiment,  to  the  Castle  of  his  enchantress, 
as  privately  aa  he  could,  and  keeiMng  his  intentiona 
secret  from  the  baron;  for  Herbert  wajj  deter- 
mined, without  further  ceremony  or  delay,  to  make 
a  proposition  in  form  to  Madame  de  Steinbron. 

The  weather  was  saltry  and  overpowering  when 
he  reached  the  chateau.  Upon  his  admittance 
into  the  well-known  saloon,  he  found  the  charming 
widow  as  usual  upon  her  couch,  her  head  resting 
on  both  her  hands,  with  her  arms  extended  on  one 


were  fraught  with  intense  feeling.  Herbert  could 
hardly  refrain  from  gaang  on  the  lovely  arms  and 
hands  exposed  to  Ms  view,  which  were  so  white 
and  perfect  that  Canova  might  have  modelled  from 
them.  It  was  evident  that  Madame  de  Steinbron 
bad  been  occupied  in  deep  and  serious  meditation ; 
her  manner,  though  kind,  partook  of  something 
between  sorrow  and  embarrassment  A  little  time 
elapsed  before  the  accustomed  flow  of  conversation 
could  be  supported;  for  Herbert,  on  his  part,  bent 
on  carrying  his  resolution  into  effect,  expressed 
himself  with  a  degree  of  confu^on  and  heatation, 
Madame  do  Steinbron  having  remarked  how  anx- 
ious she  felt  to  travel  in  England,  Heriiert  inwardlv 
blessed  his  good  fortune  that  so  favorable  an  op- 
portunity had  been  afforded  for  his  project,  and  he 


was  (after  much  conversation  on  the  subject  of  so- 
ciety and  amusements  in  Britain)  hi  the  act  of  re- 
plying to  some  inquiry  of  the  lady,  when  the  sound 
of  a  clarionet  out  of  doora,  playing  the  air  of  a  fa- 
vorite national  dance,  attracted  his  attention.  The 
day  of  the  week  was  Friday,  and  perhaps  Herbert'a 
evil  genius,  or  some  other  demon  of  mischief,  wag 
then  stalking  abroad,  or  perhaps  it  was  owing  to 
the  contemplation  of  a  very  pretty  foot  of  Madame 
de  Steinbron,  which  peeped  out  ft^m  under  her 
robe,  that  Herbert  all  at  once  exclaimed,  "  What 
an  enUvening  Mr !  and  what  an  attractive  sight  it 
is,  to  behold  an  elegant  woman  waltz  gracefully.  I 
am  sure  yon  must  be  devoted  to  dancing?" 

Madame  de  Steinbron  cast  down  her  lovelyeyes, 
turned  pale  aa  marble,  and  dropping  a  tear,  replied, 
with  emotion,  "  I  once  was,  but,  alas  !  I  am  indeed 
unfortunate !" 

Herbert  became  all  romance  and  tenderness ;  he 
drew  nearer  to  the  couch,  fully  prepared  to  receive 
some  interesting  confession,  or  tale  of  past  sorrows. 
How  transporting,  to  be  selected  for  such  a  mark 
of  confidence  !  His  beautiful  widow  appeared 
more  fascinating  than  ever;  and  his  senses  were 
all  concentrated  in  his  ejes  and  ears.  "LLstenl 
my  dear  friend,"  continued  Madame  de  Steinbron : 
"I  have  encountered  most  severe  suCferiug:  three 
years  back  my  carriage  was  overtorned ;  my  right 
limb  miserably  fractured ;  it  was  amputated  ;  and, 
alas !  in  its  place  I  have  only  a  tart  leg  I" 

If  a  sudden  thunderbolt  from  heaven  had  darted 
by  Herbert  without  immediately  destroying  him, 
he  couid  not  have  felt  more  overwhelmed  and  dis- 
mayed. Complete  ^lence  ensued  for  a  few  min- 
utes, till,  hardly  conscious  of  his  actions,  he  at  last 
started  from  his  seat,  and  absolutely  screaming 
aloud,  "  A  tork  leg  !"  be  darted  out  of  the  apart- 
ment, and  in  the  shortest  possible  time,  found  him- 
self at  his  hotel  at  Ems.  In  another  half  hour,  his 
bill  was  discharged,  his  trunks  were  packed,  and 
Herbert  was  in  his  travelling  ■  caltehe,  mentally 
ejaculating  curses  On  the  Baron  de  T.  and  his  own 
wayward  deiftiny,  and  audibly  bestowing  the  same 
on  the  schwager  and  the  post-horses,  white  ho 
hurried  over  the  road  to  Cologne  to  return  to  Eng- 
land, as  last  as  German  traveling  and  English  im- 
petuosity could  permit. 
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CiPTAiii  Walsinghjm,  whom  the  reader  has  al- 
ready known  by  the  various  names  of  Crashem, 
Sogden,  and  Boloski,  was  the  happy  tenant  of  a 
three-pair  back  sitting-room,  and  a  four-pair  back 
bed-room,  aliai,  an  agreeable  and  airy  attie.  The 
breakfast  things  had  been  swept  away,  there  not 
being  many  to  sweep — tho  room  carefully  dust«d 
out — and  the  table  duly  covered  with  a  green-baize 
cloth,  which  the  landlady  had  borrowed  from  the 
pawnbroker's  over  the  way.  Captain  Walsingham 
surveyed  all  these  preparations  with  the  most  un- 
feigned delight;  and  when  the  little  dirty  servant, 
who  ministered  to  his  comforts  and  to  those  of  the 
whole  family  (thirteen  in  all,  beades  the  pigs  in  the 
back  yard),  had  retired.  Captain  Walsingham  placed 
about  a  dozen  sheets  of  foolscap  paper  at  equal 


distances  round  the  table,  and  then  laid  a  new  pen, 
a  small  piece  of  blotting-paper,  and  a  couple  of 
wafers  upon  each  of  the  sheets  of  foolscap  thus 
disposed  of.  The  inkstand  was  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  table,  aronnd  which  eh^rs  were  speedily  ar- 
ranged, a  large  Langham  gracing  the  top,  and  a 
Windsor  the  bottom ;  and  this  being  accomplished. 
Captain  Walsingham  expressed  a  wish  to  his  land- 
lady, whom  he  summoned  to  witness  the  prepara- 
tions, "that  the  Directors  would  make  their  ap- 
pearance." 

No  sooner  were  the  words  uttered,  than  a  loud 
knock  at  the  street  door  seemed  to  proclaim  that 
the  wish  they  expressed  stood  some  uhance  of  being 
immediately  attended  io.  The  landlady  rushed 
down  stairs— Captdn  Horatio  Clarence  Walsingham 
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aeaumed  e.  moBt  business-like  and  Kedate  air,  and  a 
sober  attitude— and  in  process  of  time,  the  rice- 
chairman  was  ushered  into  the  room. 

"Mr.  Cherrjburton,  Sir,  if  you  please,"  BOreamed 
the  landlady,  as  she  flung  open  the  three-pair  back 
door  vith  as  much  importance  as  if  it  would  admit 
the  TLsitor  into  a  palace. 

"How  are  you,  Mr.  Cherrybm^nS"  ejaculated 
the  Captain,  rushing  forward  to  welcome  the  de- 
puty-chairman of  the  infant  Company,  whereof  he 
himself  was  the  managing  director.  "  You  see 
that  1  do  the  thing  economically  ;  It  is  no  use  tak- 
ing offices  and  all  that,  till  some  of  the  advances 
upon  the  shares  are  made.  I  expect  the  printer  to 
send  me  up  the  book  with  the  printed  forms  every 

"Very  good,"  returned  Mr.  Cherryburton,  who 
Tras  a  very  short  and  very  fat  gentleman,  with  no 
neck,  but  plenty  of  head. 

"Mr.  Snuffery,  Sir,"  cried  the  landlady,  after  a 
ahort  interval  of  about  five  minutes;  ajid  the 
treasurer,  whose  place  was  quite  a  sinecure,  walked 
bto  the  room. 

"Welcome,  Snuffery,  old  boy,"  ejaculated  Cap- 
tain Walwngham,  forgetting,  in  the  eicitement  of 
the  moment,  the  respect  due  to  a  treas 
by  his  great  employer 

"  Jfis(er  Snufferv  here  euggestedthe 
"  Snuffery  at  the  alehouse  if  you  like  it  having 
been  at  the  ale  house  that  the  idea  of  eatahhshing 
a  Joint-stock  Company  first  OLonrre  1  to  Captain 
Walsingham  and  Mr  biiuffery  as  they  discussed  a 
pot  of  mild  intermediate  beer  and  a  yard  ot  clav 
some  weeks  pnvious  to  this  meeting 

"  Very  good,  very  good  "  eiclaimed  Mr  Cherr> 
burton  there  a  nothing  1  ke  standing  up  foe  ell 
quette  and  with  these  words  he  stood  himself 
exactly  before  the  fire  so  that  neither  Captain 
Walsmgham  nor  Mr  gnuQery  lelt  the  shghtest 
benefit  from  that  fraction  of  a  vast  elementary 

Mr     Stephen    Mu?zlewhite    and   Mr    Hatkns 
Wblladay      chanted  the  landlady    aa  two   more 


full-grown  directors  of  an  infant  project  sallied  into 

"Weil,  WB  shall  be  pretty  numerous,  I  sec,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Cherryburton,  pretending  not  to  notii;e 
the  desperate  enei^y  with  which  the  new-comers 
rubbed  their  hands,  and  persisting  in  the  retention 
of  his  enviable  portion  in  front  c^  the  fire. 

"  Yes,  there'll  be  a  tolerable  sprinkle,"  coincided 
Mr.  Snuffery ;  "  and  if  every  one  will  only  subscribe 
for  a  certain  number  of  shares  and  pay  the  earnest 
money,  1  may  open  my  books  at  once." 

"  Oh !  certainly — decidedly — we  are  all  very  ready 
to  pay  the  earnest  money,"  cried  Captain  Walsing- 
ham, instinctively  glancing  with  great  feeling  to  a 
jttte  of  fourpence-nalfpenny  In  coppers,  with  a  six- 
pence upon  the  U>p,  which  he  had  prudently  placed 
upon  the  mantel-piece,  probably  with  an  eye  to  a 
little  display. 

"Mr.  Molesworthy,"  cried  the  landlady;  and  a 
very  large  nose,  with  an  exceedingly  small  man  be- 
hind it,  entered  the  room ;  "  and  Mr.  Muggins," 
eonlinued  the  lessee  of  the  house,  in  an  unusually 
shrilly  lone  of  voice. 

"Come  in,  Mr.  Muggins,"  ejaculated  Captain 
Walsingham;  "pray  come  in-— don't  stand  in  the 

"  A-don't  now  be  foolish,"  echoed  the  landlady's 
voice  in  a  whisper,  from  the  passage  just  alluded  t« ; 
I'U  fetch  you  a  slap  over  the  face,  I  will.  There 
now — yoa've  quite  tumbled  my  best  cap,  I  de- 
Mr,  Mug^ns,  having  been  shrewdly  suspected  by 
his  brother  directors  of  perpetrating  a  kiss  vi  el 
armis  upon  the  comely  countenance  of  the  land- 
Hdy,  now  entered  the  room,  and  paid  his  respects 
to  the  company. 

"I  think  we  are  all  assembled  now,"  observed 
Captain  Horatio  Clarence  Walsingham ;  and,  as  if 
he  had  any  moral  doubt  upon  the  subject,  he  pre- 
tended to  count  those  present  referred  to  a  list  of 
names  it  his  pocket  look  and  then  pre  ip  tated 
himself  into  the  Lanf,ham  cha  r  Mr  SnulFerv  fell 
into  the  Vt  mdsor  ditto    and  the  remainder  of  the 
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directors  elid  ii 


>  theirs 


without  miy  farther  ii 


A  general  ^lence  then  prevailed  throughout  the 
room.  This  was  at  length  broken  by  the  chuirman, 
who  informed  the  meeting  that  the;^  were  sitting  la 
Committee  of  Ways  and  Means,  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  into  consideration  the  financial^ department 
of  the  Universal  Stone-Expelling  and  Asphaltum- 
Substituting  Equitable  Companj. 
.  "In  opening  the  business  of  the  day,"  obserred 
Captain  Horatio  Clarence  Walsinghum,  "  I  have  to 
observe  that  the  proapects  of  the  Company  are 
moat  smiling  and  favorable.  When  1  calculate  the 
inimeiise  advantages  which  the  introduction  and 
nee  of  the  asphalte  will  confer  upon  society  in  gen- 
eral, 1  am  lost  in  a  wide  field  of  admiration  and  de- 
light. To  see  the  streets,  not  only  of  London,  but 
of  every  town,  village,  and  hamlet,  throughout  this 
vast  empire,  composed  of  asphalte  instead  of  paving 
stones,  is  my  most  sanguine  wish ;  and  that  such 
will  he  the  result  of  our  labors,  Gentlemen,  let  us 
rest  assured.  (_Hear  I  hear.)  It  may  not  be  im- 
proper at  this  stage  of  the  business,"  continued  the 
worthy  chairman,  "to  enumerate  a  few  of  the  ad- 
vantages attendant  upon  the  use  of  the  asphalte. 
In  the  first  place,  it  will  essentially  benefit  the  pe- 
cuniary operations  of  many  individuals  re^dent  in 
this  vast  metropolis ;  inasmuch  as  those  discounters, 
whose  methods  of  doing  business  have  not  unfre- 
quentl;  led  them  to  offer  half  money  and  half  pav- 
ing-stonel  for  suspicious  bills,  will  suddenly  find 
their  rapacity  deprived  of  the  means  of  gratifica- 
tion ;  for  what  use  will  paving-stones  be  to  any  one 
when  nothing  but  asphalte  shall  be  in  vogue  ?  {Load 
eriei  0/ ' Hear,  hear;'  and  ' Br&vo' from  Mr.  Snuf- 
ferg,  mho  had  done  muek  in  the  dincouiit  viay  above 
detcri&ed.)  .Indeed,"  continued  Oaptwn  Walsing- 
ham,  affected  almost  to  tears  by  the  demonstrations 
of  respect  and  admiration  with  which  he  was 
greeted, — "indeed,  I  may  say,  Gentlemen,  that  an 
universal  good,  as  my  friend  the  Great  Cham  used 
tu  observe  to  his  prime  minister  Kiofunki-Khan, 
will  be  done  to  tbe  nation  by  the  use  of  our  as- 
phalte. Instead  of  shocking  the  ears  of  the  deh- 
cate  by  noticing  that  such-and-such  an  unfortunate 
girl  is  compelled  to  walk  the  pane,  will  it  not  be 
much  more  decent  and  becoming  to  hint  that  she 
promenades  the  asphaltura  f  Conceive,  Gentlemen, 
the  advantage  attached  (o  this  circumstance  alone, 
and  reiy  upon  our  success  as  a  thing  certain — a 
Belf-cvident  proposition  —  an  axiom — a — a  result 
sincerely  to  be  wished  for  by  all."  (Loud  rAe«r».) 
The  Churman  resumed  his  lucid  oration,  after  hav- 
ing been  welcomed  with  the  most  deafening  applause. 
"Gentlemen," said  he,  " in  categorizing  the  advan. 
tages  which  will  accrue  to  society  and,  I  may  say  tc 
the  cause  of  civilization,  by  the  application  of  oui 
measures,  let  me  not  forget  to  observe  that  had  Paris 
been  lined  with  asphalte  instead  of  paving-stones, 
the  Revolution  of  July  would  never  have  taken 
place,  because  the  citizens  could  not  have  formed 
barricades  of  the  precious  substance  which  v 
enthusiastically  advocate.  (Hear,  hear,)  There 
will  be  no  danger  of  tripphig  on  a  loose  stone,  with 
our  asphaltum,  upon  which  all  men  will  walk  with 
that  sprin^ness  and  elastitaty  which  to  the  anci 
pavement  never  did — never  could  belong.  Moi  . 
is  to  be  made  out  of  the  asphalte ;  but  no  blood 
ever  came  from  the  etonet  Let  us  all  remembi 
this  ancient  proverb,  and  regard  it  as  a  species  1 
prophecy  relative  to  the  present  undertaking!" 


Mr.  Snutfery  begged  to  ask  the  Chairman  if  he 
[tended  any  thing  personal  by  Ms  allusion  to  the 
jage  which  states  that  one  cannot  get  blood  out 
stone.  Mr.  Mug^ns  supported  Mr.  Snuffery's  de- 
mand, and  "begged  to  inform  the  Cheerman  and 
all  present  that  he  dared  look  any  man  in  the  face, 
hat  he  didn't  owe  a  blessed  penny  in  the  whole 
'orld,  that  no  One  could  say  black  was  the  white 
of  his  eye,  and  that  he  would  just  like  to  know 
the  Cheerman's  own  lips  who  would  say  any 
thing  to  the  contrary." 
Captain  Waleingham  declared  that  his  allusion 
IS  any  thing  but  personal ;  Mr.  SnuS'ery  observed 
■  was  satisfied,  but  that  if  the  explanation  had  not 
been  ^ven,  he  should  moat  decidedly  have  resigned 
the  post  of  treasurer  to  the  Company-— a  statement, 
which,  considering  the  nature  of  that  Company's 
issets,  filled  the  whole  Committee  with  immediate 
ilarm.  This  ]vaa  only  appeased  by  the  production 
of  a  black  bottle,  and  the  imbibing  of  a  httle  drop 
of  brandy  by  each  member;  without  which  sudden 
remedy,  the  whole  bu^ness  might  have  been  blighted 
in  the  bud.  Mr.  Muggins,  indeed,  was  so  affected 
by  the  temporary  misunderstanding,  that  he  waS 
under  the  necessity  of  filling  his  glass  and  emptying 
it  three  times,  before  he  could  muster  u  psufficient 
strength  to  attend  to  business. 

When  something  like  order  was  restored.  Cap- 
tain Walsingham  continued  his  truly  wonderful 
oration  as  follows : — 

"  But,  Gentlemen,  I  have  only  enumerated  one 
half— indeed,  I  may  safely  say,  only  one  quarter  of 
the  numerous  advantages  attending  the  substitution 
of  asphalte  for  paving-stones.  T  have  ollen  re- 
marked—and what  gentleman  present  has  not  done 
the  same? — I  say.  Gentlemen,  that  I  have  often  re- 
marked that  the  pavement,  as  it  now  exists,  is  fre- 
quently unsteady  beneath  the  feet.  Gentlemen, 
laut  evening  only,  I  dined  with  a  friend  in  the  City 
— in  fact,  Gentlemen,  to  be  candid  with  you,  it  was 
my  old  and  much  esteemed  friend,  Sr  Barryl  Fun- 
shun,  the  alderman  and  highly  respected  wine  mer- 
chant of  I'ortsoken  Ward;  and  as  I  came  home,  I 
found  that  the  pavement  down  Ludgate  Hill  was  so 
unsteady,  I  could  scarcely  walk  on  it.  Now,  will 
you  believe  it.  Gentlemen,  when  I  assure  you  that 
by  the  time  1  arrived  at  the  foot  of  BlackfHars 
Bridge,  I  was  compeUed  to  he  down  in  the  very 
street;  on  account  of  the  turn  the  inequality  and 
bad  state  of  the  pavement  upon  Ludgate  Hill  had 
given  me?  (Groaiti  atid  hiitet.)  Mr.  Muggins," 
continued  the  worthy  Chairman,  "  I  hope  you  will 
help  yoiirselC  Yea,  Gentlemen,  I  can  myself  vouch 
for  the  truth  of  the  circumstance  ;  the  stone  pave- 
ment tA  unsafe — >very  unsafe,  Gentlemen;  and  the 
asphaltum  must  replace  it.  I  repeat  it,  Gentie- 
men — "  and  Captain  Walsingham  smote  the  table 
with  amazing  violence — "I  repeat  it,  that  you 
cannot  walk  with  safety  upon  stone-pavement — and 
all  I  know  is,  that  there  are  times  (particularly  aiter 
dinner)  when  /  myself  cannot  even  stand  upright 

"  Our  worthy  Cheerman's  quite  right,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Muggins;  ^^this  house  o'  his^n  is  built  upon 
stones,  and  blowed  if  it  ain't  so  unsteady,  I  can't 
alt  upon  my  cheer." 

Perhaps  it  struck  Mr.  Muggins  at  this  precise 
moment,  that  he  might  be  able  to  sit  upon  the 
floor,  even  if  he  couid  not  retain  his  chair;  at  all 
events  he  placed  himself  comfortably  under  the 
table ;   and   as   the   brandy  he   had   drank    was 
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somewhat  soporific  in  its  effects,  havirg  been 
purposely  hocuBsed  by  Captain  Horatio  Clarence 
Walsingham,  he  sank  into  a  mild  and  tranquil 
slumber,  to  the  eitreme  comfort  of  himself  and  to 
the  unmitigated  disgust  of  his  companions. 

"  Printer's  brought  the  prospeektesBee,  he  sajs, 
I^ease  Sir,"  eiclaimed  the  landlady,  thrusting  her 
hand  in  at  the  door,  just  as  Mr.  Muggins  thrust  hi 
self  under  the  table. 

"Ohl  very  well,"  cried  Captain  Walsingha 
being  perfectly  aware  (hat  it  mas  very  ill.  "1 
him  to  leave  them — I  can't  attend  to  him  now." 

"Please,  Sir,"  ejaculated  the  printer's  boy,  who 
had  followed  the  landlady  up  the  stairs  as  iar  as  the 
door  of  the  Captain's  three-pdr  back, — "  please, 
Ur,  master  snid  as  how — " 

"Very  well,  very  well,"  interrupted  the  Chair- 
man of  the  Universal  Stonc-Eipelling  and  Asphal- 
tum-Subslituting  Eiiuitable  Company ;  "I'll  attend 
to  it  directly." 

"  That  I  voan't  to  lea-re  'em  without  the  money," 
added  the  boy,  for  the  behoof  of  all  the  directors 
and  the  treasurer  of  the  aforesaid  eminent  Com- 

"  Let  him  send  in  his  bill  to  the  Secretary,"  re- 
turned the  Chairman;  "the  account  shall  be -au- 
dited in  due  course," 

"I  am  very  much  afaerd  mas'er  don't  know  no- 
think  about  the  Secreterry,"  answered  the  boy, 
putting  his  right  hand  to  his  nose,  and  the  left  hand 
after  the  right,  and  eitending  the  fingers  of  both 
in  truly  interesting  puerile  sport. 

"  What— do  joq  mean  to  say  that  we  ain't  to  be 
trusted,  you  young  rascal?"  demanded  Captain 
Walsingham. 

"Ko — !  doesn't;  but  maa'er  docs,"  replied  this 
unaceounlable  boy,  perfectly  unawed  by  the  pres- 
ence of  that  which  intended  to  be  the  richest  Com- 
pany in  the  world. 

"Oh!  he  does — does  hef"  said  Caplaui  Walsing- 
ham, rising  in  state  from  bia  Langham  chair,  and 
preparmg  to  kick  the  little  boy  down  stairs ;  "  well, 
then — you  may  just  tell  your  master — " 

"Stay,  stay,''  interrupted  Mr.  Muiziewhite,  "this 
atfdr  will  only  do  us  harm.  How  much  is  your 
bill,  youngster?" 

"  'Three  pound  seven,"  returned  the  interesting 
youth,  producing  a  dirty  piece  of  paper. 

"Well— here's  ten  bob  towards  it,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Muzzlewhite,  throwing  half-a-sovereign  on  the 

The  sum  was  soon  made  up  amongst  the  direc- 
tors, all  of  whom  contributed  something  with  the 
exception  of  CapUun  Walsingham  and  Messieurs 
Snu^ry  and  Muggins — the  first  turning  away  to 
the  whidow  and  whistling,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  as  his  friends  subscribed  for  him;  the 
second  pretending  to  be  asleep  the  moment  any 
thing  mte  payment  was  apolien  of;  and  the  third 
being  really  in  a  state  of  aumnolency  under  the 

"What  is  the  amount  of  the  capital  upon  which 
the  Company  works?"  demanded  Mr.  Muzzlewhite, 
whan  the  three  pound  seven  had  been  with  diffi- 
culty raised  amongst  the  diractors,  and  when  the 
printer's  boy  had  taken  himself  off. 

"  CajMtal — one  million,"  answered  Captain  Wal- 
Bngham.     "We  couldn't  do  it  upon  lesB." 

'•Ohl    no — decidedly  not,"  cried   Mr.   Muzzle- 

Bich  men  do  things  cautiously  and  by  hundreds 
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or  thousands;  but  individuals  with oulwa  soil, 
riably  found  their  speculations  upon  milliona. 
that  we  would  wish  to  disparage  the  eminent 
pany  of  which  we  are  now  treating ;  on  the  con- 
trary, we  believe  it  to  have  been  as  highly  respecta- 
ble as  it  was  considered  to  be  by  any  one  of  its  di- 

"But  how  shall  we  dispose  of  the  shares!"  in- 
quired Mr.  Watkins  Welkday. 

"By  advertisement,  to  be  sure,"  retarned  Cap- 
tain Walsingham.  "We  must  placard  all  the  walls 
— :bill  the  Magazines — " 

"  But  where  is  the  money  to  come  from,  to  do  all 
this?"  inquired  Mr.  Snuffery. 

"Where?"  echoed  Captain  Walsingham,  assum- 
ing a  tone  and  attitude  of  the  deepest  indignation  ; 
"where?  Why  from  the  Company's  bankers,  I 
should  hope." 

"Oh!  very  well,"  returned  Mr.  Snuffery,  who 
was  not  however  eiactly  aware  that  any  account 
had  been  as  yet  opened  at  a  banker's,  or  indeed 
that  the  Company  was  possessed  of  any  account  to 
open ;  but  he  did  not  i^oose,  as  he  afterwards  ex- 
pressed himself,  to  irritate  by  useless  interrogation 
the  man  to  whom  he  owed  his  bread — and  water, 
he  might  have  added. 

"  Cert^nly,"  continued  Captain  Walsingham.  "  I 
have  made  arrangements  with  a  capitalist,  who  will 
advance  us  five  hundred  pounds  upon  the  strength 
of  our  firm,  provided  we  take  it  out  half  in  wine, 
and  half  in  cigars.  He  did  want  to  throw  in  a  few 
pump-handles  and  patent  axle-trees;  but  that  did 
not  suit  my  purpose.  Now,  the  fact  is— old  Mug- 
gins must  give  us  his  acceptance— (there's  no  uae 
my  speechifying  any  longer,  since  he's  asleep) — 
and  I'll  manage  the  rest." 

"Yes,"  objected  Mr.  Welladay;  "but  will  any 
bankers  open  an  account  with  wine  and  cigars?" 

"Well,  you  ore  green  for  the  director  of  a  Joint- 
Stock  Company  I"  ejaculated  Mr.  Snnfiery.  "We 
must  nuse  money  upon  them,  don't  you  see?" 

"  I  am  sure  you  will  all  be  delighted  to  hear  that 
I  have  secured  the  patronage  and  support  of  Puffem- 
Orf.  the  sub-editor  of  the  Morning  Tea-pot  I" 

"No  I"  exclaimed  several  voices,  in  tones  expres- 
sive of  the  deepest  admiration. 

"  Do  I,  or  do  I  not  took  like  a  man  who  is  de- 
ceiving you?"  cahnly  returned  the  Chairman,  as  he 
glanced  complacentiy  and  philanthropically  around 
upon  his  great  co-operators. 

"No — no,"  echoed  from  all  present,  save  Mr. 
Muggins  and  the  Chairman  himself. 

"Well,  then,"  continued  Captain  Walsingham, 
"wnce  I  deserve  all  your  confidence,  as  the  Great 
Cham  used  to  observe  to  those  liithful  slaves  whom 
he  intended  to  put  to  death, — I  will  show  you  that 
I  mean  to  retidn  it.  Here,  Gentlemen — here  is  a 
paragraph  which  will  appear  in  the  Tea-pot  of  to- 
morrow morning,    Mr.  Snuffery,  do  me  the  favor, 

Mr.  Snuffery,  who,  notwithstanding  the  nature  of 
his  appointment,  had  nothing  to  treasure  up  but 
the  speeches  of  the  Churman,  immediately  com- 
plied with  that  individual's  request,  and  read  the 
1  of  a  little  piece  of  paper,  which  was  hand- 
ed to  him,  as  follows : — 

'  The  Dokb  or  Wellington.— It  is  a  well-known 
fact  that  this  illustrious  commander  gave  peace  to 
Europe  by  the  achievements  he  and  Ms  galiant  fol- 
lowers performed  at  Waterloo.  The  reputation  of 
his  Grace  is  the  most  eminent  that  can  be  con- 
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ceived;  it  Beemg  to  staac]  alone  in  the  English 
annala  of  renown — ita  supernal  lustre  throws  all 
others  into  a  deep  shade.  Yet  even  this  envia- 
ble and  eitfinBive  reputation  maj  eventually  8nd  a 
rival;  and  if  such  be  the  will  of  destiny,  then  will 
the  honor  of  this  great  competition  be  decidedly 
awarded  to  Walsingham  and  Company's  Aaphal- 

"Well,  I  never  could  have  fiinded  what  was 
coming,"  eiclaimed  Mr.  Welladay,  as  the  treasurer 
brought  the  perusal  of  this  most  erudite  paragraph 
to  a  conclusion. 

"It  was  Pu£femocf'B  idea,"  exclaimed  Captain 
Walsingham.  "Why— it  will  create  a  more  pow- 
erful seiiBation  in  the  fashionable  world  than  Twad- 
dlehem's  new  novel." 

"Very  good,  very  good,"  observed  Mr.  Cherry- 
burton,  whose  nose  seemed  to  indicate  that  he  was 
not  indifferent  to  cherry-brandy. 

"  It  ain't  bad,"  kindly  assented  Mr.  Moles- 
worthv. 

"What  ain't?— the  brandy?"  murmured  Mr. 
Muggins  from  beneath  the  table,  where  he  had  just 
awoke;  "ask  the  Cheerman  then  to  pour  me  out 
another  tbimble-fuIL" 

But  the  Chairmaa  perceived  that  there  was  not 
another  thimble-full,  nor  yet  half  a  one,  to  pour 
out ;  GO  Mr.  Muggins  and  Ma  request  were  disre- 

Mattera  having  been  brought  to  this  very  satis- 
factory point,  and  Mr.  Muggins  being  too  much 
overcome  with  liquor  to  ^ve  any  acceptaiicea  at 
that  moment,  the  meeting  broke  up ;  and  M,r.  Mug- 
gins him^lf  was  conveyed  home  on  a  shutter. 

In  order  that  do  time  might  be  lost  in  establish- 
ing the  celebrated  Universal  Stone-Expelling  and 
Asphaltum-Bubslituling  Equitable  Company  upon  a 
permanent  foundation,  its  eminent  originator,  Cap- 
tain Horatio  Clarence  Walsingham,  sallied  forth  on 
the  morning  after  and  bent  hia  way  towards  the 
abode  of  Mr.  Muggins. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Muggins,"  waa  the  Oapt^n's 
amiable  salutation;  "how  are  you  this  morning?" 

"  Pretty  tidy,  thank'ee,"  returned  Mr.  Muggins. 
"  Pray  take  a  cheer." 

"And  how's  Mrs.  Muggins?"  inquired  the  Cap- 
tion with  great  feeling,  as  he  aank  into  the  proffered 
seat ;  "  and  all  the  family  ?" 

"Hearty — quite  hearty,"  replied  Mr.  Muggins. 
"Butnow  to  buaness.  I  was  rajther  sleepy  yes- 
terday, and  did  not  hear  all  you  had  to  say  about 
your  Asphalte  institootion," 

Captain  Walsingham  repeated  many  of  the  st 
and  very  convincing  arguments  he  had  used  the  day 
before ;  and  Mr.  Muggins  was  so  struck,  not  to  say 
affected,  by  that  one  which  related  to  the  fact  of 
the  Captain's  being  unable  to  stand  upright  upon 
the  pavement  at  times — particularly  after  dinnei^ 
that  he  immediately  resolved  upon  giving  the  Com- 
pany his  fullest  support.  Indeed,  ho  (Mr.  Muggins) 
had  not  unfroqnentiy  noticed  a  similar  coincidence 
in  respect  to  himself;  and  he  could  not  do  other 
wise  than  deeply  deplore  the  existence  of  so  grea 
and  crying  an  evil. 

"  And  how  much  ready  money  shall  we  want  t 


"The  nominal  capital  is  of  course  a  million,' 
ejaculated  CaptMn  Horatio  Clarence  Walsingham 
"  but  all  that  we  actually  require  at  first  is  abou 
five  bondred  to  a  thoosand  pounds." 


ind  where  the  deuce  is  it  to  come  from?"  de- 
manded Mr.  Muggins. 

"The  capitalist  who  will  advance  the  cash,"  coq- 
inued  tbe  Captain,  without  noticing  the  question, 
■  is  to  receive  a  bonai  of  five  per  ivnt.  more  than 
ny  other  person  connected  with  the  Company." 

"Well — that  la  but  Mr,"  murmured  Mr.  Mag- 
nus. 

"  And  he  will  have  other  perquisites  and  privi- 
leges too  numerous  to  mention,"  added  Captain 
Walsingham  "  For  instance,  such  capitalist  shall 
have  the  right  of  advandng  as  much  money  to  the 
Company,  at  the  above-mentioned  rate,  as  he 
chooses.  What  do  you  think  of  tliacp' 
"Admirable!"  eiclumed  Mr.  Muggins. 
"And  he  shall  have  it  in  his  power,"  proceeded 
the  Chairman,  "to  prevent  the  Company  from  ap- 
plying to  any  other  individual  for  loans,  so  long  as 
he  chaoses  to  furnish  them  himself" 

"  Very  eligible— very  eUpble,  indeed !"  cried  Mr, 
Mucins,     "Them  is  tempting  offers." 

"  And  the  company  shall  bind  itself  to  ree^ve, 
through  its  treasurer,  all  the  sums  he  may  bo  desirr 
ous  of  investing  in  the  concern,"  sidd  tbe  chairman ; 
"  and  you  may  depend  upon  it,  that  I  will  use  my 
influence  to  induce  the  board  of  directors  to  accept 
of  as  large  a  loan  as  such  capitalist  may  wish  to 
advance.  Nay,  more,  we  will  draw  up  a  deed,  by 
virtue  of  which  Che  said  capitalist  shall  have  it  in 
his  power  to  insisl  upon  the  Company's  receiving 
the  loans." 

"You  know  my  capital  is  all  locked  up,"  began 
Mr.  Mug^ns,  whom  these  advantageous  proffers 
greatly  interested. 

"  And  in  order  to  accommodate  such  capitalist," 
hastily  conti      d  C  p  gh  m       h   n 

or  moneys,  tbfmhd,hUb  dand  pon 
bills ;  and,  wh  is  m  re —  h  Comp  n  h  II  pay 
for  tbe  stamp 

The  annals     f  J         '!         C  mp  n       {      n 
the  panic  yc)d  mh        ham    kab 

instance  of  hb  rah  y  a  d  kmd  ss  n  h  p 
any  of  those  p  bh  nte  pnse  whi  h  fl  o 
much  honor  po  h  na  □,  a  hi  wh  h  now 
our  pleasure  and  our  pride  to  put  on  record.  Even 
Mr.  Muggins  himself  waa  astonished  at  the  gen- 
erosity of  the  Chairnian ;  and  the  production  of 
the  spirit-stand,  with  two  small  glasses,  was  the 
most  emphatic  proof  of  his  gratitude  which  he 
could  at  the  moment  possibly  think  of. 

"Taste  this  rum,"  said  Mr.  Muggins;  and  he 
filled  two  wine  glasses  with  the  juice  of  Jamaica's 
choicest  production. 

"Excellent!"  cried  the  Captain,  smacking  his 
lips,  and  setting  down  the  glass  which  be  had 
emptied. 

"  Yes — it  isn't  bad,"  said  Mr.  Muggins.  "  But — 
1  tell  you  what — an  idea  has  entered  my  head." 

"Ko!"  Maculated  the  Captiun,  with  an  affectation 
of  the  deepest  astonishment. 

"Honor  bright  I"  eiclaimed  Mr.  Mu^ns ;  and 
he  bestowed  a  most  sapient  and  cognoacent  wink 
upon  his  companion. 

"Weil,  what  is  it,  now?"  demanded  the  eminent 
Chairman;  "something  good, /dare  say !" 

"  Why — I  don't  mind,"began  Mr.  Muggins,  speak- 
ing very  deliberately,  as  he  unfolded  liis  plan,  and 
refilled  the  giasacs  with  equal  caution,—"  1  don't 
mind  if  I  let  you  have  a  little  advance— a  small 
loan,  you  know — myself!" 

"Muggins,"  said  Captain  Walsingham,  assuming 
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a  moat  solemn  cipreseion  of  countecance, — "  Jlug- 

f'ne,  I  am  your  friend.    I  esteem  you.     I  like  you. 
admire  you.    Tou  are  a  man  of  the  world,  Mug- 
pna.     Gire  me  jour  liaad." 

By  one  of  those  stcar.ge  coincidences  which  not 
■nfrequently  characterize  mundane  affairs,  Captain 
Walsingham  had  a  hill  for  five  hundred  pounds  al- 
ready drawn  out  upon  the  proper  stamp,  in  hrs 
pocltet.  This  little  incideut  excited  a  great  deal  of 
Uughter  between  the  two  gentlemen,  oo  account  of 
the  strangeness  of  it;  as  it  was  not  for  a  moment 
to  he  supposed  that  the  result  of  the  conference 
could  haTe  heen  anticipated  by  cither. 

"  Odd— wasn't  it  ?"  observed  the  Captain. 

"  Very,"  returned  Mr.  Mugrins. 

"Just  the  amount,  perhaps,    said  the  Chairman. 

" Exactly!"  eiclumed  tlie  capitaUst. 

"You'll  accept  it,  then?"  inquired  ttie  Captdn. 

"On  the  condiUons  proposed,"  was  the  reply. 
.   "Fire  away,  then,"  jocoaelj  urged  the  gallant 
CaptBJn  Walsmgham. 

On  the  following  mormog,  Captdn  Horatio  Cla- 
rence Waisingham  Succeeded  in  discounting  the 
acceptuice  of  Mr.  Peter  Muggins  in  the  City ;  and 
his  first  care  was  to  treat  himself  nith  a  basin  of 
turtle-soup  and  a  glass  of  iced  punch  at  Birch's. 
He  then  purchased  a  watch  at  Mr.  Cox  Savory's, 
and  a  ring  at  Messieurs  Griffin  and  Hyam's;  and 
having  thus  minietered  to  his  own  necessities,  he 
proceeded  to  attend  to  those  of  the  Company.  He 
began  by  hiring  a  splendid  set  of  offices  in  Bar- 
tholomew-lane, and  forthwith  purchased  desks, 
tables,  and  chiurs  to  place  in  them.  He  procured 
a  painter,  who  painted  the  words  "  Fcblic  Office  " 
Upon  the  door;  "Waiti-so  KooM"npon  another; 
and  "BoARti  Room"  upon  athird.  Ha  then  hired 
three  individuals,  who,  under  the  denomination  of 
Clerks,  were  to  ut  at  a  desk  in  the  Public  Office, 
chatter  and  read  the  newspapers  when  they  were 
■lone,  and  apply  themselves  like  madmen  to  three 
great  books  with  clasps  when  a  stranger  came  In. 
A  servant  in  blae  hvery,  with  white  buttons,  was 
also  engaged  to  lounge  about  in  the  passage  outside 
the  entrance  door  which  led  to  the  offices ;  and  a 
man,  with  printed  prospectuses  to  give  away,  was 
stationed  in  the  street.  A  general  meeting  of  the 
Directors  was  then  called  and  advertised,  to  discuss 
the  business  of  the  Company;  but  as  there  was  as 
yet  no  business  to  occupy  their  attention,  they  dis- 
cussed a  copious  luncheon  instead. 

In  a  few  days,  a  paragraph  was  drawn  np  by  the 
excellent  Cliairman,  and  inserted  (upon  payment) 
in  one  or  two  of  those  daQy  papers  which  do  not 


put  the  word  "  Advertisement "  at  the  beginning; 
and  this  paragraph  stated  that  they  (the  papers) 
were  informed  upon  the  best  authority  that  the 
materials  which  composed  the  Asphaltum  were  de- 
rived from  Asiatic  sources:  whereupon  Mr.  Snnf- 
fery,  as  treasurer  and  secretary,  wrote  a  letter  to 
all  the  journals  to  contradict  this  report;  and  as 
the  said  letters  were  inserted  for  nothing,  the  Com- 
pany gained  its  aim  in  obtuning  publicity  at  the 
least  possible  expense. 

Another  paragraph,  tending  to  show  that  the 
Asphaltum  would  never  be  applied  to  universal  uae, 
was  then  paid  for  and  inserted  in  the  MorniRg  Tea- 
pot;  and  at  this  the  Company  pretended  to  be  in 
the  most  direful  wrath ;  so  much  so,  that  Messieurs 
Rumrig  and  Sharp,  the  Company's  solicitors,  were 
instnictcd  (o  bring  an  action  against  the  aforesaid 
Morning  Teapot ;  but,  after  a  great  deal  of  pubUc 
display,  letter-writbg,  pamphleteering,  fendtag  and 
proving,  that  eminent  legal  firm  declared  It  was  not 
necessary  to  proceed  with  the  suit ;  and  so  tho 
whole  business  was  announced  to  have  been  ar- 
ranged in  the  most  amicable  manner  possible. 

A  few  shares  were  next  issued,  and  private  friends 
were  sent  round  to  purchase  up  these  shares  at  a 
prtmiiaa ;  so  that  the  transaclion  took  wind,  and 
the  Company  succeeded  in  getting  itself  blamed  for 
allowing  only  the  acquaintances  of  the  Directors  to 
profit  by  the  speculation.  The  demand  for  shares 
was  therefore  immediate  and  great ;  and  when  a 
piece  of  the  pavement  fronting  the  house  in  which 
the  offices  of  the  Company  were  situate,  was  robbed 
of  its  stone  and  subjected  to  the  process  of  the 
Asphalte,  the  enthusiasm  and  credulity  of  the  pub- 
lic in  favor  of  this  great  institution  knew  no  bounds. 
A  grand  dinner  was  given  by  the  Directors  at  the 
CUy  of  London  Taitem  ;  and  Mr.  Muggins  was  gen- 
erously permitled  by  the  worthy  Chairman  to  ad- 
vance the  Company  another  five  hundred  pounds. 

Of  course.  Captain  WaMngham  could  no  longer 
remain  in  ^e  three-pair  back,  which  he  had  for- 
merly occupied  in  the  New  Cut.  But  Mr.  Muggins 
had  a  ready-furnished  house  of  his  own  in  Broad 
street,  to  let;  and  into  this  the  eminent  Chairman 
of  the  Universal  Stone -Expelling  and  Asphaltc-Sub- 
stituting  Equitable  Company  speedily  removed. 
With  his  usual  prudence,  be  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  intimate  to  the  public  that  be  had  Just 
emerged  from  so  vulgar  a  region  as  the  New  Cut; 
he  accordingly  had  his  arrival  in  town,  from  Wal- 
singham Hall,  Staffordshire,  duly  inserted  in  the 
fashionable  columns  of  the  Morning  Post,  and 
thence  conied  into  the  evening  papers. 


A  FARMER  once,  with  many  a  comfort  blest. 

Honest  and  plain — his  plough  too  always  going, 
Stiil  wanting  something  more  to  crown  the  rest. 

Took  to  himself  a  wife,  active  and  knowing. 
Their  days  they  passed  with  harmony  full  fraught. 

And  nothing  knew  of  matrimonial  strife, 
Save  from  a  cant  phrase  that  his  dear  had  caught. 

Which  proved  the  torment  of  the  poor  man's  life 
To  cut  the  matter  short,  a  curious  power 

She  boasted,  of  foretelling  each  event ; 
And  did  it  ridn,  she  knew  there'd  be  a  shower, 

If  sinners  turned,  she  knew  that  they'd  repent. 
Whene'er  the  good  man,  vexed,  would  say, "  My  dear 

Old  Hodge's  hogs  the  corn-fields  have  been  plun 
dering," 


TOLD    TOU    SO 

Or  that  the  cows  had  cat  the  clover  bare, 
1,"  she'd  cry— "why  are 


derii 


,  and  swept  a  fence  or  gate. 

If  bams  blew  down,  or  cattle  went  astray. 
Or  neighbor  bowed  beneath  the  stroke  of  fate — 

"  I  told  you  so,"  his  loving  spouse  would  say. 
One  day,  to  prove  her  wondrous  foresight  more. 

Ho  hit  upon  a  plan  somewhat  uncouth : 
He  ran  into  his  house,  and  stoutlj  swore 

The  hogs  had  eat  the  grindstone  np  smack  smooth. 

And  gazing  in  his  agitated  face. 
Cries  out,  "  I  told  you  to,  thea,  why  not  move  it! 
I  knew  it  stood  in  an  improper  place." 
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SOMETHING    LIKE    A    HOLIDAY. 


PtaiRY  Cook.  What  have  you  had,  sir* 

BoT.  I've  had  two  jelllea,  Eeven  of  them,  and  eleven  of  Ihem,  and  ^i  of  those,  and  four  Bath  huas — 
a  sausage  roll,  ten  almond  cakce,  and  a  bottle  of  ginger  beer. 


NO.THINO    LIKE    WARM    BATHINi}. 
Hollo!  Hi!  Here!  Somebody  !     I've  turned  on  the  Hot  Water,  and  I  can't  turn  it  ofFagutil 
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Matthew  Muchuore  was  a,  fat  little  gentleman, 
on  short  legs,  with  a  glistening  eye,  a  round  Ehiay 
face,  and  so  unctuous  withal  that  he  iovoluutnrilj 
impressed  you  with  the  idea  he  must  have  oil 
in  his  veins  instead  of  blood,  like  other  people. 

yet  of  pointing,  and  still  iees  could  it  be  said  of  him 
that  he  was  partieuliirlj  distinguished  for  his  taste 
in  dress,  or  dancing,  or  any  such  ftivolitiea ;  no,  it 
was  ill  the  matter  of  turtle  and  venieon,  champagne 
and  Burgundy,  that  he  was  truly  great;  in  these 
his  taste  waa  pre-eminent.  Some  foolieh  folks, 
whom  I  know,  can  see  nothing  to  admire  in  this 
faculty  of  appreciadng  good  things,  and  make  it  a 
great  merit  that  their  coarse  throats  can  swallow 
any  thing.  But  why  should  not  taste  be  as  much 
cultivated  in  the  tongue  as  in  any  other  organ? 
Surety  there  is  quite  as  much  merit  in  being  able  to 
point  out  and  relish  the  various  niceties  of  some 
exqmeite  dish — niceties  imperceptible  to  the  vul- 
gar,— OS  in  the  faculty  of  eiyoying  pictures  with  the 
eye,  or  music  with  the  ear.  So  thought  and  rea- 
soned the  great  Matthew,  and,  by  the  beard  of 
Plalo,  many  worse  systems  of  philosophy  have  been 
and  still  are  current  in  the  world.  It  unluckily, 
however,  chanced  with  Mm  as  it  has  done  with  so 
many  other  people.  Nature  and  Fortune  could  by 
no  means  agree  in  electing  him  for  a  common  fa- 
vorite, for,  while  the  one  had  endowed  him  with 
this  admirable  delicacy  of  palate,  the  other  had 
been  exceedingly  niggard  in  supplying  him  with  the 
means  of  gratifying  it.  Hence  it  followed  that  he 
was  obliged  to  be  a  regular  diner-out,  if  he  meant 
to  dine  at  all ;  but,  as  he  had  a  fund  of  good  humor 
to  liack  him,  could  tell  a  story  welt,  and  was  besides 
no  mean  adept  in  the  art  of  flattery,  he  was  for  the 
most  part  a  welcome  guest  at  the  table  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, whom,  for  his  especial  convenience,  he 
took  care  should  be  as  numerous  as  possible.  They 
were  chosen,  moreover,  with  every  attention  to  the 
qualitica  of  their  dinners,  so  that  a  certain  malicious 
wag  used  to  say  that  his  dining  frequently  at  any 
house  was  as  good  as  a  diploma  to  the  cook  of  that 
particular  establishment. 

Still  it  would  sometimes  happen  that  his  stomach 
got  baffled  and  disappointed  in  its  expectations ; 
the  meals  even  of  his  most  valued  friends  were  not 
at  all  times  equally  choice  or  well-supplied ;  and  in 
more  than  one  instance,  when  droppmg  in  and  in- 
vited to  Stop,  the  dmner  which  he  fondly  expected 
wonld  con«st  at  least  of  fish  and  fowl,  in  the  ab- 
sence of  better  things,  proved  to  be  that  opprobri- 
um on  decent  housekeeping,  cold  meat,  eked  out 
by  the  fragments  of  the  day  previous.  Sorely  was 
Ms  patience  tried,  and  his  philosophy  tasked  by 
such  occurrences;  for,  however  good-humored  a 
man  may  be,  every  human  temper  has  limits  to  its 
powers  of  endurance,  and  this  with  him  was  the 
limit — the  last  straw  on  the  back  of  the  overloaded 
camel ;  it  waa  the  one  evil  of  hfe  that  he  could  not 
bear  without  wincing,  and  Ms  curses,  hke  those  of 
Macl>etli's  subjects,  were  not  loud,  but  deep.  At 
length,  ailer  long  and  serious  reflection  on  the  sub- 
ject, he  bethought  him  of  a  notable  eipedient  by 
which  he  might  be  able  to  guess  bis  biU  of  fare  be- 
forehand with  some  degree  of  certainty,  instead  of 


rashly  accepting  an  invitation  which  might  end, 
when  too  late  to  retreat,  in  cold  orts  and  indigesti- 
ble pickles.  This  wus,  to  inquire  at  the  various 
butchers  and  fishmongers  who  usually  supplied  fais 
friends,  what  their  several  customers  had  ordered, 
and  according  to  their  repiies,,all  duly  entered  and 
noted  down,  would  be  regulate  his  visits  for  the 

It  was  in  compliance  with  this  laudable  custom 
that  our  oleaginous  little  friend  one  day  paid  a  visit 
to  the  King's  fishmonger.  On  a  marble  slab  at  one 
side  of  the  shop  lay,  as  usual,  several  parcels  offish 
variously  ticlicted,  according  to  their  several  desti- 
nadons,  and  as  he  was  by  this  time  well  known  to 
tlie  master,  he  was  of  coui'se  permitted  to  examine 
these  important  records,  whii^  he  immediately  fas- 
tened upon  with  ail  the  guxlo  of  an  antiquary  who 
has  luckily  discovered  an  illegible  MS.  There  were 
soles — better  never  appeared  at  the  table  of  a  duke ; 
cod-fish — the  worst  of  them  might  have  tempted  a 
Jew  to  forswear  his  creed,  and  sit  at  a  Christian's 
feast,  even  without  the  hope  of  cheating  him ; 
salmon — the  Lord  Mayor,  and  his  whole  court  of 
aldermen,  might  have  abandoned  the  greenest  tur- 
tle, or  the  highest  venison,  only  for  the  chance  of 
a  single  mouthful.  But,  pre-eminent  amongst  them 
ail  was  a  John  Dory — and  oh  I  such  a  John  1  so 
magnificent  in  Ms  proportions !  so  delicate  in  his 
compiesion  !  so  firm  in  his  texture  1  of  a  verity  he 
might  have  been  eaten  even  as  be  lay  there,  in  all 
his  uncooked  loveUness,  unscathed  by  fire,  un- 
touched by  wafer,  unadulterated  by  sauce.  The 
heart  of  Matthew  leaped  within  him  as  he  gazed 
upon  this  noble  product  of  the  salt  seas ;  his  eyes 
and  mouth  run  over  from  excess  of  rapture ;  his 
cheeks  grew  more  oleaginous  and  shiny,  the  inward 
spirit  lighting  up  his  face  as  a  farthing  rushlight 
dimly  burns  through  the  yellow  horn  of  a  lantern. 
A  moment's  glance  at  the  ticket  in  the  fish's  jowl 
sufficed  to  show  him  that  John  was  intended  for  the 
table  ot  Lord  Spring.  Here  was  a  glorious  chance ! 
his  lordship  was  one  of  those  who  constantly  asked 
him  to  dinner,  with  the  benevolent  purpose  of 
laughing  at  him.  "  But  let  him  laugh  who  wins  1" 
thought  Matthew  to  Mmseif,  and  oiF  he  posted,  on 
the  wings  of  love — his  passion  really  deserved  the 
name — and  in  less  than  half  an  hour  he  was  to  be 
seen  knocking  at  his  lordship's  door, — not  the  loud, 
bullying  dub-dub  of  an  importunate  dun,  nor  the 
consequential  rat-a-tat-tat  that  so  fitly  announces  an 
aristocratic  visitor,  nor  yet  the  sneaking  knock  of  a 
poor  artist  who  seeks  for  patronage, — but  a  sort  of 
conciliatory,  yet  firm  tat-tat-tu,  evincing  that  the 
knocker  has  great  respect  for  the  knockee,  but  still 
con^ders  himself  to  be  somebody  in  the  world. 

Now  it  happened  to  be  just  nine  o'clock,  conse- 
quently his  lordship  was  at  breakfast, — people  kept 
locking  hours  in  those  days  to  what  they  do  now, 
— and  Matthew  was  fortunate  enough  to  gain  a 
ready  admission  to  him. 

"1  was  just  thinking  of  you,  Mat!"  he  exclaimed, 
smiling  benignantly  on  the   eoicure :   "I  have  a 
score  of  jovial  spirits  to  dint 
pose  you  join  our  party." 

Most  cheerfully  did  Matthew  accept  the  ii 
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At  this  moment  a.  aerrant  entered,  bearing  oii  a 
silver  traj  a  Bmall  [wnk-colored  note,  redolent  with 
all  the  perfumes — not  of  Arabia,  but  of  lie  la  Croix, 
Ot  some  other  of  hia  odorous  brethren.  It  was  from 
Madame  Pttntalon,  a  faabionable  Frenchwoman,  in 
whom  his  lordship  especially  delighted.  As  he  read 
her  perfumed  miseive,  a  bland  smile  stole  over  bis 
feee,  indicative  of  eatiefection  with  tlie  writer,  and 
he  inquired  of  the  servant  what  game  there  was  in 
the  house!" 

"  None,"  was  the  reply. 

Whereat  hia  lordship,  giving  a  short,  diasadafied 
"humph!"  demanded  if  there  was  any  fish. 

"  Only  a  John  Dorv,"  said  the  gcDtleman'a  gentle- 
man, "which  haa  just  come  in  for  your  lordship's 
table  to-day." 
"  Is  it  a  fine  Gsh,  Mortimer?" 
"  Kemarkabl)',  vour  lordship." 
"That  will  do,  then.     Send  it  to  Madame  Panta- 
Ion,  with  my  compliments,  and  say  that  I  may  per- 
haps see  her  to-morrow." 

Mordmer  accordingly  departed.  But  Matthew, 
unfortunate  Matthew  i  the  color  fled  ftom  his  rubi- 
cund cheeks,  and  he  sate  the  image  of  despair. 
Dido,  abandoned  by  the  falao  jEneas,  did  not  look 
more   diaconsolately  after  the  ship  of  the  flying 

"  Why,  what  ia  the  matter  with  you!"  eiclaimed 
his  lordship.     "  Are  you  ill.  Mat  V" 

"  Only  a  little  touch  of  my  old  complaint,  a 
vertigo,  or  so,"  aaid  Matthew,  the  color  bounding 
back  again  to  his  cheelca. 

"God  blesa  my  soull"  exclaimed  his  lordship, 
starting  up,  and  laying  Ms  hand  on  the  bell-pull; 
"  he's  going  to  have  a  fit ;  III  send  for  Dr.  Stumps." 

"  Not  at  all  necesaary,  my  lord ;  I  am  much  bet- 
ter now  ;  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air  is  all  that  is  requi- 
site; ao,  with  your  leave,  I'll  just  step  into  the  park 
for  an  hour  or  so." 

"  Then  I  must  not  eipect  you  to  dinner  to-day*  I 
suppose  1"  sdd  his  lordship,  in  a  lone  of  sympathy. 

"I  fear  not;  but,  perhaps,  as  I  shall  be  so  close, 
I  may  look  in  upon  Madame." 

At  this  reply,  carelessly  and  dexterously  aa  it  was 
pven,  the  words  seeming  to  slip  from  Matthew's 
lips  almost  without  his  consciousness,  a  sudden 
light  flashed  upon  hia  lordship.  He  looked  steadily 
at  his  visitor  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  aaid,  with 
a.  knowing  laugh, 

"  Do  so.  Mat ;  John  Dory  ia  the  best  thing  m  the 


Monsieur  Dory!"  aaid  Madame;  "I  shall  not 

ic quaint  with  no  Monsieur  Dory." 

If  any  thing  should  have  happened  to  him  on 

(he  road  I"  exchumed  Matthew,  without  noticing  the 

"   "  "    diacWmcr,  fortified  as  it  was  by  a  double 

I'o;    "if   that  careless  rascal  should   have 

dropped  him  in  the  mud!" 

—  ■  mon  Dieul"  exoUiroed  Madame,  waxing 
impatient  and  irritable,  "1  shall  not  know  him,  no, 
nothing  at  all.    Who  is  monsieur!" 

'"  h!"  said  Matthew,  angrily;  "he's  no  mon- 
le'a  a  fish,  the  loveliest  that  ever  smoked 


Madan 


a  prolonged  fit  of  laugh- 


1  Diei 


Now 


i  have  de  ti 


"DupoissonI  ahl  moi 
I  shall  oomprends, — you 
ster,  with  a  huge  head,  cw 
Stoitlaid!" 

"  T^gly  ?  he  waa  beautiful 

"Eh!  mouDieu!  yon  al 
extraordinaire;    maia  n'importe ;    I  sliall   no  like 
Buch  poiaaona,  and  have  send  him  to  niy  old  ami. 
Monsieur  Dumas." 

Tills  was  the  unkindest  cut  of  all.  Of  Monsieur 
Dumas  he  absolutely  knew  nothing,  except  that  he 
was  auspocted  of  being  a  Catholic  priest,  a  danger- 
ous character  to  associate  with  in  those  days,  when 
Popery  was  very  generally  believed  to  have  an  inti- 
mate connection  with  the  cause  of  the  Pretender, 
who,  even  then,  according  to  the  best  intelligence 
from  abroad,  wafl  preparing  to  make  another  strug- 
gle for  the  throne  of  his  ancestors.  Independently, 
then,  of  the  peril,  there  would  be  no  little  difficulty 
in  contriving  tor  himself  ft  place  at  the  dinner-table 
of  a  perfect  stranger. 

It  was  a  daring  scheme  which  our  epicure  medi- 
tated; some  may  even  feel  disposed  to  call  it  a 
piece  of  matchleaa  impudence ;  and  in  thi 

"  "-is  confidence  waa  di 
Scarcely  had  he 
I  in  obtaining  ' " 


Matthew  now  shuffled  out  of  the  room,  with  joy 
at  his  heart,  and  posted  off  to  the  little  Frenchwo- 
man's. Here,  aa  his  lordship'a  friend,  he  was  of 
course  made  welcome,  but  not  a  word  did  the  lady 
say  about  dinner,  desjMte  of  all  his  hints  about  un- 
occupied time,  and  not  knowing  what  to  do  with 
Mmself.  Madame,  baffled,  as  it  seemed,  by  iiis  long 
yiflit,  at  last  begged  he  would  stay  and  dine  with  her. 

"But  this  is  faat-day,"  she  said,  amillng,  "with 
us  Catholics,  and  I  have  nothing  but  my  favorite 
dish  of  Maccaroni." 

"  Good  heavens !"  exclaimed  the  alarmed  epicure, 
"  then  John  has  not  come  !" 

"Jean!"  said  the  lady,  opening  her  eyes  to  the 
utmost,  and  giving  a  shrug,  such  as  only  a  French- 
woman can  give.     "What  Jean?" 

"The  beauiifulJohn  Dory!"  cried  Matthew,  more 
in  the  way  of  exclamdtion  than  reply. 


le  put  to  a 


release  from  Madame  and  a 
in  he  encountered  the  mis- 
chief-loving Sir  Frederick  Sands. 

"  My  good  fellow !"  he  ejclainied,  in  a  tone  that 
was  meant  to  express  much  friendly  anxiety,  "what 
on  earth  could  take  you  to  the  house  of  that  French- 
woman !  Don't  you  know  that  to  be  seen  going 
there  is  to  be  suspected  of  Jacobltisra  iu  these  days, 
and  that  to  be  so  suspected  ia  the  nearest  way  to  a 
halter  and  gibbet  of  your  own !  But  whither  away 
so  fast!" 

"To  Lord  Spring!"  anawered  Matthew,  vainly 
endeavoring  to  free    himself   from    the  knight's 

"Then  I  congratulate  you,"  said  the  knight,  "on 
the  very  fair  chance  you  have  of  being  hanged 
forthwith.  Why,  Lord  Spring  is  one  of  the  staunch- 
est  adherents  of  the  Pretender!  there  was  a  talk 
only  the  other  day  of  sending  him  to  the  Tower 
upon  suspicion." 

Matthew's  jaw  immediately  dropped,  and  hia 
whole  face  elongated  prodigiously  at  this  intima- 
tion. But  yet,  to  give  up  his  John  Dory  I  it  waa 
impossible  to  entertain  such  an  idea  for  a  angle 

"  Come  what  may  come,"  thought  he  to  himself, 
"I  must  and  will  dine  upon  John  this  blessed  day, 
— yea,  though  I  should  lose  my  head  for  it  to-mor- 

Beaolution  worthy  of  a  Roman!  and  by  way  of 
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tempeiing  bo  mucb  courage  with  a  due 
caution  md  prudence,  he  communical«d  the  whole 
history  of  his  past  and  future  wanderings  to  Sir 
rrederick,  so  that  in  case  of  any  accident  he  might 
have  a  staunch  loyalist  and  a  true-blue  Protestant 
to  fall  back  upon  for  a  character.  To  all  these  de- 
tails did  his  tnischicTOUS  auditor  seriously  incline, 
fttid  having  heard  him  out,  commended  with  lauda- 
ble gravity  his  pnrauit  of  the  fish — the  fiying  fisli, 
as  he  caJJed  it,— but  all  the  time  with  the  secret  in- 
icntjon  of  leading  him  into  a  scrape  before  the  day 
was  over.  Somehow  or  other,  it  generally  happi 
that  when  a  man  is  bent  on  any  mischief,  the  dc 
is  sure  to  be  ready  at  his  elbow  witli  the  mea 
And  BO  it  chanced  now.  Scarcely  had  Matthew 
bade  farewell  to  his  insidious  adviser,  than  a  certain 
secretary,  well  known  as  a  Government  spy,  made 
his  appearance  on  the  scene.  Touching  his  hat  to 
Sir  Frederick,  he  was  about  to  pass  on,  as  one  who 
thought  his  absence  was  more  likely  to  be  agreeable 
than  bis  company,  when  the  latter,  staying  him, 

"  A  word  with  you,  Mr.  Breedon !" 

The  spy  started  at  the  summons,  not  quite  satis- 
fied whether  he  was  going  to  receive  a  bribe  or  a 
beating,  for  his  conscience,  without  being  asked, 
assured  him  he  had  quite  as  good  a  right  to  eipect 
one  as  the  other.  He  stopped,  notwithstanding ; 
blows  being  much  too  common  an  occurrence  with 
him  to  let  the  fear  of  them  stand  in  the  way  of  any 
better  chance. 

"  Weil  met,  Mr.  Breedon  i "  cried  Sir  Frederick, 
hasdiy;  "you  have  come  in  the  very  nick  to  do  a 
service  to  the  stat«,  and  to  yourself  at  the  same 

Mr.  Breedon  instantly  called  up  a  look  of  patriot- 
ism that  would  have  done  "honor  to  the  noblest 
Roman  of  them  all," — it  was  absolutely  Brutus  in 
coat,  waistcoat,  and  trowsers, — a  great  improve- 
inent  on  the  costume  of  ancient  Rome. 

"You  Bee  that  short,  fat  man,  in  the  blue  coat 
and  grey  trowsers?  Yonder,  I  mean, — he  is  look- 
ing in  at  the  pastrycook's  window, — now  he  walks 
on  again.     Do  you  mark  him  ?" 

"I  have  bim,"  said  the  spy,  eagerly 

"  Then  follow  him ;  watch  him ;  do  not  lose  him 

"He'sa  Jesuit  in  disguisel"  continued  Sir  Fred- 
erick, sinking  his  voice  into  a  mysterious  whisper. 

"Is  he.  Indeed  1"  sud  the  spy,  in  a  similar  tone ; 
"but  truly  I  thought  as  TOuch;  he  has  all  the  air 
of  St.  Omer's  about  bim,  though  he's  much  iitter 
than  the  brcnd  in  general." 

"Fat  as  he  is,  he  brings  letters  from  the  Pre- 
tender to  the  Jacobites  on  this  side  of  the  water. 
He  has  just  come  out  of  Madame  Fantaion's— you 
must  have  heard  of  her— she  corresponds  with  half 
the  Catholics  in  England,  and  he  is  now  going  to 
Mr.  .Dumas,  who  is  generally  suspected  for  a  Jesuit." 

Off  galloped  the  spy  in  pursuit  of  Matthew,  who, 
in  his  no  less  eager  pursuit  of  the  John  Dory,  had 
by  this  time  reached  the  house  of  Mr.  Dumas.  For 
a  moment  a  qualm  of  bashfulness  withheld  his  up- 
lifted hand  from  the  knocker,  but  he  thought  of 
John,  and  immediately  was  himself  again.  Down 
came  the  hnocker,  out  came  the  servant,  and  in 
went  the  modest  Matthew,  with  an  intimation  that 
he  wished  to  see  Mr.  Dumas  on  a  very  urgent  busi- 

down  from  the 


-  ought 
!r  of  the  house,  eipreEsiiigbis 


readiness  to  see  the  ui^nt  gentleman,  and  up 
marched  Matthew  into  the  drawing-room,  under  the 
convoy  of  the  servant,  who,  having  placed  a  chair, 
agaiii  withdrew  to  the  lower  regions,  leaving  the 
two  principals  looking  at  each  other  in  silence. 

"I  crave  your  pardon,  sir,"  at  length  said  the 
veracious  Matthew ;  "  when  I  asked  for  Mr.  Dumas, 
I  fully  especlcd  to  see  a  very  different  person, — 
one,  indeed,  who  is  not  half  your  years,  and  permit 
me  to  add,  who  is  by  no  means  so  well  calculated 
asyourselffor  the  higher  walks  of  life." 

"There  needs  no  apology,  Mr.  Muchmore,"  said 
the  old  gentleman,  peering  out  the  name  irom  a 
furtive  glance  at  the  card,  which  he  still  held  in 

"  I  am  quite  ashamed  of  my  stupid  blunder,"  re- 
plied the  bashful  visitant,  "  and  fear  I  must  give  up' 
all  hope  of  ever  seeing  the  object  of  my  search,  1 
have  already  been  over  half  London." 

The  benevolent  old  gentleman  took  the  hint,  and 
pohtely  requested  him  to  be  seated.  Here  was  one 
point  guned,  at  all  events. 

"Ton  are  too  good,"  said  Matthew;  "I  ought 
by  this  time  to  be  with  Lord  Spring ;  but,  no  mat- 
ter; I  can  put  off  that  business  to  another  day." 

"Lord  Springl"  ciclaimed  the  old  gentleman; 
"  you  are  acquainted  wilb  that  eicelleat  nobleman, 
— my  worthy  friend,  if  I  may  presume  to  call  him 

"Intimately,"  replied  Matthew;  "I  was  at  his 
breakfasl-tablE  this  very  mornhig." 

Our  epicure  had  struck  the  right  chord.  The 
benevolent  old  gentleman  came  at  once  to  look 
upon  him  as  a  friend's  friend,  and  throwing  off  the 
lust  shades  of  reserve,  earnestly  pressed  him  to  take 
some  refreshments.  "  Would  he  like  wine  and  bis- 
cuits ?  or  did  he  prefer  a  sandwich  ?" 


that  m 


forbearance,  and  showed  the 
delicacy  of  his  tact,  but  still  did  not  produce  the 
hoped-for  invitation  ;  so  Matthew  did  all  that  could 
be  done-in  such  a  dilemma.  He  made  himself  as 
agreeable  as  possible, — told  a  thousand  pleasant 
anecdotes,  at  which,  indeed,  he  was  an  adept, — di£> 
cussed  every  subject  that  he  thought  most  likely  to 
prove  interesting  to  his  host, — and,  in  short,  played 
his  part  so  well,  that  (he  old  gentleman  at  last  re- 
quested the  favor  of  his  company  to  dinner. 

"Oh!  John  Doryl  John  Dory  I"  mentally  ejaeu- 
'  '*     delighted  Matthew,  "  at  last  I  have  thee  1 


(   tot   c 


—after 


many  cruel  disappobtmenls,  so  many  butfetings  of 
unkind  fortune!" 

On  his  invitation  being  accepted,  the  old  gentle- 
an  politely  expressed  a  hope  that  his  guest  might 
be  able  to  make  a  meal  of  the  Lenten  diet  he  had 
to  set  before  him.  "Not  expecting," he  said,  "the 
pleasure  of  any  company,  he  bad  nothing  better  for 
"nner  than  some  smtp-mai^e  and  an  omelelle." 

At  this  announcemect,  Matthew  was  thunder- 
struck—no John  Dory,  after  all !    Had  Fate  her- 
If  entered  the  lists  against  him,  and  vowed  to 
ake  him  a  second  Tantalus  ?     He  groaned  inward- 
at  the  idea.    And  what  had  become  of  the  fish  ? 
-whither  had  it  gone? — who  was  the  lucky  mortal 
destined  by  too   partial  fortune  to  feed  upon  its 
sweetness?    It  was  no  easy  matter  to  gel  a  solution 
of  these  knotty  points,  except,  indeed,  by  putting 
the  question  du^clly  to  the  old  gentleman,  and  this 
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Baa  rather  too  much  eTen  for  the  modesty  of  our 
friend  Matthew ;  go  he  fidgeted,  and  hit  his  fingers, 
and  looked  foolish,  greatly  to  the  surprise  of  his 
host,  who  could  oulj  attribute  these  symptoms  to 
discontent  with  Che  Leni«n  fare  be  had  announced. 
In  his  usual  spirit  of  kindness,  therefore,  he  sud, 

'"Tis  a  pitj  jou  did  not  happen  to  call  a  few 
minutes  earlier,  as  in  that  case  I  might  have  amend- 
ed our  meal  witli  a  splendid  John  Dory.  It  had 
just  come  in  from  an  old  friend  ;  but  being  much 
too  great  a  treat  for  a  bachelor  dining  alone,  1  sent 
it  off  lo  good  Master  Gillies." 

"The  hunchbacked  tailor  of  Cheap^de?"  said 
Matthew,  with  sudden  vitacity. 

"The  same,"  replied  the  old  gentleman.  "Odd 
enough  that,  high  or  low,  you  should  seem  to  know 
all  my  acquaintance." 

"  Very  odd,"  responded  Matthew,  "  And  now  I 
think  of  it,  I  promised  to  see  him  to-day  by  one 
oVlock.  It's  on  the  matter  of  a  biQ  of  some  stand- 
ing ; — and  really  I  wonder  how  I  came  to  forget  it." 

Great  was  the  old  gentleman's  admiration  of  this 
Spirit  of  punctuality, — so  great,  indeed,  that  he  was 
not  particularly  urgent  with  Matthew  to  fulfil  his 
first  promise  of  dining  with  him  on  onifhUe  and 
taup-maigre;  so  that  our  unctuous  friend  once 
more  found  himself  in  the  street  in  pursuit  of  the 
furtive  John  Dory.  But  in  proportion  as  hia  speed 
brought  him  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  trior's  well- 
known  shop,  so  did  his  confidence  in  himself  and 
his  cause  dechne,  the  fact  bung  that  he  was  in 
Hanter  Gdlies'  bool>s,  but  not  in  his  good  books, 
and  between  the  two  there  18  a  wide  difference. 
Poor  Matthew  s  appetite  quailed  for  a  moment  when 
he  remembered  th  3  ciri.,um9tance,  and  how  much 
worse  than  gout  or  rheumatism  was  the  twinge 
from  a  buliff  s  paw,  howeier  lightly  laid  npon  the 
shoulder  but  John  Dory  still  eleamcd  to  his  fancy 
in  the  distaDce,  marsballmg  him  the  way  that  he 
should  go,  as  whilom  the  visionary  dagger  led  Mac- 
beth to  the  king's  bed-room.  On  it  beckoned  him, 
and  on  he  went,  as  if  writs  had  been  only  innocent 
bits  of  parchment,  with  no  more  harm  in  them  than 
so  many  strips  for  tailors'  measures. 

In  this  desperate  mood,  he  entered  the  domicll  of 
the  redoubted  fashioner,  and  though  at  the  first 
glimpse  of  his  visitant  a  dark  cloud  passed  over  the 
hmichback's  face,  yet  this  was  transitory  as  an 
April  shower,  and  like  that  was  succeeded  by  a  fair 
sunshine, 

"I  have  not  come  to  pay  you,"  sdd  Matthew, 
deeming  it  wisest  to  anticipate  the  attack  that  he 
knew  else  awaited  him, — "I  have  not,  indeed." 

"I  did  not  suppose  you  had,"  answered  the 
hunchback,  in  a  mild  voice.  "  It's  rather  the  old 
suit  for  a  new  suit,  I  should  im^ine."  And  the 
little  man  chuckled  as  gently  at  his  own  facetious- 
ness,  as  if  he  were  half  ashamed  of  doing  any  thing 
80  much  out  of  character. 

Matthew  of  course  laughed,  and  in  a  much  louder 
key,  as  in  prudence  bound ;  but  the  nest  moment, 
putting  on  a  demure  face,  he  gravely  said,  "No,  no. 
Master  Gillies;  henceforth  I  intend  incurring  no 
fresh  bills  till  I  have  p^d  off  what  I  already  owe." 

"A  very  virtuous  resolution,"  said  the  hunch- 
back, with  a  smile.  What  that  smile  meant,  it  was 
no  easy  matter  to  divine ;  but  it  made  Matthew  feel 
any  (hing  rather  than  comfortable. 

"I  have  only  called,"  ho  said,  "that  jou  might 
seelhave  not  forgotten  you,  nor  the  little  onset- 
tied  account  between  us." 


Again  the  hunchback  gave  one  of  his  inexplicable 
leers,  and  his  voice  lost  none  of  its  wonted  gentle- 
ness, as  he  repiied,  "  Well,  that  ifoei  sjiow  an  hon- 
est mind ;  there's  at  least  the  intention  to  pay — 
when  you  can." 

"Of  course,  of  course,"  sud  Matthew,  hastily. 

"And  DOW  you  are  here,"  said  the  hunchback, 
"perhaps  you  will  honor  my  poor  house  by  taking 
your  nooning  with  me? — some  cake  and  a  glass  of 
^erry  S" 

"Nay,  that  were  to  spoil  your  dinner;  for  I 
know  you  keep  early  hours,  and  it's  hard  upon  two 
already ;  but,  if  it  does  not  put  you  too  much  out 
of  your  way,  Til  take  a  snack  with  you  when  you 

"  I  shall  be  proud  of  year  company,"  said  the 
tailor.  "Excuse  me,  though,  for  a  few  minutes, 
I  have  some  orders  to  give  the  men  in  the  work- 

"Oh!  don't  let  me  interfere  with  business,"  ei- 
I  claimed  Matthew.     "Do  esaotly  as  if  I  were  not 

To  this  the  hunchback  only  replied  by  one  of  his 
uncomfortable  smiles,  and  edged  off,  something  af- 
ter the  fashion  of  a  crab,  into  his  hack-parlor, 

"Confound  the  little  distordon!"  muttered  Mat- 
thew, as  the  door  closed  upon  his  host;  "I  hardly 
know  what  to  make  of  him  to-day.  Now  if  ho  has 
gone  out  only  to  send  for  one  of  the  city-officers, 
meaning  to  pack  me  off  to  the  Compter,  now  that 
he  has  me  in  the  rat-trap?  Oh,  John  Doryl  John 
Dory  t  what  toils,  what  perils  do  I  encounter  for 
thy  sake !" 

This  was  a  wise  suspicion,  all  things  considered, 
and  it  was  not  a  little  strengthened  when,  through 
the  shop-window,  he  saw  one  of  the  hunchback's 
myrmidons  hurrying  along  like  one  who  is  bound 
on  a  business  that  requires  no  ordinary  despatch. 

After  such  a  hint,  it  would  have  been  no  very 
prudent  measure  to  have  trusted  impliciily  to  hia 
host's  smiles :  out,  therefore,  he  darted,  and  fol- 
lowed, though  not  too  closely,  the  steps  of  the  fly- 
ing tailor,  tiU  he  saw  him  enter  a  house  with  grated 
windows,  and  a  huge  brass  plate  affixed.  On  the 
latter,  even  at  that  distance,  he  could  plainly  read, 
"Thomas  Fangs,  OtBcer  to  the  Sheriffs  of  London 
and  Middlesex," — a  proof  that  even  in  those  days 
baiiiffe  had  the  grace  to  be  ashamed  of  their  voca- 
tion, and  so  endeavored  to  cloak  a  foul  office  by  a 
fine  name.  Here  was  "confirmation  Strong  as 
proof  of  holy  writ ;"  and,  as  if  that  were  not 
enough,  the  tfdlor's  man  had  not  been  in  the  house 
more  than  a  minute  when  he  came  out  again  with 
Mr.  Fangs  himself  In  his  best  ,top-bools,  a  dirty, 
bandy-legged  follower  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this 
respectable  party.  Off  flew  Matthew  the  instant 
his  eye  caught  them,  up  this  alley  and  down  an- 
other, till  he  was  fairly  brought  to  a  stand,  from 
want  of  breath,  at  a  timber-yard  on  the  rivet  side. 
By  a  sort  of  blind  impulse  he  dashed  into  the  yard, 
and  finding  the  door  of  communication  open  be- 
tween that  and  the  house  adjoining,  he  entered 
without  hesitation,  and  scampered  up  sturs  to  the 
drawing-room,  much  to  the  surprise  of  those  who 
were  sitting  about  the  fire-place  in  expectation  of 
their  dinner. 

"Mr.  Muchmorcl"  cried  the  lady  of  the  mansion. 

"Matthew I"  exclaimed  the  master;  "where,  ui 
the  name  of  wonder,  do  you  come  from  ? — and  why 
in  this  strange  fashion  f  One  would  fancy  you  had 
dropl  down  from  the  clouds  amongst  us, 
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The  sound  of  tlreae  famLLar  voices  ooted  upon 
Matthew  like  cold  water  daahed  into  the  face  of  a 
patient  juat  about  to  go  off  into  a  fit.  Hia  alarm 
at  tailors  and  baili^  passed  away  in  a  minute ;  and 
he  at  once  saw  that  he  had  stumbled,  without  know- 
ing it,  into  the  house  of  an  old  friend, — no  other, 
indeed,  than  John  Gillies,  the  timber-merchant.  It 
would  be  difficult  to  Bay  which  party  looked  the 
most  astonished, — Matthew,  or  mine  host  and  hb 
family ;  but  the  former,  with  whom  bashfulness  was 
at  no  time  a  predominant  fiuling,  soon  recovered 
himself  enough  to  stammer  out  in  excuse,  that, 
wishing  to  cut  a  most  unpleasant  acquiuntance,  he 
had  taken  refuge  in  the  merchant's  dweUing,  Now 
this  ccrtiunly  was  the  truth,  only  it  happened  to  be 
truth  in  disguise,  and  it  passed  muster  very  well 
with  the  frantt-hcarted  man  of  deals,  who  invited 
him,  since  he  was  there,  to  stay  nod  take  pot-luck 
with  the  family. 

"By  the  by,"  he  said,  "we  have  had  an  odd  ac- 
cident to-day,  that  I  was  angrv  enough  about  at 
the  time,  but  which  I  am  not  sorry  for  now  that  I 
find  we  are  to  have  the  pleasure  of  your  company. 
A  fine  John  Dory  was  brought  to  the  house  about 
half  an  hour  ago,  and,  as  it  was  directed  to  Mr. 
Gillies, — some  namesake,  of  mine,  I  suppose, — the 
cook  thought  it  had  been  sent  in  by  me  to  eke  out 
a  short  dinner,  and  without  ikrther  ceremony 
popped  it  into  the  fish-kettle.  It  was  only  from  a 
few  words  dropped  casually  that  I  learned  the  mia- 
take,  and  then  it  was  too  late  to  attempt  rectifying 
it — the  fish  was  nearly  half-boiled ;  so,  although 
somewhat  against  my  conscience,  I  e'en  left  Uaster 
John  where  I  found  him — in  hot  water." 

Here  was  a  pleasant  stroke  of  that  whimdcal 
jade,  fortune — after  having  hunted  John  Dory  all 
the  morning  to  no  purpose,  now  to  stumble  upon 
him  in  a  place  and  at  a  time  when  such  a  thing 
could  bo  least  expected.  The  heart  of  Mat,  there- 
fore, leaped  and  was  glad  within  him  at  the  messen- 
ger's stupidity  in  consigning  the  precious  cargo  to 
a  wrong  port,  and  inl«mally  he  vowed  to  make 
himself  amends  by  many  a  precious  morsel  for  all 
his  previous  disappointments.  But  "Vhomme  pro- 
pose, ei  Dieu  dispose,"  says  the  proverb,  and  so  it 
turned  out  on  the  present  occasion. 

It  was  past  the  usual  dinner-hour,  and  the  tim- 
ber-merchant, having  repeatedly  consulted  his 
watch  at  short  intervals,  and  as  often  received 
from  it  a  renewed  assurance  of  the  lact,  iiegan  to 
be  impatient;  his  wife  smiled  more  and  more  lan- 
goliUy  in  answer  to  his  increaang  complaints  of  the 
cook's  want  of  punctuality ;  the  young  ladies  looked 
pale  and  dull  from  fasting;  and  when  neiuly  half 
an  hour  had  thus  elapsed,  and  still  no  call  came  to 
dinner,  evan  Matthew's  previous  hilarity  and  tri- 
umph gave  way  to  certain  unpleasant  misgivings, 
though  he,  too,  was  silent,  hiding  in  his  bosom,  as 
whilom  did  the  Spartan  boy,  the  foe  that  was  de- 

At  length,  instead  of  dinner,  two  strangers  were 
announced,  the  one  a  httle,  thin,  dapper  coicomb, 
in  a  sky-btue  coat,  and  the  other  a  tail,  broad- 
shouldered  varlet,  with  legs  and  arms  conformable, 
and  a  bull-neck,  admirably  calculated  for  the  sup- 
port of  the  huge  head  that  rested  on  it. 

"  That's  Mr.  Muohmore,"  cried  the  sky-blue  indi- 
Tidual,  pointing  to  our  friend  Matthew. 

"Then  you  must  come  with  me,"  said  the  more 
ragged  personage,  stepping  forward. 

"Hot  so,  Wend,"  replied  the  merchant.     "Til 


be  his  bail,  and  I  hardly  think  you'll  venture  to  re- 

"Baii!"  said  the  man,  with  a  sardonic  grin;  "it's 
much  you  know  of  these  matters.  Why,  it  ain't 
bailable, — not  in  no  court." 

"Not  bailable  I"  cried  the  merchant.  "I  never 
heard  of  such  a  thing!" 

"  Ton  hear  it  now,  then,"  said  the  man,  "  and  it's 
I  that  tells  you — John  Holdfast ;  so  mind,  old  gen- 
tleman, you  remember  it  another  time." 

Before  the  merchant  could  dehver  himself  of  the 
angry  reply  that  was  at  his  tongue's  end,  Mr.  Bree- 
don — for  it  was  no  other  than  that  worthy — grace- 
fully stepped  forward,  and,  with  as  much  joy  in  his 
face  as  if  he  were  communicating  the  pleasantest 
news  imaginable,  informed  him  that  his  friend  was 
not  arrested  for  debt,  bat  apprehended  on  a  charge 
of  high  treason. 


(t  be  s< 

"  That  'ere's  no  consarn  of  mine,"  cried  the  Bow 
Street  myrmidon.  "Make  the  Old  Bailey  jury  be- 
lieve as  much,  and  it  may  save  you  a  ride  to  Ty- 

"  Are  you  sure  that  this  gentleman  is  the  person 
intended  in  your  warrant  f"  asked  tiie  merchant, 
quite  satisfied  that  his  fat  friend  was  the  last  person 
in  the  world  to  mix  himself  up  in  any  thing  of  the 

"You're  precious  hard  of  belief,"  replied  the 
man,  with  a  sneer.  "Kead  the  warrant  your- 
self." 

The  merchant  took  the  sealed  parchment,  and 

ty  being  any  thing  but  lessened  by  the  perusal.  At 
length  he  said,  "The  warrant  bears  your  name, 
sure  enough.  I  should  not  wonder  if  some  inform- 
ing scoundrel  has  been  trumping  up  this  ridiculous 
charge,  in  the  hope  of  somehow  or  other  making 
money  of  you.  There  is  no  help  for  it,  1  fear, 
continued  the  merchant.  "You  must  needs  go, 
and  I  will  go  with  you  to  See  that  you  have  fair 
play  in  this  matter." 

For  the  first  time,  in  the  whole  course  of  that 
eventful  day,  was  Matthew  false  to  the  memory  of 
John  Dory. 

The  magistrate,  into  whose  awful  presence  Mat- 
thew was  now  led,  or  rather  dragged,  was  devoted, 
as  becomes  n  worshipful  Ian-dispenser,  soul  and 
body  to  the  powers  that  be.  Short  work  was  made 
with  Matthew.  He  was  fully  committed  to  New- 
gate to  take  his  trial,  with  a  very  fair  chance  of  be- 
ing hanged,  unless  some  Deas  ei:  maehtTid  descend- 
ed, in  tfts  the  fifth  and  last  act,  to  save  him  from 
the  gallows. 

The  hours  passed  sadly  enough  with  the  unlucky 
prisoner ;  conlilsed  visions  of  rope,  and  John  Dory, 
and  bailiffe,  floated  before  his  troubled  brain,  and 
even  his  appetite  failed  him,  though  the  jailor  very 
affectionately  placed  before  him  a  nice  loaf  of  sour 
1,  and  a  large  pitcher  full  to  the  brim  of 
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ipite  of  the  a 
afforded  by  a  bundle  of  somewhat  musty  straw, 
poor  Matthew  could  not  for  a  long  time  compose 
himself  to  sleep ;  and  even  when,  at  a  late  hour,  his 
eyes  at  length  were  closed,  his  dreams  had  just  the 
same  color  as  his  waking  fancies:  they  were  made 
up  of  fish,  haiUffs,  and  hangmen.  In  one  of  them 
he  cut  olf  his  own  head  with  his  own  hands,  and 


,,  Google 


)  ARIADNE. 


997 


held  it  up  to  the  admiFing  multitude,  the  sud  head 
diacouralng  most  feelingly  all  the  time  on  the  wis- 
dom of  eating  apple-sauce  with  fish,  and  stuffing 
gOOBe  with  parsley  and  red-hervings  I 

It  was  now  the  evening  of  the  second  day,  and 
Mat,  from  want  of  his  usual  food  and  sleep,  bad 
grown  more  disconsolate  than  ever,  when  suddenlj 
the  durg«on-door  opened,  and  Sir  Frederick  ap- 
peared, his  finger  on  his  lip  to  intimate  the  oeoesai- 
ty  of  silence,  and  an  expression  of  fear  in  his  face, 
that  effectually  sli0ed  the  joyful  eiclamation  that 
was  rising  to  greet  hia  presence. 

"Briberyl  —  escape! — caution!"  he  whispered 
rapidly,  and  seizing  Matthew's  by  no  means  unwil- 
ling hand,  he  led  him  forth  from  the  dungeon. 

At  last  he  found  himself  whirled  along  the  streets 
in  Sir  Frederick's  own  carriage.  Then,  and  not  till 
then,  did  he  venture  to  ask  how  this  wonderful  es- 
cape iiad  been  contrived.  Sir  Frederick  burst  into 
a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  My  good  fellow,  your  escape  is  all  a  hoai.  I 
heard  from  Breedoo  what  had  happened — indeed, 
to  own  the  truth,  it  was  I  who  set  him  on — and  im- 
mediately I  went  and  explained  all  to  my  friend, 
Sir  Bobert  Waipole,  who  gave  me  an  order  for  your 


discharge.  More  than  that,  he  is  ansious  to  see 
you,  and  has  intiled  you  to  dinner." 

"To  dinner:"  sighed  Matthew,  for  the  thought  of 
Jolin  Dory  rushed  full  upon  his  memory,  now  that 
he  felt  himself  safe,  and  the  tears  came  to  his  eyes. 

Matthew  was  duly  introduced  to  the  minister, 
and  sat  down  to  dinner  with  a  select  party  of  friends 
of  both  seios.  There  was  the  welcome  clatter  of 
plates  and  glasses, — the  delicious  odor  of  soup  from 
the  yet  uncovered  tureen, — then  the  serving-men 
stepped  noiselessly  forward,  and  all  the  covers  were 
simultaneously  removed, — all,  save  one,  and  that 
one  stood  before  Matthew.  A  moment's  pause  fol- 
lowed— every  eye  was  fiied  with  an  odd  eipression 
upon  our  unctuous  friend,  who  actually  gasped  with 
cipectatlon.  His  color  went  and  came  Ske  a  young 
lady  when  first  listening  to  a  lover,  or  like  a  dying 
dolphin,  only  the  simile  is  somewhat  the  worse  for 
wear — the  servant,  at  a  sign  from  his  master,  re- 
moved the  cover — and  what  a  glorious  sight! — it 
was — yes,  it  was  a  John  Dory ! — a  fresh  John  Dory ! 
— a  plump  John  Dory  I — fresher,  plumper  than  that 
for  which  he  had  gone  through  so  many  trials! 
Happy,  happy,  happy  Matthew '. 


THESEUS    AND    AEIADNE 


So  drained  ia  every  aource  of 

musea'apring. 
Us  quite  a  puzzle  now-a-days  t 


BO  low  the 
a,  theme 


Of  modem   damea  and  heroes  fyou  have   b 

enough,  and  so 
I'll  sing  of  one  or  two  who  flourished  many  y 


In  ancient  limes  the  Isle  of  Crete  through  all  the 

world  was  famed, 
And   by  a  mighty  monarch  governed,  who   was 

Minos  named. 
On  Athens  he  made  war,  and  thrash'd  her  army 

and  her  fleet, 
Until  they  wished  with  all  their  hearts  that  he  was 

Mmos  Crete. 


This  monarch  to  a  tno 
A  greater  brute — the  n 


was  alUed  in  some 

r,  mind — no  eye  did 

If  we  may  trust  the  poeta,  be  was  eaUed  the  Sfino- 

taur. 
And,  half  a  man  and  half  a  bull,  was  reckon'd  quite 


A  labyrinth  he  liv'd  in,  as  said  poets  also  say ', 
And  never  fasted  save  when  he  had  nought  where- 

Thifl  labyrinth  was  hard  to  thread,  according  to 

report. 
And  very  like  the  one  no  doubt  you've  seen  at 

Hampton  Court, 


King  Minos,  having  thump'd  his  foea,  politely  did 

desire  'em 
To  day  a  yearly  tribute  to  this  iemi-ho«ttnqw  vi- 

Seven  fine  young  men,  seven  fair  young  maids — 

with  cruel  glee  he  drove  'em — 
To  furnish  for  aa  annual  feast  to    ' ' 

boven! 


But  just  as  the  Athenians  had  begun  in  tact  to 

Young  Tlieseus  nobly  volunteered  to  lead  this  moat 

forlorn  hope; 
The  king's  fair  daughter  saw  him,  and  for  loTe  went 

almost  mad;  nei — 
Ther   had  he   seen    a  beauty  like    the   Princess 


My  caution,  do 
f  cotton  in  your 


She  whisper'd  softly  in  bis 

Be  ruled  by  me,  and  put  this 

pocket; 
'Twill  guide  you  through  the  labyrinth."  The  youth, 

for  fame  who  thirsted, 
Cried,  "  Lady,  by  this  cotton  shall  the  Minotaur  be 

worsted!" 


—  ,  ow'd  eternal  gratitude,  as  people  always  do 
And  first  he  ran  the  labyrinth,  and  neit,  the  a 

ater  through. 
Then  starting  with  his  chert  amU,  like  beau  of  m 

no  one  in  the  labyrinth  but  all  folks  in 
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,    TOU  VE  BEEN   A   VILLAIN. 


Tbey  stopp'd  at  Naios  by  the  woj,  and  ae  he  prom- 
ised marriage, 

The  trusting  fidr  waa  any  thing  but  prudent  in  her 
carriuge. 

Imagine  then  her  horror  vhea  she  found  ntbrealt 

Her  lover  had  levanted,  and  left  her — the  bill  to 
payl 


She  call'd,  she  bawl'd,  she  tore  her  hair — wigs  then 

vere  not  id  fashion, 
Or  other  heada  bad  profited  by  this  poor  ludy's 

passion ; 
When  Bacchus,  whom  to  post  all  night  late  revel 

Slopped  at  that  very  Bunch  of  Grapes  to  breakfast 
and  change  horses. 


To  him  with  many  a  sigh  she  told  her  situation 

strange. 
And   down  be  threw  a  five-povind  note,   erying 

"  Never  mind  the  change. 
Come,  dry  your  eyea,  I  whining  hate,  though  god 


She  jump'd  at  such  an  offer,  and  his  priesleas  s< 

And  long  with  him  she  drove  a  roaring  wine  i 

spirit  trade; 
And  thus  by  her  eiample  'lis — at  least,  so  Tve  bi 


OH,    LOVE,    YOCTE    BEEN    A   VILLAIN. 


LoTBRB  who  are  young,  indeed,  and  wish  to  know 

the  sort  of  Ufe 
That  in  this  world  you're  like  to  lead,  ere  you  can 

say  you've  caught  a  wife ; 
Listen  to  the  lay  of  one  who's  had  with  Cupid  much 

to  do. 
And  love-Mck  once,  is  love-sick  still,  but  in  another 

point  of  view. 
Woman,  thou"h  so  kind  she  seems,  will  take  your 

heart,  and  tantalise  it — 
Were  it  made  of  Portland  stone,  she'd  manage  to 
McAdamize  it. 

Dairy-maid  or  duchess 
Keep  it  from  her  clutches. 
If  you'd  ever  wish  to  know  a  quiet  moment  more. 
Wooing,  cooing, 
Seming,  scheming. 
Smiling,  wiling. 
Pleasing,  tcazing, 
Taking,  breaking. 
Clutching,  touching. 
Bosoms  to  the  core. 
Oh,  love,  you've  been  a  villain  since  the  days  of 

Troy  and  Helen, 
When  you  caused  the  fall  of  Paris,  and  of  very 


Sighing  like  a  furnace,  in  the  hope  that  you  may 

win  her  still, 
And  losing  health  and  appetite,  and  growing  thin 

and  thinner  still; 
Walking  in  the  wet  before  her  window  or  her  door 

o'  nights, 
Ajid  catching  nothing  but  a  cold,  with  waiting 

there  a  score  o'  nights. 
Spoiling  paper  by  the  ream,  with  rhymes  devoid  of 


As  silly  and  insipid  as  a  goose  without  the  S' 


Hunning  bills  with  tailors. 
Locking  up  by  jailers, 
Bread  and  water  diet  then  your 
Sighing,  dying. 
Losing,  musing. 
Walking,  stalking, 
Hatching,  catching. 
Spoiling,  toiling. 
Rhyming,  chiming. 
Running  up  a  score. 

Oh,  Love,  you've  been  a  villain,  tunc 
Troy  and  Helen, 

When  you  caused  the  fall  of  Paris, 


Finding  ail  you've  suffered  has  but  been  the  sport 

of  Jilting  jades, 
And  calUng  out  your  rival  in  the  style  of  all  true 

tilling  blailea. 
Feeling,  ere  you've  breakfasted,  a  bullet  through 

your  body  pass. 
And  cursing,   then,   your  cruel  ikte,   and   looking 


tayourtu 


y  like  an  ass. 
Popped  into  a  cofBn,  just  as  dead  as 

of  life; 

Paragraphed  in  papers,  too,  as  "  cat  off  in  the 
prime  of  life." 

When  the  earth  you're  under 
Just  a  nine  days'  wonder. 
And  the  world  jogs  on  again,  eiactly  as  before. 
Jilting,  dlting. 
Calling,  falling. 
Swearing,  tearing. 
Lying,  dying. 

Cenotaplicd  and  paragraphed, 

And  reckoned  quite  a  bore. 

Oh,  Love,  you've  been  a  villain  since  the  days  of 

Troy  and  Helen, 
When  you  caused  the  fell  of  Paris,  and  of  very 
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THE  BOAT  E4CE. 


THE  BOAT  RACE. 


"  EOBEBT  Bubal,  Esq..  Rustic  Grange.  Rutlsndshlr?. 
"Deah  Bob,— I  am  very  aeedy,  and  ratiier  stiff; 
nevertbeleas  I  cannot  resist  the  inclination  I  feel  to 
trj  to  relieve  the  entmi  under  wLicli  jou  must  be 
laboring  in  the  country.  The  idea  of  being  boied 
up  wilh  jour  old  governess  at  the  Grange ! — doing 
penaneo  on  barley-water  and  boiled  chicken — no 
beer,  no  wine,  no  nothing — -in  submission  to  the 
orders  of  your  medical,  ia  rather  a  nuisance  I  cal- 
culate ■  but  it's  all  your  own  fe.ult,  you  will  be  so 
deviUah  fast  there's  no  stopping  you,  until  you  lun 
your  head  agwnst  some  wall  or  other,  and  get 
pulled  up  all  of  a  heap — just  as  if  you  could 
have  kept  quiet  for  one  week,  and  pulled  in 
boat,  instead  of  larking  off  to  Witney  after  Poll 
Stitch,  the  little  ugly  milliner's  girl,  and  depriving 
TLB  of  ihe  best  No.  1  that  ever  turned  oar  in  ro'llock, 
thereby  losing  your  laurel  crown  (though  one  of 
piirshy  would  be  more  congenial  now  with  youi 
chicken);  for,  to  ease  your  doubts  at  once,  Osfbrd 
won  by  a  hundred  yards  at  least ;  but  I  must 
a  account  of  the  whole  thing,  it  was  ret 


■  Ici 


iteUy. 


"We  found  no  little  difficulty  in  getting 

to  supply  your  place,  but  at  last  obtained  a 

man,  full  of  bona  and  beer;  which  last  substance 
Ave  succeeded  in  abstracting  by  a  severe  course 
siidorfSoa  and  salts,  under  the  advice  and  inspect! 
of  Stephen  Dair,  who  got  him  into  wind,  by  making 
him  pull  bebind  him,  in  a  two-oar,  down  to  Ifflej 
and  back,  every  other  hour  every  day,  aa  soon  as 
he  con^dered  him  medicinally  safe  for  a  start ;  giv- 
ing him  two  sour  plums,  and  a  glass  of  acid  Chablis 
between  the  heats,  to  keep  his  pluck  up.  He  pulis 
stronger  than  you,  old  fellow,  and  that's  saying  a 
good  de(d  for  him;  but,  as  Stephen  says,  'rolls 
about  in  the  boat  hke  a  barrel  of  beer  in  &iuashj 
and  Washy's  dray ; ' — that  will  soon  be  rectified, 

"The  crew  started  two  days  before  the  race,  and 
pulled  gently  down  to  Henley,  merely  trying  a  spirt 
now  and  then  to  prove  their  wind,  when  they  came 
to  a  fine  reach,  and  arrived  at  the  Hart  in  splen- 
did condition — their  hands  as  hard  as  horn  and 
without  a  blister,  owing  lo  Stephen's  training  and 


Not  a 


among  them,  even  in  the  Welshman ;  but  skin  clear, 
and  well  str^ued  over  the  starting  muscles,  with 
eyes  as  'bright  as  bricks,'  as  Lonl  Nincompoop 
very  ably  remarked ;  he's  always  great  at  a  simile. 
Stephen  ordered  the  beelsteaks,  and  presided  over 
the  cookmg  of  them,  to  insure  their  being  properly 
not  cooked  ;  that  is,  merely  just  shown  the  fire  to 
produce  sufficient  perfume  and  outside  coloring  to 
convince  the  consumers  they  were  not  performing 
an  act  of  cannibalbm.  To  wash  down  this  mor^eau 
each  man  was  allowed  half  a  pint  of  porter,  and 
four  glasses  of  port  wine,  and  then  Stephen  under- 
took '  the  character  of  chambermaid  for  that  night 
only,'  and  saw  every  man  safe  in  bed ;  an  example 
he  followed  himscli;  after  putting  on  his  usual 
nightcap  —  fourteen  glasses  of  cold  without,  and 
twenty-eight  cigars— judiciously  observing  aa  he 
bit  one  end  of  the  last,  and  missed  the  candle  with 
the  other,  in  endeavoring  to  light  it,  '  I'ni  not  a  go- 
0  pull  nor  steer,  and  it's  very  hard  if  I  can't 


have  a  little  rational 


"It  was  an  understood  thing  throughout  the  uni- 
versity that  any  man,  who  chose,  might  go  to  Hen. 
ley,  provided  he  asked  leave  of  the  Dean  of  his 
college,  was  bock  before  twelve  o'clock,  and  did  not 
go  in  a  tandem,  which  was  very  rigidly  and  very  pro- 
perly forbidden.  Our  Dean,  you  know,  is  a  regular 
trump,  and  though  he  keeps  Ms  teams  to  thdr  work 
— never  double  thongs  tiiem  unnecessarily,  and  is 
always  ready  to  grant  all  reasoiable  indulgences. 
Dpou  the  present  occasion  he  showed  his  usnal  judg- 
ment and  kindnessjby  bargaining  with  Costar  and  the 
other  proprietors,  for  two  coaches  to  carry  all  the 
men  who  wished  to  go,  to  Henley  and  back,  at  a 
certain  moderate  sura ;  thereby  ensuring  comfort 
and  economy  too.  I  got  leave  togo  in  Kickum's 
trap,  with  three  other  men — Dick  Downe,  who  was 
to  be  wagoner,  and  wanted  to  use  the  long  reins ; 
but  the  Dean  would  not  hear  of  it,  though  Dick 
brought  up  fifteen  of  hia  most  intimate  friends — 
presiding  geniuses  of  the  'Tivy,'  'Tally-ho,'  and 
other  crack  coaches,  to  certify  to  his  proficiency  in 
handling  the  ribbons;  and  could  have  produced 
their  wives  and  families  to  strengthen  his  case,  if  re- 
quisite, for  Dick  is  too  fond  of  all  connected  with 
coaching  to  limit  bis  attentions  to  the  male  branch- 
es of  the  profesMon.  It  was  no  go — so  we  had  a 
pair,  and  a  p^r  of  good  ones — Woodpecker,  that 
kicked  Sam  Strapper's  leg  in  two,  and  old  Peter 
that  bit  a  piece  out  of  Will  Wisp's  breeches. 

"Our  two  friends,  who  rode  behind,  were  Solo- 
mon, the  son  of  Sir  Solomon  Stingo,  the  great  Lon- 
don porter  brewer,  who  is  generally  known  by  the 
sobrignet  of  the  Knight  of  Malta,  and  Tim  Tripes, 
a  fresh  importation  frora  Charterhouse ;  and,  of 
course,  a  good  judge  of  London  entire. 

"Now,  I  confess  to  a  little  malice  in  our  motives 
for  picking  out  these  two  men,  we  made  sure  of  a 
good  rise  or  two  out  of  them  during  the  day.  Solo- 
mon is  a  great  ass,  very  rich  and  very  stingy ;  but 
he  consented  to  pay  pipes  all  the  way,  provided  ha 
was  allowed  to  play  a  tune  on  a  tin  trumpet  in 
every  village  we  passed  through,  and  to  announce 
our  approach  to  the  various  pikemen.  He  can't 
bear  the  slightest  allusion  to  malt  in  any  shape — 
small-beer,  table-ale,  XS,  or  stout,  and  would  not 
be  seen  with  a  pewter  in  his  hand,  to  get  his  gover- 
nor a  baronetcy.  I  knew  from  Tripe's  talents  in 
that  line,  he  would  insist  on  pulling  up  at  every 
public  on  the  road,  to  '  wash  the  dust  out  of  his 
mouth,'  and  thereby  drive  the  brewer's  boy  into 
hysterics  or  convulsions.     Rise  No.  1. 

"  You  don't  know  Solomon,  so  111  just  give  you 

idea  of  him.    Did  you  ever  see  a  troop  of  yeo- 

,nry  pracdsing  what  is  called  pnsl  exercise  ;  that 

,  learning  to  out  off  human  heads  by  chopping 

with  their  swords  at  a  lump  of  wood  like  a  barber's 

blocb  stuck  on  a  barber's  pole?  becanse  that  same 

with  the  block  on  it  will  ^ve  you  no  i>ad  no- 

of  Solomon's  head  and  neck — shoulders  he  has 

! ;  but  to  compensate  for  the  deficiency  of  his 

upper  build,  he  displays  what  the  sailors  call  a  re- 

■kable  breadth  of  beam  amidships,  and  his  legs 

appear  as  if  he  had  obtained  a  grace  of  the  house, 

dispensation  from  the  vice-chancellor  to  wear 

calf  downwards.     His  face  seems  as  if  it  had 

been  badly  cut  out  of  a  frosty  savoy,  and  thatched 
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■"^  ferret-eyes,  and  a  moutb  evi- 
dently designed  to  dis- 
pose of  asparagus  by 
the  bundle.  His  dress 
in  the  worst  possible 
outri  taste  of  a  Regent 
Street  Sunday  buck, 
with  gold  pins,  rings, 
and  ehaina,  as  osten- 
tatiously displayed  on 
all  parta  of  his  person 
as  if  he  were  training 
for  bagman  to  a  Brutn- 
magem  jeweller.  To 
crown  all,  on  bis  nasty 
soapy  red  hair,  he 
wears  a  white  beaver 
tastily  turned  up  with 
green  eaTcs.  He  is  no 
beauty,  you'll  allow. 

"  Tim  Tripes,  yon 
know,  as  the  tiest  bow- 
little  thick  set  fellow 
with  splendid  shoul- 
ders and  deltoids  well 
developed,  f\ill  of  pluck 
and  sdence — not  Aris- 
totle's, but  Mr.  Jack- 
i  running  a  little  too  much  to  middle  from  con- 
tional  unwillingness  Co  let  go  a  quart  of  porter 
before  he  has  seen  tbe  bottom  of  it ;  a  trick  ac- 
quired from  tibbingout  down  the  lane,  i.  e..  Char- 
terhouse lane,  to  the  Red  Cow ;  tbe  landlord  of 
which  noted  public,  generally  a  retired  figbting 
man,  looked  with  sovereign  contempt  on  every  man 
and  boy  who  '  couldn't  swallow  a  kevart  hoff  at 

"  Aa  I  knew  the  little  town  of  Henley  would  be 
full  to  oversowing,  I  look  the  precaution  of  writing 
to  an  old  college  friend  to  secure  stables  or  stalls 
for  the  prads.  In  reply  he  told  me  he  had  succeed- 
ed in  doing  so,  at  the  Bell  or  the  Bull,  but  from  the 
horrid  nature  of  his  scrawl,  resembling  Egyptian 
hieroglyphics,  Sanscrit,  and  Arabic  characters,  I 
could  not  tell  which,  so  I  left  It  to  chance,  or  Prov- 
idence— which  Bonie  of  our  senators  consider  tbe 

"  Just  before  we  set  off,  I  saw  Solomon's  tiger 
busily  employed  in  wiping  the  moisture  off  his  fore- 
head (with  the  wash-leather  intended  for  polishing 
bis  master's  wineglasses),  caused,  it  appeared,  from 
over  exertion  in  trying  to  cram  a  large  hampei 
under  the  trap,  which  ^lomon  kindly  informed  us, 
with  as  knowing  a  look  as  his  ferrety  eyes  could 
convey,  contained  sii  hottles  of  gooseberry  cham- 
pagne, two  of  British  brandy,  and  a  large  rook-pie, 
with  bottled  porter  to  match  ;  'for  you  know,'  said 
he,  'they  impose  dreadful  at  inns,  at  public  t' 
and  we  can  slip  out  the  back  way,  sit  dowr 
field,  and  have  a  good  dinner  cheap,  six  bottles  of 
sham  champagne — it's  very  good,  though — ti 
shillings; — two  of  brandy — best  British  —  i 
— that's  a  guinea.'  (Making  use  of  his  fingero  lur 
ready  reckoners.)  'The  rooks  I  shot  at  Nuneham 
a  week  ago,  and  got  Mother  Priggins  to  put  a  cover 
over  them,  in  eschange  for  an  old  waistcoat — so 
that  don't  count.  My  governor  stands  porter — we 
can  beg  a  bit  of  salt,  and  buy  a  twopenny  buswr 
at  a  baker's  shop.  Now,  if  we  had  dined  at  the  inn, 
we  should  have  had  to  pay  a  guinea  a-piece,  instead 
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of  the  same  sum  between  four  of  us— for  I  don't 
to  stand  treat  except  for  the  crow-tart  and 
porter.' 

"We  did  not  oppose  the  stingy  dog's  whim  then, 
but  got  all  our  rattletraps  into  the  phealon,  as 
Kickum's  ostler  (not  to  vary  from  his  kind)  called 
,  and  started  as  soon  as  Woodpecker  and  Old 
Peter  had  done  kicking  and  biting.  They  went  off 
iwy  at  first,  tieing  groggy  from  overfast  work ; 
as  Kickum  predicted,  'as  soon  as  they  got 
m,  and  the  Jint  He  began  to  act,'  away  they 
it,  about  twelve  miles  an  hour,  thus  illustrating 
Virgil's  '  vires  acguMl  eando.'  We  got  along  well 
till  we  came  to  the  Harcourt  Arms,  at  Nuneham. 
Solomon  pulled  out  his  tin  trumpet,  and  had  just 
commenced  toot-toot-tooing,  to  the  evident  risk  of 
blowing  his  front  teeth  oat,  when  Tripes  bawled 
out,  'Wo-ho!' — ft  sound  Woodpecker  and  Old  Peter 
willingly  obeyed,  in  spite  of  Dick's  persuasions 
lashingly  applied.  'I  say,  old  fellows,  you  don't 
think  I'm  going  to  pass  the  best  glass  of  ale  on  the 
road?  Hillol  Mother  Bung!  bring  out  four  quarts 
of  the  best,  in  the  pewters  I  What's  one  a-piece  to 
begin  with  T  I  turned  round  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
Solomon's  savoy — he  was  looking  i£ggers  at  Tripes, 
and  holding  the  tin  trumpet  up  in  the  air,  hke  Mr. 
Harper  preparing  for  a  flourish,  indicating  a  hostile 
descent  on  the  head  of  his  enemy— but  Tim  doubled 
his  palm,  which  was  ready  extended  for  the  malt, 
and  merely  observed,  'Ifyoa  do,'  when  the  arm 
dropped  listlessly  by  his  side,  and  'the  musie'  into 
the  road,  where  it  performed  a  peculiar  deacripUon 
of  pirouette,  for  two  minutes,  in  the  dust,  to  Solo- 
mon's horror — as  he  had  to  give  a  quart  of  beer  to 
the  blacksmith's  man  for  wiping  it  with  his  dirty 

"'Here's  to  you,  Mr.  Musician,'  cried  Tripes; 
'come,  sink  your  family  failing  for  once,  and  taste 
the  tap— won't  you  ?— Then  I'll  do  it  for  you.'  The 
hand  and  head  went  gradually  and  beautifully 
back  together,  until  the  initials  of  Mary  Thompson 
were  visible  at  the  bottom  of  the  cup,  and  he  found 
breath  to  sav,  '  All  right,  Dick  I  the  gentleman  with 
red  hair  will  pay  you  aa  wo  come  back,  Mother 
Bung;  by!  by  1' 

.  "Solomon  swore  it  was  a  shame,  and  said  be'd 
be  blowed  if  be  would — and  sidked  and  grumbled 
to  Dorchester,  where  his  conceit  of  his  musical  abil- 
ities got  the  better  of  his  temper,  and  he  blew  his 
tin  vociferously,  till  the  White  Hart  appeared  in 
view,  when  Tripes  again  cried  'Wo-ho!  capital 
porter  here.  Landlord!  four  pints  best  stout.'  It 
was  only  three  miles  from  our  Ust  pull  up,  so  we 
positively  declined.  But  Tripes  insisted  on  hit  al- 
lowance, taking  especial  care,  in  handing  it  into  the 
tap,  to  drop  a  teacupfuU  over  Solomon's  new  white 
kerseymeres,  and  drank  it  leisurely,  to  enjoy,  with 
one  eye,  the  spiteful  look  of  vindictive  ness  depict- 
ed on  his  victun's  face,  as  he  carefully  removed  the 
'stain  upon  his  honor'  with  a  refulgent  red  pooket- 
handkerchiet;  till  Tripes  cried  out,  'All  right,  the 
gentleman  in  beery  breecbea  will  pay  as  we  eome 

"About  ft  mile  further  is  a  little  place  called  Shil- 
lingford,  with  two  road-side  houses  just  opposite 
each  other,  where  Tripes  wanted  to  stop  again,  to 
see  whether  a  proper  sense  of  competition  had  stim- 
ulated the  respective  landlords  to  brew  something 
a  little  better  than  common,  but  his  usual  'Wo-hol' 
would  not  bave  succeeded,  for  Dick  was  awake  to 
his  plans  by  this  time,  and  was  cutting  into  Wood- 
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pecker  and  Old  Peter  unmeccifully,  had  not  the  watL . 
troughs  on  either  ade  of  the  road  proved  aa  tempt- 
ing to  the  nags,  as  the  words  '  real  home  brewed.' 
did  to  Tripea.  There  we  were  I  Woodpecker,  who 
was  on  the  near  aide,  making  for  the  left-hand  trough, 
and  OM  Peter  doggedly  determined  to  reach  the 
other  on  the  right—each  horse  being  ably  aa^gted  in 
his  struggles  by  the  ostler  and  landlord  of  the  house 
for  which  he  was  Bhowlng  so  decided  a  preference, 
when  the  landladiafl  endeavored  to' seduce  the  gen- 
tlemen on  their  sides.  Dick  dropped  hia  whip  in 
despair,  singing  'How  happj  could  I  be  with 
cither!'  and  the  'war  of  words'  between  the  adhe- 
rents of  the  centre  gauehe  and  the  centre  drotle,  was 
at  length  allajed  bj  Tripes  calling  oat  'A  plague  on 
both  your  houaea — Mrs.  left-hand  house !  bring  two 
quarta  of  your  best !  Mrs.  right-hand,  ditto  I  dit- 
Ui'. — Left-hand  ostler! — right  hand  dittol — the 
gentleman  in  the  harmonic  line  will  give  you  six- 
pence a-[rioce,  to  bring  each  of  those  horses  a  pot 
of  beer,  and  if  they  won't  drink  it,  you  can  do  it 
for  them,  and  favor  them  with  a  bucket  of  water 
in  exchange.'  Solomon's  demurrer  waji  useless — 
we  all  Bwore  we  had  no  money,  ao  he  paid  for  all, 
taking  his  change  to  the  uttermost  farthing,  and 
gvumbling  '  Ilere's  a  pretty  go — Pm  to  stand  Sam 
all  day  I' 

"  We  got  off  again  as  quickly  as  we  could,  for 
fear  we  should  be  involved  in  a  diseuBsion  with 
Tripes  and  the  opposition  landlords,  as  to  which 
was  the  beat  brewer;  a  question  ho  would  not  have 
ventured  to  decide  without  critically  investigating 
the  contents  of  every  barrel  in  their  cellars.  How- 
ever, he  seemed  willing  to  move  on,  as  he  knew 
that  Benson  was  Only  a  mile  and  a  half  further,  and 
that  we  meant  to  stop  and  feed  ourselves  and  the 
prads  at  the  White  Hart. 

"As  ill-luck  would  have  it,  just  as  we  turned 
into  the  gateway  of  that  inn  in  good  atyle,  Solomon 
melodioualy  saluting  the  house  with  evident  aelf- 
satisfaction,  and  anticipating  the  praiaca  of  'the 
boya,'  the  Alert  was  atanding  there,  with  the  horses 
put  to,  and  Black  Will  in  the  act  of  mountmg  the 
boi  with  the  reins  and  whip  in  his  olT-hand.  Wheth- 
er his  team  had  no  'music  in  their  souls,'  or  were 
anxious,  and  bad  a  horror  of  horna,  I  can't  aay: 
but  they  all  four  began  dancing  out  of  tune  and  the 
yard,  before  Will  had  gained  the  box,  whence  he 
'  came  down  with  a  run,'  as  the  Jack  tara  say,  and 
wag  dragged  some  little  diatanee  by  the  reins  be- 
fore the  horses  could  be  stopped. 

"Now  those  who  know  the  'Black  Prince,' &s 
Mr.  Bowera  was  called  when  he  worked  on  that 
coach  (though  one  wag  was  wicked  enough  to  sug- 
gest that  the  title  was  acquired  from  his  having 
been  seen  at  a  battle  of  A-jin-court),  must  be  well 
aware  that  his  eiceaaive  politeness  would  be  rather 
tried  by  so  unpleasant  an  ejectment  from  '  his  seat.' 
He  rose  gracefully^ave  the  reins  aQd  whip  to  the 
horsekeeper — made  signs  to  boots  to  rub  him  down, 
and  then  walked  deliberately  up  to  poor  Solomon, 
who  had  been  viewing  these  proceedings  with  feel- 
ings verging  on  Insanity ;  and  touching  his  hat  with 
his  usual  urbanity,  and  putting  his  heavy  foot  on 
the  horn,  and  crushing  it  flat,  sdd,  'Jim  S[ 


nthat 


ebu- 


gle,   perch  yourself  sot  .    ..    .    

there  a'n't  no  horses  nor  basses  to  hear  you.'  Then 
turning  round  to  Dick,  who  was  looking  deprecat- 
ingly,  and  shaking  him  by  the  hand  much  more  af- 
fectionately than  his  own  father  would  or  could 
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have  done,  whispered  loudly  enough  for  the  whole 
assembly  to  hear,  'Dick!  I  thought  as  how  you 
was  too  far  advanced  to  put  such  an  hass  as  that 
into  a  guard's  place! — Why,  his  wecry  looks  'ud 
ruin  the  best  consum  on  the  road.'  Dick  made  an 
humble  apology,  and  an  offer  of  a  libation,  which 
Will  accepted,  in  the  shape  of  two  glasses  of  cold 
brandy-an^-water,  concentrated  into  one,  and  then 
mounted  his  box  and  drove  off  for  Henley,  with  his 
fourteen  outside  and  six  in — the  supernumeraries 
being  shouldered,  in  course !' 

"Solomon  was  loo  deeply  engaged  intrying(for- 
tunately  without  success — men  being  at  a  premium 
in  Benson)  to  procnre  a  new  musical  instrument,  to 
join  us  m  a  quiet  kidney  and  a  glass  of  Curajoa, 
though  we  made  him  pay,  under  the  former  suc- 
cessful plea  of  having  no  tin  like  himself,  and  a 
threat  of  Shrub's,  suggested  by  ourselves,  that  he 
would  detain  him,  and  have  him  up  before  a  beak, 
if  he  did  not.  Dick  was  ao  anxious  to  overtake  the 
Alert,  and  beat  his  dark  friend  into  Henley,  that 
poor  Woodpecker  and  Old  Peter  were  forced  to 
kick  and  bite  in  evident  disgust  at  being  put-to  be- 
fore they  had  property  digested  their  provender. 

"  Talking  of  provender,  I  must  tell  you  a  story : 
A  juvenile  commercial,  out  on  hia  first  journey, 
arrived  at  the  inn  to  which  he  had  been  recommend- 
ed by  his  predecessor,  and  to  come  it  double  strong, 
disdained  to  use  the  language  of  other  men,  telling 
the  ostler  to  '  provender  his  quadruped  while  he  dis- 
cussed his  chop.' 

"Mr.  Rub'emdown  not  knowing  the  precise  mter- 
pretation  of  this  oracular  order,  mentioned  it  to  an 
old  traveller  in  the  Manchester  line,  who  wickedly 
interpreted  it  to  mean,  'crop  his  mane  and  ears 
close,  and  cut  his  tail  down  to  a  short  dock,'  which 
was  accordingly  done,  much  to  the  ostler's  satisfac- 
tion, under  the  full  andolpation  of  a  double  fee  for 
despatch. 


"  When  the  gentleman  ordered  his  gie,  and  hav- 
ing paid  his  score  was  about  to  mount,  he  swore  in 
3,  most  indecent  manner,  that  '  that  'orse  was  not 
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,  but  another  n 


a;'  nor  would  he  be  . . 
,    mtil  Kub'emdown  fetched 
the  stray  attribules  and  replaced  tliem  as  well  as  he 
could,  making  his  Identity  undeniable.    I  need  not 
say  he  never  showed  at  tbe  same  bouse  again. 

"  We  got  over  the  neit  five  miles  nitliout  a  check, 
although  it  ia  all  against  collar ;  and  Dick  jock- 
eyed Tripes  at  Nettlebed,  by  jerking  hia  elbow  vio- 
lently Bgaiuat  his  mouth,  juat  as  we  got  to  the  Red 
Lion,  thereby  preyenting  the  usual  'Wo-hol'  and 
by  tipping  Woodpecker  and  Peter  a  'short  Tom- 
my,' s.  e.,  Blicking  an  enormous  large  shirt-pin,  in 
the  shape  of  a  coach-pole  and  sirfinter-bars,  into 
their  quarters,  which  engaged  their  attention  too 
much  to  allow  them  to  see  the  water-trough  by  the 
road-side,  we  got  close  op  to  the  Alert  j'uel  at  the 
commencement  of  the  fair-mile,  where  Dick  began 
to  make  play  to  pass  Will ;  but  the  old  stager  was 
too  deep  for  him,  and  commenced  Ihe  Jostling  sys- 
tem, which  so  amazed  our  charioteer,  that  seeing 
what  be  conceived  a  good  opening  to  turn  out  on 
the  turf;  and  give  Will  the  go-by,  he  tried  it  on, 
And  upset  us  very  easily,  but  ludicrously,  into  a  d- 
deiiani  gravel-pit,  to  the  great  amu^ment  of  every 
one  but  ourselves.  However,  the  only  harm  done, 
was  from  a  violent  kick  of  Woodpecker's  judicious- 
ly administered  on  Solomon's  centre  of  gravity, 
and  the  ingratitudo  of  Old  Peter,  who  bit  a  jdece 
out  of  Tripe's  coat-tidl,  as  he  was  kindly  endeavor- 
ing to  set  him  on  hia  legs  again.  Amidst  the 
shouts  of  the  clods,  'we  up  and  after  them  agiun,' 
getting  into  the  town  just  as  Will  had  touched  hia 
hat  and  his  fees. 

.  "We  pulled  up  at  the  Bell,  and  found  my  friend 
bad  got  us  a  capital  two-atalied  stable,  in  which  wo 
saw  our  nags  comfortably  looked  up  with  full  racks 
and  mangers,  and  toddled  off  to  the  Hart  to  see 
how  the  crews  looked,  and  hear  the  opinions  aa  to 
the  result.  We  ordered  dinner  at  five,  as  the  race 
was  to  take  place  at  eight,  without  saying  a  word 
to  Solomon,  ajid  on  our  return  from  viewing  the 
natives  and  the  boats,  found  a  nice  dish  of  stewed 
eels,  fried  perch,  framed  with  gudgeons,  cold  lamb 
and  salad,  and  roasted  pigeons,  wi^i  lots  of  Bead- 
ing asparagus  upon  the  table.  Solomon  was  miss- 
ing ;  and  just  as  we  had  finished  our  fish,  and  the 
'premier  pop'  of  champagne  was  heard,  he  made 
his  appearance,  to  tel!  ns  '  he  had  fixed  on  a  nice 
quiet  comer  for  the  crow-tart  and  gooseberry,'  but 
bolted  again  when  he  saw  we  were  otherwise  en- 
gaged, looking  eiaaperated  at  our  eitravagance, 
and  buttoning  up  both  hia  trouser's  pockets,  as  a 
hint  we  were  to  pay  for  ourselves  this  time. 

"  But  to  the  race  itself  About  seven  o'clock,  the 
rival  crewspuUedgently  down  to  the  starting-place, 
about  two  miles  below  Henley  Bridge,  distinguished 
by  their  colors.  Oifotd,  true  blue ;  Cambridge, 
pink ;  and  every  thing  was  arranged  by  the  umpires 
in  u,  quiet  gentlemanly  way,  without  any  wranghng. 
There  was  a  toss  forchoice  of  sides,  which  was  won 
by  the  Cambridge  men ;  and  of  course,  they  chose 
the  bank  on  their  bows,  as  the  river  forms  a  rather 
sharp  curve  to  the  lell,  between  the  locks  and  the 
town.  There  was  to  be  no  fouling,  and  the  victory 
waa  to  belong  to  the  parly  who  passed  first  under 
the  bridge. 

"  Just  before  the  start,  every  inch  of  ground  that 
could  command  a  view  of  the  river  on  either  aide, 
was  occupied  by  gazers  of  all  sorts  and  uzea — Jords 
and  ladies,  Jans  and  Jinnies,  saints  and  sinners, 
cockneys  and  country  bumpkins — it  was  an  uoirer- 


Efll  holiday  in  that  part  of  the  world;  and  Miss 
Martineau  might  have  applied  her  preventive  check, 
without  any  fear  of  restraining  the  populace  upon 

"The  Oiford  boat  belonged  to  Balio!  Coll.,  built 
by  Davis  and  King ;  the  Cambridge  waa  a  bran-new 
turn  out  of  Serlc's,  and  one  of  the  neatest  1  ever 
saw ;  though  it  struck  me,  when  I  eiamined  her  on 
shore  as  she  was  being  greased,  that  rfie  was  too 
crank  for  the  crew  that  were  to  pull  in  her — all 
men  of  weight  and  inches ;  perhaps,  two  finer  crews 
were  never  seen ;  but  our  men  were  rather  the 
longer  and  lighter  in  their  eorpuseula  of  the  two. 

"  At  eight  o'clock  precisely,  the  order  waa  given 
for  '  Up  with  your  oars  ; '  and  in  two  minutes  at  the 
word  'Ofi;'  they  dropped  them  in  beautifully — as 
one  man;  but  a  cry  of  'False  start,'  owing  to  some 
little  dispute  about  the  eiact  distance  fi  om  blade  to 
blade,  caused  tliem  to  backwater,  and  prepare 
again.  In  five  minutes  the  referees  made  aU  right, 
and  'OS  she  goes,'  was  again  cried.  Away  they 
went !  and  before  they  got  three  hundred  yards, 
my  experienced  eye  could  see  that  my  conjecture 
about  the  London  boat,  was  quite  correcL  She 
dipped  in  the  bows  every  stroke,  as  if  they  were 
going  to  pull  her  under  water,  and  rocked  fearfully 
until  they  got  into  good  time.  The  short  stroke 
too,  with  the  back  quite  straight,  and  the  arms  do< 
ing  all  the  work,  would  not  do  on  mtoolh  water, 
compared  with  the  long  pull  throtigh  the  water,  and 
i^uick  feather  mU  of  it,  of  the  Oxford  men,  who 
gained  rapidly  upon,  and  soon  passed  their  rivals, 
taking  the  inside  place.  I  was  close  upon  them 
both,  and  could  hear  the  steady  cry  of  the  steers- 
man, 'Go  it,  my  blues — beautifully  pulled! — three 
minutes  more,  and  your  work's  done — they  lose 
ground  (water  he  meant)  every  moment — steady  ! 
— no  hurry — keep  the  old  stroke  l-i-backs  down  on 
the  thwarts,'  from  the  Oxford  boat;  and  the  'By 
Geoi^e,  we're  beaten  1 — quicken  your  stroke— don't 
go  back  BO,  you  No.  3 — puU  for  heaven's  sakel'  of 
the  Cambridge. 

"IpuUed  up  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the 
bridge,  being  quite  satisfied  how  it  was  going,  and 
thoroughly  blown  from  the  speed  and  nature  of  my 
exertions;  for  no  one,  who  has  not  tried  it,  kiiows 
what 'running  up' with  an  eight-oar  means — the 
snobs  were  wofully  taken  in  that  day,  being  shoved 
unreservedly,  some  into  the  river,  others  into  ditch- 
es, by  the  more  aafait  Oionians. 

"A  tremendous  shout,  and  the  striking  up  of  the 
church  bells,  proclaimed  the  victory  was  won  by  the 
Oxford  men,  with  one  hundred  yards  to  spare !  1 ! 
1  jumped  into  a  punt  with  poor  Stephen,  and  by 
dint  of  hia  superior  gener^hip,  got  on  the  opposite 
bank  in  time  to  see  our  crew  land ;  and  the  best 
proof  of  their  excellent  condition  was,  that  not 
one  man  was  so  distressed  as  to  be  obliged  to  be 
helped  out  of  the  boat.  Our  opponents  came  in 
rather  more  distressed,  but  still  not  much  the  mat- 
ter. Such  a  shouting  was  still  going  on,  that  it  was 
impos^ble  to  hear  any  thing  said,  until  Stephen 
thundered  out  'Now,  my  true  blues!  aa  much  por- 
ter as  you  like!'  And  I  heard  one  of  the  victors 
anv,  as  he  set  an  emptied  quart-cup  on  the  table  at' 
Mrs,  Dixon's,  'If  nectar  did  not  mean  London  por- 
ter, he  did  not  know  what  did.' 

"  Yon,  who  have  been  so  often  at  such  scenes  on 
the  banks  of  Isis,  will  easily  imagine  the  whole 
;  nor  will  you  require  me  to  describe  the  sup- 
per given,  by  the  vanquiahed  to  the  conquerors — 
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the  eomplimenta  mutually  given  and  received — the 
toasts  drank — and  last.  Chough  by  no  means  least, 
the  quantity  and  quality  of  Uquida  absorbed.  More 
nnflinching  casdidaites  for  the  &Tor  of  father  Bac- 
chus never  dndned  Cyathi.  Nor  were  the  muses 
neglected,  '  Nine  times  nine '  was  the  cry  of  the 
ni^t  I  I  shall  finish  my  letter  by  recording  the 
ifinal  adventures  of  oar  parlie  carree. 
.  "  As  for  myself,  I  had  an  invitation  to  take  cof- 
fee, at  the  house  of  my  friend,  whom  I  have  men- 
tioned before  as  the  procurer  of  our  nag's  temporary 
domiciles,  and  being  a  little  bit  of  a  vocalist,  passed 
tvo  or  three  pleasant  hours  standing  over  a  piano- 
forte, and  a  very  fine  girl,  to  whom  I  was  well  con- 
tented to  ang  second.  However,  when  ten  o'clock 
arrived,  I  tore  myself  away  from  my  fair  chantrcsa 
or  encEiBntreSS,  whichever  you  please  to  call  her,  m 
order  to  get  Dick,  Tripes,  and  Solomon  ready  to 
start — for  we  had  promised  the  Dean  not  to  he 
later  than  twelve  o'clock.  This,  however,  I  found 
to  be  no  easy  matter,  and  retnmed  to  my  iHend's 
house  after  half  aji  hour's  vain  search,  to  consult 
him  on  the  best  means  of  gettjng  out  of  my  diffi- 
culties. One  of  the  parties  relieved  me  speedily  if 
not  pleasantly.  Just  litncy  my  horror  on  hearing  a 
sensing  sort  of  noise  at  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room,  which  was  filled  with  company,  and  seeing 
my  friend  Tripes  very  boaky,  holding  on  by  the 
doorpost  on  either  ade,  and  in  a  husky,  hiccupping 
tone,  requesting  to  be  informed  '  if  our  drag  was  at 
the  Bell  or  the  Bull  ?— the  Bull  or  the  BcU  r  add- 
ing, for  the  information  of  the  ladies,  that '  he'd 
tried  every  tap  in  the  town,  and  never  tasted  such 
Tery  bad  beer  in  all  his  life.'  I  ran  at  him  vicious, 
and  carried  him,  vi  el  artaii,  with  my  friend's  aa»st- 
ance,  in  spite  of  his  spiteful  kicks  and  bites,  into  the 
stable  yard,  where  we  laid  him  on  a  truss  of  straw, 
and  sponged  his  head  with  cold  pump-water,  which 
soon  had  the  desired  effect.  On  his  recovery,  he 
laid  It  all  to  the  beer  being  brewer's  trash,  and  re- 
quested to  taste  my  friend's  private  tap,  assuring 
him  half  a  pint  would  be  the  making  of  bim.  My 
expostulations  were  useless ;  and  while  my  host  was 
gone  to  ^ve  the  necessary,  or  rather  unnecessary 
orders,  he  enlertained  ne  with  a  discussion  on  the 
merits  of  a  large  two-handed  pump,  down  Charter- 
house, and  its  wonderful  efficacy  in  remedying  the 
effects  of  Red  Cow — '  pumps  up  ten  gallons  a  min- 
,  and  as  cold  as  ice, — hiccup! — never  knew  it 

■I  gothimsafelodie  Bel!  at  last,  and  locked  him 
sith  Woodpecker  and  Old  Peter,  giving  the  ost- 
•.r  strict  charge  not  to  supply  him  with  any  liquids 
Dut  water.  Then  I  proceeded  on  another  voyage 
of  discovery,  and  arrived  at  the  White  Hart  just  in 
time  to  see  Will  start  with  about  half  his  cargo. 
With  his  usual  judgment,  he  had  stowed  the  sober- 
est men  outside ;  the  very  dronken  ones,  seven  in 
number,  ivere  compressed  inside  wltb  the  doors 
screwed  up  to  prevent  their  opening  them,  and 
tumbling  out  on  the  road,  and  the  windows  muled 
down  for  fear  they  should  cut  themselves  with  the 
glasses.  No  objection  was  made  to  these  arrange- 
ments, for  none  of  the  seven  could  articulate. 
When,  however,  he  proceeded  to  strap  three  or  four 
half  bosky  men  to  the  roof  of  the  coach,  so  firm 
and  strong  a  resistance  was  made,  that  he  found  it 
necessary  to  borrow  three  of  Bowling's  kicking- 
straps,  and  a  pair  of  darbies  {i.  e.,  handcui^)  of  the 
constable,  before  his  endeavors  were  crowned  with 
success.      I  inquired  if  be  had  seen  Dick  lately, 
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and  I  heard  with  joy  that  he  was  then  in  the  bar 
smoking  a  pipe  with  the  coachman  and  guard  of 
the  Stroud  maii  dow/a.  He  was  sober  at  present,  as 
he  had  been  drinking  tea  with  the  coachman's  wife, 
in  his  absence — cofTee  with  the  guard's  sister,  and 
was  going  to  play  at  cribbage  or  dominoes  with  an- 
other Jehu's  daughter,  but  lell  her  in  disgust  w 


which  is  coach-Latin  for  half  gin  and  half  brandy- 
and-water,  and  carried  him  off  rather  sulky,  to  as- 
sist in  the  search  for  Solomon.  All  our  eniieavots, 
for  a  time,  were  fruitless;  he  had  not  been  seen 
»nce  he  left  the  yard,  with  the  hamper  under  his 
arm,  by  any  one.  It  struck  me  all  of  a  sudden, 
that  having  intimated  an  intention  of  dining  econ- 
omically <d/raea,  he  had  made  for  the  fields  in  the 
rear  of  the  house,  and  as  it  was  a  briUiant  moon- 
light night,  we  explored  in  that  direction,  with  suc- 
cess; for  being  attracted  by  tkint  hip  t  hurrahs! 
nttered  in  'childish  trebles,'  we  directed  our  steps 
towards  them,  and  discovered  two  little  chimney- 
sweepers, and  a  charity-school  boy,  engaging  them- 
selves on  the  crow  tart  and  gooseberry  wine  of  poor 
Solomon,  who  was  lying  dead-drunk  on  his  back, 
under  the  bushes,  lovingly  embracing  a  fiy-driver, 
quite  as  drunk  as  himself. 

"  Dick,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Martin's  act,  pulled  him 
by  the  legs  out  of  the  bushes,  with  a  stoical  disre- 
gard of  the  lacerations  caused  by  the  thorns,  and 
so  strong  was  the  sudden  attachment  formed  be- 
tween the  two  votaries  of  Bacchua,  that  in  dragging 
Solomon  out,  he  drew  the  fiy-man  with  him. 

"  I  afterwards  learned  tliat  Solomon,  finding  the 
hamper  rather  heavy  and  inconvenient  to  carry, 
had  engaged  the  assistance  of  the  fiy-man,  who 
was  idling  about  the  yard,  to  carry  it  for  him  to  his 
'quiet  comer,'  under  the  promise  of  a  bottle  of 
porter  as  a  reward.  The  flavor  of  the  porter 
pleased  his  palate  so  well,  that  he  returned  after  an. 
hour's  time,  to  offer  hia  services  in  carrying  the 
hamper  hack,  in  hopes  of  obtaining  a  second  edi- 
tion. To  his  great  delight,  he  Pound  Solomon  so 
far  gone  from  original  sobriety,  and  in  so  generous 
a  humor,  that  he  unhesitadngly  accepted  his  invita- 
tion to  partake  of  the  remainder  of  (he  crow-tart 
and  a  bottle  of  gooseberry.  Though  the  rooks 
were  not  much  the  better  for  having  been  kilted  a 
week,  and  the  steak  on  which  they  rested  was  very 
tough,  they  contrived  between  them  to  demolish 
nearly  all  of  the  pie  and  the  porter ;  the  wine,  how- 
ever, took  a  very  sudden  and  powerfiil  efiect  upon 
thera,  which  they  endeavored  to  remedy  by  imbib- 
ing nearly  allthe  British  brandy.  The  result  was, 
both  were  so  beastly  drunk  that  they  fell  asleep  in 
each  other's  arras.  The  little  chammiea  and  the 
charity-boy  found  them  by  accident,  as  they  were 
cutting  round  the  town  the  back  way,  to  see  the 
fireworks — being  supposed  by  their  fond  parents  to 
be  safe  in  bed — and  thought  it  a  pity  that  two  such 
intemperate  beings  should  be  exposed  to  further 
temptation  if  they  ohanceif  to  recover;  so  they 
charitably  resolved  to  remove  the  irritam*nta  ma- 
lorvm  by  finishing  the  little  that  was  left.  When 
we  came  dip  they  were  each  engaged  in  guggling  a, 
bottle  of  gooseberry,  to  '  the  health  of  the  gonl'- 
man  as  didn't  know  how  to  stop  when  ha'd  had 
«no.gh.' 

"We  left  them  to  take  care  of  the  hamper  and 
the  flyman  (who  had  to  drive  the  Mayor  of  Maiden- 
head, his  wife,  and  nine  little  aspirants  for  the  mace 
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to  their  home  after  the  fireworks,  which  had  just 
commenced,  were  over)  aail  carried  Solomon  into 
ihe  stable  to  Tripes,  who  was  now  nearly  sober, 
and  promised  to  behaTe  well  for  the  rest  of  the 
night,  if  we  would  let  him  out. 

"  What  was  to  be  done  ?  it  was  folly  to  think  of 
starting  with  Solomon  in  such  a  condition ;  so  ire 
i^reed  to  let  Tripes  phyeic  him,  and  staj  one  hour 
to  see  the  effect  of  the  dose,  the  fireworks,  and  the 
Stroud  miul  start.  Tripes  ran  into  the  Bell  in  a 
state  of  ecstasy,  and  returned  with  a  jug  of  hot 
water,  into  wiilch  he  was  industriously  stirring  the 
contents  of  two  mustard-pots ; — this  he  managed  in 
a  most  scientific  way,  to  administer  aa  a  drench  to 
poor  Solomon,  after  he  had  removed  his  stock,  and 
nnbutKined  his  shirt  collar :  we  then  set  bim  up  in 
a  comer,  8lanting.dicularly,  and  left  him. 

"The  fireworks  were  very  fine,  but  ihe  night  was 
finer,  and  spoiled  their  effect ;  it  nas  too  light  for 
lights,  so  we  humored  Dick  and  ran  M  see  the  mail 
Btart.  We  were  just  in  time — for  there  were  about 
twenty  Oxford  men  harnessed  to  it  by  ropes  and  all 
sorts  of  contrivances,  dra^ng  it  off  at  about  ten 
miles  an  hour — to  the  horror  of  Dick's  friend  the 
coachman,  the  insides  and  outs,  and  the  guards  who 
had  to  run  with  the  bags  in  one  hand  and  the  pair 
of  wheelers  in  the  Other,  nearly  a  mile  and  a  half 
before  he  could  catch  them. 

"Tripes,  who  was  ganing  maliciously  at  the  lai^e 
image  fixed  over  tlie  inn-door,  intended  to  repre- 
sent a  white  hart  (a  sketch  from  nature,  having 
golden  hoofs,  red  eyes,  nose,  and  ears,  enormous 
green  antlers,  and  no  tail),  suggested  to  about  forty 
or  fifty  surrounding  undergraduates  that  it  was  pos- 
itively cruel  Ut  keep  so  noble  an  animal  in  a  Mtua- 
tion  where  he  could  get  nothing  to  eat  or  drink, 
and  proposed  with  their  asdstance  to  remove  him 
to  a  more  natural  lay  in  Mr.  Mattland'a  park.  This 
act  of  disinterested  benevolence  was  speedily  effect- 
ed by  means  of  a  cart-rope,  amidst  the  cheers  of  a 
BympaChizing  mob  of  snobs  and  the  useless  expos- 
tulations of  the  landlord. 

"An  energetic  special  in  his  zeal  for  the  mainte- 
nance of  order  coSared  Tr'pe>  who  hates  an  ai 
tboiity  at  all  times,  and  was  not  hkely  to  s  ibmit 


quietly  to  a  great  overgrown  baker,  because  he  had 
a  constable's  staff  in  his  hand,  so  he  replied  to  his 
threat  of  '  pulling  him  up  before  fhe  beaks,'  by  hit- 
ting him  exceedingly  hard  in  the  wind,  and  calling 
out  for  'a  ring!'  which  was  quickly  formed,  and 
the  special  carried  home  in  less  than  five  minutes 
after,  with  his  face  smashed  to  a  pulp,  and  his  mo- 
lars rendered  unfit  for  mastication. 

"  We  took  Stephen  Davis's  advice,  and  '  eut  our 
lucky '  at  once.  The  dose  had  fortunately  operated 
auccessfuHy  on  Solomon,  who  was  just  able  to  sit 
up  in  the  trap  when  properly  tied  in  with  a  halter  ; 
BO  we  paid  our  bill  and  told  Dick  '  to  slack  his  hand,' 
all  the  way  to  Benson,  where  we  meant  to  sup.  We 
arrived  there  about  half-past  twelve,  and  found 
them  just  shutting  up.  The  cook  was  standing  in 
the  kitchen,  flattering  himself  his  work  was  over 
for  the  night,  and  about  to  wash  down  the  &tigues 
of  a  hard  day  with  a  glass  of  warm  brandy  and  wa- 
ter, when  Dick  rushed  in,  seized  the  goblet  and 
swallowed  its  contents,  before  the  puzzled  ekef  de 
cuisine  could  stretch  out  his  greasy  fist  to  prevent 
him.  He  was  so  disgusted  at  the  nnceremonious 
usage  he  had  met  with,  that  he  rudely  declined 
broiling  any  ham  fbr  us,  until  Tripes  knocked  bim 
down  with  the  flat  side  of  a  'best  York,'  weighing 
two  or  three  and  twenty  pounds,  seized  his  large 
knife,  and  proceeded  to  act  as  his  deputy  at  the 
gridiron.  This  brought  him  to  his  senses  and  the 
fire.  His  ingenuity  was  displayed  to  our  satisfac- 
tion, and  his  injured  honor  repaired  by  an  unlimited 
order  for  brandy-and- water  for  himseif  and  the 
waiter.  When  both  these  worthies  were  disposed 
of  under  the  dresser,  we  yielded  to  the  fascinating 
request  of  the  barmaid  and  Mrs.  Shrub,  'to  let 
them  have  a  little  sleep,'  and  set  off  home  about 
four  in  the  morning. 

"  On  the  road,  we,  that  is  Dick  and  I,  who  were 
neither  of  us  much  amiss,  were  engaged  in  forming 
our  plans  for  apologizing  satisfactorily  to  the  Dean. 
On  one  point  we  fully  agreed ;  to  lay  all  the  blame 
on  poor  Solomon,  who  was  fast  asleep,  lashed  to  the 
back  of  the  trap  and  Tripe's  arm.  He,  Tripes,  be- 
ing rather  dozj  and  afraid  of  falling  out  if  he  in- 
dulged m  a  nap  without  such  due  precautions. 
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"We  got  to  college  about  five  o'clock,  and  found 
the  gatea  just  op«ned,  hurried  Solomon  to  bed,  un- 
dressing and  locking  him  safe  in  his  roome;  we 
then  took  bis  splash  new  coat,  and  the  rest  of  his 
dress,  and  walked  to  the  nearest  meadow,  where  ne 
immersed  theiQ  in  a  green,  mudd;  ditch,  and  then 
tnuled  them  along  the  dusty  road ;  giving  them  a 
friendly  stamping  with  our  dirty  boots  now  and 
then,  by  way  of  variety,  and  finally  strewed  them 
about  his  room  in  drunken  disorder.  We  then 
obtuneda  commons  of  new  bi'ead,  and  extracting 
a  piece  of  crumb,  about  the  size  of  a  cricket-ball, 
entered  Solomon's  bedroom,  and  without  his  being 
at  all  conscious  of  the  fact,  tied  it  firmly  on  his 
right  cheek,  with  a  white  pocket-bandkerchict^  to 
represent  a  swelled  (ace;  and  by  a  judicious  com- 
miiture  of  red  and  black  ink,  apphed  to  hia  right 
optic,  succeeded  in  making  him  a  very  effective 
black  eye. 

"  All  these  arrangements  being  completed,  I  ran 
across  quad  to  the  Dean's  rooms.  He  was  up  and 
dressing  for  chapel — I  put  on  a  very  long  face,  and 
told  him  a  very  piteona  talc  of  the  trouble  Solomon 
had  given  us  ail  the  day,  and  of  his  obstinate  del«r. 
Diination  to  have  his  share  of  driving,  though  un- 
qualified for  the  art ;  the  result  of  which  was,  that 
he  had  upset  himself  Into  a  grarel-pit,  after  we  had 
fortunately  jumped  out  to  avoid  the  danger  which 
we  saw  was  otherwise  inevitable. 


'"Is  he  hurt?" 

"  '  A  little.  Sir,  but  we  have  pat  him  to  bed,  and 

ia  now  asleep;  will  you  look  at  Mm,  and  say  if  we 

1  do  any  thing  more  for  him!" 

"'CerlMnly.'  He  returned  with  me,  and  found 
every  thing  as  I  had  said — being  satisfied  from  the 
horrid  object  he  saw  in  bed,  and  the  stale  of  the 
'clothing  department,'  that  'we  must  hiive  eiperi- 
enced  a  great  deal  of  annoyance  from  a  man  who 
gave  way  to  such  a  disgusting  vice  as  intoiieation.' 

"  So  ended  our  day  at  Henley,  old  fellow,  and  so 
ends  the  letter  of 

"WllLliU    WVDEiWAKE. 

"P.S.— Solomon's  governess  and  two  sisters,  who 
had  invited  themselves  to  the  commemoration,  ar- 
rived very  opportunely — they  found  him  in  the 
state  we  had  left  him,  and  are  all  three  at  this  pres- 
ent moment  in  violent  convulsions — dreading  the 
irreparable  loss  of  the  'dear  sweet  boy,'  and  reliev- 
ing their  consanguinal  feelings,  in  the  intervals  be- 
tween the  fits,  by  threatening  to  take  the  law 
against  tho  naughty  young  gentlemen  who  had  se- 
duced their  beloved  relative — the  brutes — into  so 
degrading  and  dangerous  a  state.  Tripea  'wishes 
they  niay  get  it,'  and  Dick  confidently  sfBrms  that 
'  tliat  cock  won't  fight.' " 


DRAFTS    FROM    "THE    DOCTOE." 


Is  that  very  entertaining  work,  "  The  Doctor," 
there  is  an  abundance  of  pleasant  gossip  upon  the 
odd  and  pitiful  accidents,  by  which  the  "  bubble 
reputation"  has  been  raised.     For  esaraple  ;— 


r.  Ching."  says  theTiistonan  of  Cornwall',  "  I  know 
not :  but  the  Patent  Worm  Lozenges  have  gained 
our  LanncestoD  apothecary  a  large  fortune,  and 
secured  to  him  perpetual  lame  I" 

There  would  have  been  no  other  memorial  of 
Richard  Jaquett  at  this  day,  than  the  letters  of  his 
name  in  an  old  deed,  and  obsolete  hand,  if  he  had 
not,  in  the  reign  of  Edward  VI.,  been  Lord  of  the 
manor  of  Tyburn,  with  its  appurtenances,  in  which 
the  gallows  was  included  ;  wherefore,  from  the  said 
Jaquett,  it  is  presumed  by  antiquaries,  that  the 
hangman  has  ever  since  been  corruptly  called  Jock 
Eetch. 

A  certain  William  Dow^ng,  who,  daring  the 
great  rebellion,  was  a  Parliamentary  visitor  for  de- 
molishing images  in  churches,  ia  supposed  to  have 
riven  rise  to  the  expres^on  of  giving  any  one  a 
dousinff. 

Johnson  tells  a  story  of  a  man,  who  waa  stand- 
ing in  an  inn  kitchen,  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and 
thus  accosted  a  traveller,  who  stood  next  to  him : 
"  Do  you  know,  air,  who  I  am?"  "No,  sir,"  re- 
plied the  traveller,  "I  have  not  that  advantage." 
"Sir,"  said  the  man,  "I  am  the  great  Tramley, 
who  invented  the  Woodgate  Iron." 

Who  was  Ludlam,  whose  dog  was  so  lazy  that  he 
leant  his  head  against  a  wall  to  bark  ? 

And  who  was  old  Cole,  whose  dog  was  so  proud 
that  be  took  the  wall  of  a  dung  cart,  and  got 


And  was  his  dog  proud  because  his  master  was 
called  King? 

Here  are  questions  to  be  proposed  in  the  Eiarai- 
nation  Papers  of  some  AustraUan  Cambridge,  two 
hnndred  years  hence. 

FiiOoaiHO  AT  Scnooi:. — If  the  dead  have  any 
cognizance  of  posthumous  lame,  one  would  think 
it  must  abate  somewhat  of  the  pleasures  with  which 
Virgil  and  Ovid  regard  their  earthly  immortahty, 
when  they  see  to  what  base  purposes  their  produc- 
tions are  employed.  That  their  verses  should  be 
administered  to  boys  in  regular  doses,  aa  lessons  or 
compo^Uons,  and  some  dim  conception  whipped 
into  the  tul  when  it  has  ^ed  to  penetrate  the 
head,  cannot  be  just  the  sort  of  homage  to  their 
genius  which  they  anticipated  or  desired. 

EssiYs  ON  Taste. — There  are  some  readers  who 
have  never  read  an  essay  on  taste,  and  if  tbey  take 
my  advice  they  never  will;  for  they  can  no  more 
improve  their  taste  by  so  doing,  than  they  could 
improve  their  appetite  or  digestion  by  studying  a 


School  Learning. — I  am  sometimes  inclined  to 
think  that  pigs  are  brought  up  upon  a  wiser  sys- 
tem than  boys  at  a  grammar-school.  The  pig  is 
allowed  to  feed  upon  any  kind  of  offal,  however 
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coarse,  on  whieh  he  c 
proacbes,  when  pig  is  I 
degree  s^  bacon. 


Lovers  of  LiTEHiniHB. — Your  true  lover  of  Ht- 
eratuce  13  never  fastidious.  I  do  not  mean  the 
iiellua  Hbrorum,  the  swinish  feeder,  who  thinlis  that 
«verj  name  wiiich  ia  to  be  found  in  a  title-page,  or 
on  a  tombstone,  ought  to  be  rescued  from  obliv- 
ion ;  nor  those  first  cousins  of  the  moth,  who  labor 
imder  a  passion  for  black  letter,  and  beheve  every 
thing  to  be  excellent  which  was  written  in  the  reign 
of  Elizabeth.  I  mean  the  man  of  robust  and 
heflthj  intellect,  who  gathers  the  harvest  of  liters, 
ture  into  hifl  barns,  thrashes  the  straw,  winnows  the 
grain,  grinds  it  at  his  own  mill,  bakes  it  in  his  own 
oven,  and  then  oats  the  true  bread  of  Knowledge. 
If  he  take  his  loaf  upon  a  cabbage-leaf,  and  eat 
onions  with  his  bread  and  cheese,  let  who  will  find 
&ult  with  him  for  hia  taste — not  I! 

VAsrrv  OF  Human  Fame— ^  old  woman  in  a 
■rillage  of  the  west  of  England,  was  told  one  day 
Ibat  the  King  of  Prussia  was  dead,  such  a  report 
having  arrived  when  the  great  Frederick  was  in 
the  noonday  of  his  glory.  Old  Mary  lifted  up  her 
great  slow  eyes  at  the  news,  and  fixing  thera  in  the 
fulness  of  vacancy  upon  her  informant,  rejjied, 
"  Is  a  r  is  a !  the  Lord  ha'  mercy  I  Well,  well  1  the 
King  of  Prusaial  and  who's  he?"  The  ''  '  " 
he  ?"  of  this  old  woman  might  serve  as  a  t 
a  notable  sermon  upon  ambition.  "Who' 
may  now  be  asked  of  men  greater  as  soldiers  in 
their  day  than  Frederick  and  Wellington ;  greater 
aa  discoverers  than  Sir  Isaac,  or  Sir  Humphrey. 
Who  built  the  pyramids  ?    Who  ate  the  first  oys- 
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Bbtibehint.— It  is  neither  so  easy  a  thing,  nor 
so  agreeable  a  one,  as  men  commonly  expect,  to 
dispose  of  leisure  when  they  retire  from  the  busi- 
ness of  the  worid.  Their  old  occupations  cling  to 
them  even  when  they  hope  that  they  have  emanci- 
pated themselves.  Go  to  any  seaport  town,  and 
you  will  see  that  the  sea-captain,  who  has  retired 
upon  his  well-earned  earnings,  sets  up  a  weather- 
cock in  fill!  view  from  his  window,  and  watches  the 
variations  of  the  wind  aa  duly  as  when  he  was  at 
aea,  though  no  longer  with  the  same  aniiety.  A 
t^low-chandler,  having  amassed  a  fortune,  disposed 
of  his  business,  and  took  a  house  in  the  country 
not  far  from  London,  that  he  might  enjoy  himself- 
and,  after  a  few  months'  trial  of  a  hoUday  life,  re 
quested  permission  of  his  successor  to  come  into 
town  and  assist  him  on  melting  days.  The  keeper 
of  a  retail  sjarit-shop,  having  in  like  manner  retired 
from  trade,  used  to  employ  himself  by  having  one 
puncheon  filled  with  water,  and  measuring  it  off  by 
pmts  into  another.  A  but»*er  in  a  amajl  town,  for 
some  time  after  he  had  left  off  business,  mformed 
Ma  old  customers,  that  he  meant  to  kill  a  lamb  once 
a  week,  just  for 


Lhurch  whether  she  had  understood  tin 
a  stranger  hiving  preached.  "Wud 
presumption  "  was  hor  simplo  and 


attendant,  '■  well.  Mas- 
ter Jackaon,  Sunday  must  be  a  blessed  day  of  rest 
for  you,  who  work  so  hard  all  the  week  I  And  you 
make  good  use  of  the  day,  for  yoa  are  always  to 
be  seen  at  church."  "Aye,  sir,"  replied  Jackaon. 
"  it  is,  indeed,  a  blessed  day ;  I  works  hard  enough 
all  the  week;  and  then  I  comea  to  church  o'  Sun- 
days, and  sets  me  down,  and  lays  my  legs  up,  and 
thinia  0'  notliing." 

Voi,nMiNous  Tbiflinh, — Dr.  Shaw,  the  natural, 
ist,  was  one  day  showing  to  a  friend  two  volumes 
written  by  a  Dutchman,  upon  the  wings  of  a  but- 
terfly, in  the  British  Museum.  "  The  disaerlation 
is  rather  voluminous,  perhapa  you  will  think,"  said 
the  Doctor,  gravely,  "  but  it  is   immenaely  impor- 


P*m,u 
may  be,  e 

seen  from  the  circulation  of  old  Joes  in  Parliament, 
which  are  as  current  there  as  their  current  name- 
aakes  used  to  be  in  the  city  aome  threescore  years 
ago.  A  jest,  though  it  shall  be  as  stale  as  last 
year's  newspapers,  and  as  flat  as  Lord  Flounder's 
face,  is  sure  to  be  received  with  laughter  by  the 
collective  wisdom  of  the  nation  r  nay,  it  is  some- 
times  thrown  out  like  a  tub  to  the  whale,  or  like 
a  trml  of  carrion  to  draw  off  hounds  from  the 

Book  MAnHESa. — A  collector  of  scarce  books 
was  one  day  showing  mc  his  small  but  curious 
hoard.  "Have  youevcr seenacopy of  thisbook?" 
he  asked,  with  every  volume  that  he  put  into  my 
bands ;  and  when  my  reply  was  that  I  had  not,  he 
always  rejoined,  with  a  look  and  tone  of  triumph- 
ant delight,  "I should  have  been  exoeedinclv  sorrv 
if  jouhadl"  ■* 

CTiirrv  OF  PocKEr>i— Of  all  the  inventions  of  the 
tailor,  {who  is  of  all  irtists  the  most  mientive,)  I 
hold  the  pocket  to  be  the  moat  commodious,  and 
saving  the  fig  leaf,  the  most  mdispensabie  Birds 
have  their  craw  ruminating  beasts  Iheu'  first  or 
ante-stomach  the  monkey  has  his  cheek  the  opoa- 
"'un  her  pouch  and,  so  ne^esaary  is  somt  oonvenl- 
ico  of  this  kmd  for  the  human  animal,  that  the 
vage  who  cares  not  for  clothing,  makes  for  him- 
self a  pocket  if  he  can.  The  Hindoo  carries  his 
snuff-bos  in  his  turban.  Some  of  the  inhahilants 
of  Congo  make  a  secret  fob  in  their  woolly  tonpee, 
of  which,  as  P.  Labat  aayg,  the  worat  use  they  make 
is — to  carry  poison  in  it.  The  Malolas,  a  long- 
haired race,  who  border  upon  the  Catfres,  form 
their  locks  into  a  sort  of  hollow  cylinder,  in  which 
they  bear  about  their  little  implements;  oertes  a 
more  sensible  bag  than  such  as  is  worn  at  court. 
The  New  Zealnnder  is  lesa  ingenious ;  he  makes  a 
lai^e  opening  in  his  ear  and  carries  his  knife  in  it. 
Ogres,  who  are  worse  than  savages,  and  whose 
ranee  and  brntality  are  in  proportion  to  their 
,  are  said,  upon  the  authority  of  tradition,  when 
they  have  picked  up  a  stray  traveller  or  two  more 
than  they  require  for  their  supper,  to  lodge  them 
in  a  hollow  tooth  as  a  place  of  security  till  break- 
fast;  whence  it  may  be  inferred  that  they  are  not 
fiable  to  toothache,  and  that  they  make  no  use  of 
toothpicks.  Ogres,  savages,  beasts,  and  birds,  all 
require  something  to  serve  the  purpose  of  a  pocket. 
Thus  much  for  the  neoesdty  of  the  thing.     Touch- 


.y  Google 


DBAFTS   FKOM    "  THE   DOCTOR. 


1007 


mg  its  antiquity  much  might  be  Said ;  for  it  would 
Dot  be  difficult  to  show,  with  that  little  assistance 
from  the  auxiiiaiies  mutt,  and  have,  and  been,  which 
enabled  Whitaker  of  Mancheatet  to  write  whole 
quartos  of  bypottietical  history  in  the  potential 
mood,  that  pockets  are  coeval  with  clothing:  and, 
Bs  erudite  men  have  maintttincd  that  language  and 
even  letters  are  of  divine  origin,  there  might  with 
like  reason  be  a  conclusion  drawn  from  the  twenty- 
first  verse  of  the  third  chapter  of  the  book  of  Gene- 
sis, which  it  would  not  be  ea^y  to  impugn.  More- 
over, nature  herself  shows  us  the  utility,  the  im- 
portance, nay,  the  ini^spensability,  or,  to  take  a 
hint  from  the  pure  language  of  our  diplomatists, 
the  tinegfunummiKii  of  pockets.  There  is  but  one 
organ  which  is  common  to  all  animals  whatsoever ; 
some  arc  without  eyes,  many  without  noses ;  gome 
have  no  heads,  others  no  tails;  some  neither  one 
nor  the  Other;  some  there  are  who  have  no  hrains, 
others  very  pappy  ones ;  some  no  hearts,  others 
very  bad  ones ;  but  all  have  a  stomach — and  what 
is  the  stomach  but  a  live  inside  pocket  ?  Hath  not 
Van  Helmont  said  of  it,  "  Saeeue  vet  pera  est,  ut  d- 
borwH  ollaf" 

Dr.  Towers  used  to  have  his  coat  pockets  made 
of  capacity  to  hold  a  quarto  volume — a  wise  cus- 
tom ;  bat  requiring  stout  cloth,  good  buckram,  and 
strong  thread  well  waied.  I  do  not  so  greatly 
commend  the  humor  of  Dr.  Ingenhouz,  whose  coat 
was  lined  with  pockets  of  all  sizes,  wherein,  in  his 
latter  years,  when  science  had  become  to  him  as  a. 
plaything,  he  carried  about  various  materials  for 
chemical  oiperiments -.  among  the  rest,  so  many 
compositions  for  ftilminating  powders  in  glass 
tubes,  separated  only  by  a  cork  in  the  middle  of  the 
tube,  that,  if  any  person  had  unhappily  given  him  a 
blow  with  a  stick,  he  might  have  blown  up  himself 
and  the  doctor  too.  For  myself,  four  coat  pockets 
of  the  ordinary  dimensions  content  me;  in  these  a 
sufficiency  of  conveniences  may  be  carried,  and  that 
sufficiency  methodically  arranged.  For  mark  me, 
gentle  or  ungentle  reader  I  there  is  nothing  filte 
method  in  pockets,  as  welt  as  in  composition:  and 
what  orderly  and  methodical  man  would  have  bis 
pocket  handkerchief,  and  his  pooketbook,  and  the 
key  of  his  door,  (If  he  be  a  bachelor  living  in  cham- 
bers,) and  his  knife,  and  his  loose  pence  and  half- 
pence, and  the  letters  which  peradventure  he  might 
just  have  received,  or  peradventure  he  may  intend 
to  drop  in  the  post-omce,  twopenny  or  general,  as 
he  passes  by,  and  his  snuff.  If  he  be  accustomed  so 
to  regale  his  olfactory  conduits,  or  his  tobacco-boi, 
if  he  prefer  the  masticablc  to  the  pulverized  weed  ; 
or  his  boi  of  lozenges,  if  he  should  be  troubled 
with  a  tickling  cough ;  and  the  sugar  plums  and  the 
gingerbread  nuts  which  he  may  be  carrying  home 
to  his  own  children,  or  to  any  other  small  men  and 
women  upon  whose  hearts  he  may  have  a  design ; 
who,  1  say,  would  like  to  have  all  this  in  chaos  and 
confusion,  one  lying  upon  the  other,  and  the  thing 
which  is  wanted  first  fated  always  to  be  undermost ! 
—(Mr.  Wilberforce  knows  the  inconvenience;)— 
the  snuff  working  its  way  out  to  the  gingerbread, 
the  sugar  plums  insinuating  themselves  into  the 
folds  of  the  pocket  handkerchief,  the  pence  grind- 
ing the  lozenges  to  dust  for  tlie  benefit  of  the 
pocket-book,  and  the  door  key  busily  employed  in 
unlocking  the  letters  ? 


covery  which  any  person  moy  suppose  he  has  made, 
when  he  walks  for  the  tlrst  time  from  the  city  to 
Wapping.  That  the  tribes  of  Judah  and  Benjamin 
flourish  there  is  known  to  all  mankind ;  and  from 
them  have  sprung  the  Scripitcs,  and  the  Omnium- 
ites,  and  the  Three percentites. 

But  it  is  not  so  well  known  that  many  other  tribes 
noticed  in  the  Old  Testament  arc  to  be  fomid  in  this 
island  of  Great  Britain. 

There  are  the  Hittites,  who  eieel  in  one  branch 
of  gymnastics.  And  there  are  the  Amoritcs,  who 
are  to  be  found  in  town  and  country;  and  there 
are  the  Gadites,  who  frequent  watering-places,  and 
take  picturesque  tours. 

Among  the  Gadites  I  shall  have  some  of  my  best 
readers,  who  being  in  good  humor  with  themselves 
and  with  every  thing,  else,  except  on  a  rainy  day, 
will  even  then  be  in  good  humor  with  me.  There 
will  be  the  Amorites  in  their  company ;  and  among 
the  Amorites,  too,  there  will  be  some  who,  in  the 
ovcrBowing  of  their  love,  will  have  some  liking  to 
spare  for  the  doctor  and  his  faithful   memorial- 


The  gentlemen  who  speculate  in  chapels  are  the 
Puhites. 

The  chief  seat  of  the  Simeonitcs  is  at  Cambridge; 
but  they  are  spread  over  the  land.  So  are  the 
Man-aas-ites,  of  whom  the  finest  specimens  are  to 
be  seen  in  St.  James's-street,  at  the  fashionable 
time  of  day  for  eihibiting  the  dress  and  the  person 
upon  the  pavement. 

TJe  freemasons  are  of  the  family  of  the  Jachin- 

The  female  Haggites  are  to  ho  seen,  in  low  life 
wheeling  barrows,  and  in  high  life  seated  at  card 
tables. 

The  Shuhamites  are  the  cordwainers. 

The  Teamanilea  attend  the  sales  of  the  East  India 
Company. 

Sir  James  Mackintosh,  and  Sir  James  Scarlett, 
and  Sir  James  Graham,  belong  to  the  Jim-nites. 

Who  are  the  Gazathites,  if  the  people  of  London 
are  not,  where  any  thing  is  to  be  seen?  All  of 
them  are  the  Gettiies  when  they  can,  all  would  be 
Havites  if  they  could. 

The  journ^ists  should  be  Geshurites,  if  they  an- 
swered to  their  profession :  instead  of  this  they 
generally  tarn  out  to  be  Geshuwrongs. 

There  are,  however,  three  tribes  in  England,  not 
named  in  the  Old  Testament,  who  considerably  out- 
number all  the  rest.  These  are  the  High  Vulgar- 
ites,  who  are  the  children  of  Rahank  and  Phaahan : 
the  Middle  Vulgarites,  who  are  the  children  of 
Mammon  and  Terade,  and  the  low  Vulgarites,  who 
are  the  children  of  Tahag,  Rahag,  and  Bohob- 

With  the  Low  Vulgarites  I  have  no  concern ;  but 
with  the  other  two  tribes,  much.  Well  it  is  that 
some  of  those  who  are  /rages  conanmere  nati,  think 
it  proper  that  they  should  consume  books  also :  if 
they  did  not,  what  a  miserable  creature  wouldst 
thou  be,  Henry  Colbum,  who  art  their  bookseller  1 
I  myself  have  that  kind  of  respect  for  the  consum- 
ers which  we  ought  to  feci  for  every  thing  useful. 
If  not  the  salt  of  the  earth,  they  are  its  manure, 
without  which  it  could  not  produce  so  abun- 
dantly. 
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scornful  cvirre  at  yonder  pig. 
It  Bonld'be  weli,  mj  friend,  if  we,  like  him. 
Were  perfect  in  our  kind  !  .  .  And  why  dospiee 
The  sow-born  grunter?  ,  .  He  ifl  obstinate, 
Thou  answereet ;  ugly,  and  the  filthiest  beast 
That  banquets  upon  oftki.  .  .  Kow  I  praj  you 
Hear  the  pig's  eounsel. 

la  he  obstinate  ? 
We  must  not,  Jacob,  bo  deceived  by  words; 
We  must  not  take  them  as  nnheoding  hands 
Beceive  base  money  at  the  current  worth. 
But  with  a  just  suspicion  try  their  sound. 
And  in  the  even  balance  weigh  them  well. 
See  now  to  what  this  obstinacy  comes: 
A  poor,  mistreated,  democratic  beast. 
He  knows  that  hia  unmerciful  drivers  seek 
Their  profit,  and  not  his.    He  hath  not  learned 
That  pigs  were  made  for  man,  ,  .  bom  to  bebrawn'c 
And  baconized  :  that  ho  must  please  to  ^ve 
Just  what  his  gracious  masters  please  to  take ; 
Perhapfl  his  tusks,  the  weapons  Nature  gave 
For  self-defence,  the  general  privilege ; 
Perhaps, .  .  hark,  Jacob  I  dost  thou  hear  that  horn ' 
Woe  to  the  young  posterity  of  Pork! 
Thdr  enemy  is  at  hand. 

Again.     Thou  say'st 
The  pig  is  ugly.    Jacob,  look  at  him ! 
Those  eyes  have  taught  the  lover  flattery. 
His  face,  .  .  nay,  Jacob  1  Jacob !  were  it  tair 
To  judge  a  lady  in  her  dishabille? 
Fancy  It  dressed,  and  with  saltpetre  rouged. 
Behold  his  tail,  my  friend;  with  curls  like  that 
The  wanton  hop  marries  her  stately  spouse ; 
So  crisp  in  beauty  Amoretta'a  hair 
Knga  round  her  lover's  soul  the  chains  of  love. 


And  what  is  beauty,  but  the  aptitude 
Of  parts  harmonious?     Give  thy  fancy  Scope, 
And  (hou  wilt  And  Chat  no  imagined  change 
Can  beaudfy  this  beast.     Place  at  his  end 
The  starry  glories  of  the  peacock's  pride, 
Give  him  the  swan's  white  breast;  for  his  bom- 
Shape  such  a  foot  and  ankle  as  the  waves 
Crowded  in  eager  rivalry  to  kiss 
When  Venus  from  the  enamor'd  sea  arose;  .  . 
Jacob,  thou  canst  but  make  a  monster  of  him ! 
All  alteration  man  could  think,  would  mar 
His  pig-perfection. 

The  last  charge,  .  .  he  lives 
A  dirty  life.     Here  I  could  shelter  him 
Willi  noble  and  right-reverend  precedents, 
And  show  by  sanction  of  authority 
That  'tis  a  very  honorable  thing 
To  thrive  by  dirty  ways.     But  let  me  rest 
On  better  ground  the  unanswerable  defence. 
The  pig  is  a  philosopher,  who  knows' 
No  prejudice.     Dirt?  .  .  Jacob,  what  is  din? 
If  matter,  . .  why  the  delicate  dish  (hat  tempts 
An  o'ergorged  eiwcure  to  the  last  morsel 
That  stuffs  him  to  the  throat-gates,  is  no  more. 
If  matter  bo  not,  but  as  sages  say. 
Spirit  is  all,  and  all  things  visible 
Are  one,  the  infinitely  modified, 
Think,  Jacob,  what  that  pig  is,  and  the  mire 
Wherein  bo  stands  knee-decpl 

And  there!  the  breeze 
Pleads  with  me,  and  has  won  thee  to  a  smile 
That  speaks  conviction.      O'er  yon  blossom'd 
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FftOH  hia  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day 

A  walking  the  Devil  is  gone. 
To  look  at  his  snug  little  farm  of  the  World, 

And  see  how  his  stock  went  on. 

Over  the  hil!  and  over  the  dale. 

And  he  went  over  the  plain ; 
And  backward  and  forward  he  swish'd  his  tail 

As  a  gentleman  swishes  a  cane. 

How  then  was  the  Devil  drest? 

Oh,  he  was  in  his  Sunday's  best. 
His  coat  was  red  and  his  breeches  were  blue, 
And  there  was  a  hole  where  his  tail  eamc  throu 

A  lady  drove  by  in  her  pride. 
In  whose  face  an  expression  he  spied 
For  which  he  could  have  kiss'd  her; 


Such  a  flourishing,  fine,  clever  woman  was  she, 
With  an  eye  as  wicked  as  wicked  can  be, 
I  should  take  her  for  my  Aunt,  thought  he, 
If  my  dam  bad  had  a  sister. 


Win 


a  lord  of  high  degree, 
with  his  own  when  he  c 


The  expression,  the  look,  and  the  fur. 
And  the   character,  too,  as   it  seem'd  to  a 

hair- 
Such  a  twin-likeness  there  was  in  the  pair, 
That  It  made  the  Devil  start  and  stare, 
For  be  thought  there  was  surely  a  looking-glae: 

But  be  could  not  see  the  frame. 
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He  saw  a  Lawyer  killing  a  viper, 

On  3.  dung-liill  beside  hia  stable ; 
Ha!  quoth  he,  thou  put'st  me  in  mind 

Of  tha  atorj  of  Cain  and  Abel. 

An  Apothecary  on  a  white  horse 

Rode  by,  on  hia  vocation  ; 
And  the  Devil  thought  of  hia  old  friend 

Death  in  the  Kevelation. 

He  pass'd  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-houf 

A  cottage  of  gentility, 
And  he  onn'd  with  a  grin 

That  his  favorite  sin 

la  pride  that  apes  humility. 

He  saw  a  pig  rapidly 

Down  a  river  float ; 
The  pig  Bwam  well,  hut  every  stroke 

Was  cutting  hie  own  throat ; 

And  Satan  gave  thereat  hia  tail 

A  twirl  of  admiration ; 
For  he  thought  of  hia  daughter  War, 

And  her  Bucliling  babe  Taxation. 

Well  enough,  in  sooth,  he  liked  that  truth. 
And  nothing  the  worse  for  Ihejest; 

But  this  was  only  a  first  thought ; 
And  in  this  he  did  not  rest : 

Another  came  presently  into  his  head. 

And  here  it  proved,  as  has  often  been  said. 
That  second  thoughts  are  best. 

For  as  PiggJ  plied,  with  wind  and  tide, 

Hia  way  with  such  celerity, 
And  at  every  stroke  the  water  dyed 
With  his  own  red  blood,  the  Devil  cried. 
Behold  a  swinish  nation's  pride 

In  cotton-spun  prosperity. 

He  walk'd  into  London  leisurely. 

The  streets  were  dirty  and  dim: 
But  there  he  saw  Brothers  the  Prophet, 

And  Brothers  the  Prophet  Saw  him. 

He  entered  a  thriving  bookseller's  shop ; 

Quoth  he,  we  are  both  of  one  college. 
For  I  myself  sate  like  a  Cormorant  once 

Upon  the  Tree  of  Knowledge. 

As  he  passed  through  Cold-Bath  Fields  he  look'd 

At  asolitary  cell ; 
And  he  was  well-plcased,  for  it  gave  him  a  hint 

For  improving  the  prisons  of  Heil. 

He  saw  a  turnkey  tie  a  thief's  hands 

With  a  cordial  tug  and  jerk ; 
Kimbly,  quoth  he,  a  man's  lingers  move 

When  his  heart  is  in  hia  work. 

He  saw  the  same  turnkey  unfettering  a  man 

With  little  expedition; 
And  he  chuckled  to  think  of  his  dear  slave-trade. 
And  the  long  debates  and  delays  that  were  made. 

Concerning  its  abolition. 

He  met  one  of  Ms  favorite  daughters 

By  an  Evangelical  Meeting  ; 
And  forgetting  himself  for  joy  at  her  sight, 
He  would  have  accosted  her  outright, 

And  given  her  a  fatherly  greeting. 


But  she  tipt  him  the  wink,  drew  back,  and  cried, 

Avaunt!  my  name's  BeligiOQ  I 
And  then  she  turn'd  to  the  preacher. 

And  leer'd  like  a  love-sick  pigeon. 

A  fine  man  and  a  famous  Professor  was  he, 
As  the  great  Alesander  now  may  be, 
Whose  fame  not  yet  o'erpast  is : 
Or  that  new  Scotch  performer 
Wiio  is  fiercer  and  warmer. 
The  great  Sir  Arch-Bombastes. 

With  throbs  and  throes,  and  ah's  and  oh's. 
Par  famed  his  flock  for  frightening; 

And  thundering  with  his  voice,  the  while 
His  eyes  zigzag  like  lightning. 

This  Scotch  phenomenon,  I  trow. 

Beats  Alexander  hollow ; 
Even  when  most  tame 
He  breathes  more  flame 

Than  ten  Fire-Kings  could  swallow. 


And  a  consecrated  flag. 

And  shout  of  tag  and  rag. 

And  march  of  rank  and  file. 
Which  had  flii'd  the  crowded  aisle 
Of  the  venerable  pile, 

From  church  he  saw  her  come. 

He  call'd  her  aside,  and  began  to  chide, 
For  what  dost  thou  here?  said  he; 
My  city  of  Rome  is  thy  proper  home. 
And  there's  work  enough  there  for  thee. 

Thou  hast  confes^ona  to  listen, 
And  bells  to  christen. 
And  altars  and  dolls  (o  dress ; 
And  fools  to  coa^t. 

And  beads  and  bones  to  bless ; 
And  great  pardons  to  sell 
For  those  who  pay  well. 
And  small  ones  for  those  who  pay  less. 

Nay,  Father,  I  boast,  that  this  is  my  post. 
She  answered;  and  thou  wilt  allow, 

That  the  great  Harlot, 

Who  is  clothed  in  scarlet. 
Can  very  well  spare  me  now. 

Upon  her  business  I  am  come  here. 
That  we  may  extend  our  powers ; 
Whatever  lets  down  this  church  that  we  hate, 
Is  something  io  favor  of  ours. 

Ton  will  not  think,  great  C<«mocrat! 

That  I  spend  my  time  in  fooling ; 
Many  irons,  my  sire,  have  we  in  the  fire. 

And  I  must  leave  none  of  them  cooling; 
For  yoa  must  know  state-councils  here. 
Are  held  which  I  bear  rule  in. 
When  my  liberal  notions. 
Produce  mischievous  motiona. 
There's  many  a  man  of  good  intent. 
In  either  house  of  Parliament, 
Whom  I  shall  find  a  tool  in ; 
And  I  have  hopeful  pupils  too 
Who  all  thia  while  are  echooling. 
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nne  progreFS  tiioy  make  in  our  lil 
Mj  UtililarianB, 
Mj  aU  sorts  of —iniana 
And  all  sorts  of  — Brians ; 
My  aU  sorts  of  — ists, 
And  mj  Frigs  anil  my  Whigs 
Who  have  all  sorts  of  twists, 
Train'd  in  the  very  way,  I  know, 
Fatbec,  you  would  hare  them  go; 
Hig!i  and  low, 


Well  pleased  wilt  thou  be  at  no  verv  far  day, 

When  the  caldron  of  mischief  boils. 
And  I  bring  them  forth  in  battle  array. 

And  bid  them  suspend  their  broils. 
That  they  may  unite  and  fall  on  the  prey, 

for  which  we  are  spreading  our  toils. 
How  the  nice  boya  all  will  give  mouth  at  the  call. 

Hark  away !  hark  away  to  the  spoils  I 
My  Macs  and  my  Quacks  and  my  lawless- Jacks, 
My  Shiels  and  O'Connella,  my  pious  Mac-Donnells, 

My  joke-smith  Sydney,  and  all  of  his  kidney, 
My  Humes  and  my  Broughams, 
My  merry  old  Jerry, 

My  Lord  Kings,  and  my  Doctor  Doyles! 

At  this  good  news,  so  great 

The  Devil's  pleasure  grew. 
That  with  a  joyful  swish  he  rent 

The  hole  where  his  tail  came  through. 

His  countenance  fell  for  a  moment 

When  he  felt  the  stitches  go ; 
Ah !  thought  he,  there's  a  job  now 

That  I've  made  for  my  tailor  below. 

Great  newsl  bloody  news  1  eried  a  newsman ; 

The  Devil  said.  Stop,  let  me  see ! 
Great  news!  bloody  newsl  thought  the  Devil, 

The  bloodier  the  better  for  me. 

So  he  bought  the  newspaper,  and  no  news 

At  all  for  his  money  he  had. 
Lying  varlet,  thought  he,  thus  to  take  in  oM  Kick  I 

But  it's  some  satisfaction,  my  lad. 
To  know  thou  art  paid  beforehand  for  the  trick, 

For  the  siipence  I  gave  thee  is  bad. 

And  then  it  came  into  his  head 

By  oracular  inspiration. 
That  what  he  had  seen  and  what  he  had  said 

In  the  course  of  this  visitation. 
Would  be  pubhshed  in  the  Mornmg  Post, 

For  all  this  reading  nation. 

Therewith  in  second  sight  he  saw 
The  place  and  the  manner  and  time, 

In  which  this  mortal  story 
Would  be  put  in  immortal  rhyme. 

That  it  would  happen  when  two  poets 

Should  on  a  time  be  met. 
In  the  town  of  Nether  Stowey, 

In  the  shire  of  Somerset. 

There  while  the  one  was  shaving 
Would  he  the  song  begin  ; 
And  the  other  when  he  heard  it  at  breakfast, 
In  ready  accord  join  in. 


:   DEVIL  S   WALK  ON   EARTH. 


So  each  would  help  the  other. 
Two  heads  being  better  than  one ; 

And  the  phrase  and  conceit 

Would  in  unison  meet, 
And  so  with  glee  the  verse  flow  free. 
In  ding-dong  chime  of  sing-song  rhyme, 

THJ  the  whole  were  merrily  done. 

And  because  it  was  set  to  the  razor. 

Not  to  the  lute  or  harp. 
Therefore  it  was  that  the  fancy 

Should  be  bright,  and  the  wit  be  sharp. 

But,  then,  said  Satan  to  himself. 

As  for  that  said  beginner. 
Against  m;  infernal  Majesty, 

There  is  no  greater  sinner. 

He  hath  put  me  m  ugly  ballads 
With  libellous  pictures  for  sale ; 

He  hath  scolF'd  at  my  hoofs  and  my  horns. 
And  has  made  very  free  with  my  tail. 

But  this  Mr.  Poet  shall  find 
I  am  not  a  safe  subjeet  for  whim  ; 

For  I'll  set  up  a  School  of  my  own. 
And  my  Poets  shall  set  upon  him. 

Ho  went  to  a  coffee-house  to  dine. 
And  there  he  had  soy  in  his  dish ; 

Having  ordered  some  soles  for  his  dinner. 
Because  he  was  fond  of  flat  fish. 

They  are  much  to  my  palate,  thought  he. 
And  now  guess  the  reason  who  can, 

Why  no  bait  should  be  better  than  place. 
When  I  fish  for  a  ParUament-nian. 

But  the  soles  in  the  biU  were  ten  shillings ; 

Tell  your  master,  quoth  he,  what  I  say ; 
If  he  chaises  at  this  rate  for  all  things, 

He  must  be  in  a  pretty  good  way. 

Bnt  mark  ye,  said  he  to  the  waiter, 
I'm  a  dealer  myself  in  this  line. 

And  his  business,  between  you  and  me, 
NoChmg  like  so  extensive  as  mine. 

Now  soles  are  eiceedingly  cheap. 
Which  he  will  not  attempt  to  deny. 

When  I  see  hitn  at  my  fish-market 
rU  warrant  him,  byand-by. 

As  he  went  along  the  Strand, 

Between  three  in  the  morning  and  four. 
He  observed  a  queer-looking  person, 

Who  staggered  from  Perry's  door. 

And  he  thought  that  all  the  world  over 
In  vnin  for  a  man  you  might  seek. 

Who  could  drink  more  like  a  Trojan, 
Or  talk  more  like  a  Greek. 

The  Devil  then  he  prophesied — 
It  would  one  day  be  matter  of  talk, 
That  with  wine  when  smitten. 
And  with  wit  moreover  being  happily  bitten, 
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A  pretty  mistake,  quoth  the  Devil; 
A  pretty  mistake  I  opine  I 
T  have  put  man;  ill  thoughts  in  his  mouth, 

And  whoever  shall  say  that  to  Porson 
These  beat  of  all  verses  belong. 

He  is  an  untruth-telling  whore-son. 
And  so  shall  be  call'd  in  the  song. 


Aad  if  seeking  an  illicit  cODnexion  with  fame, 
Any  one  else  should  put  in  a  claim, 

In  this  comical  competition; 
That  excellent  poem  will  prove 

A  man-trap  for  such  foolish  ambition, 
Where  the  silly  rogue  shall  be  caught  by  the  leg. 
And  exposed  in  a  second  edition. 


Now  the  morning  air  was  cold  for  him, 

And  yet  he  did  not  immediately  wish, 
To  sec  out  on  his  homeward  road. 

For  he  had  some  morning  calls  to  make, 

Before  ho  went  back  to  Hell; 
So,  thought  he,  I'll  step  into  a  gaming-house, 

And  that  will  do  as  well; 
But  just  before  he  could  get  lo  the  door 

A  wonderful  chance  befell. 

For  all  on  a  sudden,  in  a  dark  place. 
He  came  upon  General 's  burning  face ; 

And  it  struck  hint  with  such  consternation. 
That  home  in  a  hurry  his  way  did  he  take, 
CeeuUBC  be  thought,  by  a  slight  mistake 

'Twaa  the  general  conflagration. 


THE    ANTl-PUKSTER. 


The  man  who  would  scruple  to  make  a  pun, 
would  not  hesitate  to  commit  a  burglary.  Why 
we  think  so,  we  don't  know ;  but  we  have  just  as 
much  right  to  our  opinion  that  there  is  a  distinct 
connection  between  a  diahke  of  puns  and  a  tuste 
for  burglaries,  as  Dr.  Johnson  had  to  his,  when  he 
chose,  most  arbitrarily  and  ailiteratively,  to  con- 
found a  pun  perpetrated  with  a  pocket  to  be  picked. 

The  anti-punster  is  the  incarnation  of  the  spirit 
of  intolerance.  His  aversion  knows  no  cold  medmm. 
He  has  no  mercy  for  the  man  who  differs  from  him 
— on  the  point  of  a  pun.  He  is  a  man  of  one  idea, 
and  that,  though  an  old  one  certainly,  is  no  joke. 
His  singleness  of  apprehension  cannot  stand  the 
shock  of  a  double  meaning.  One  is  as  much  as  he 
can  manage  to  comprehend;  and  he  can  no  more 
stand  up  against  the  force  and  confusion  of  two, 
than  he  could  brave  the  diseiiarge  of  a  double  bar- 
clled  gun  at  his  head.  Besides,  he  regards  a  pun  as 
a  most  reckless  and  extravagant  waste  of  meaning. 
He  would  rather  you  nsed  a  word  that  meant  no- 
thing. "  The  no  meaning "  does  not  puzzle  him 
more  than  wit,  and  a  passage  that  leads  to  nothing, 
affords  him  more  profit  and  recreation  than  an  in- 
sane attempt  to  walk  in  two  paths  at  a  time. 

Like  to  a  mm  on  double  business  boand. 
Who  both  MBlucts, 

he  would  infinitely  prefer  a  stroll  in  the  dark 
through  grounds  beset  with  traps  and  spring-guns, 
to  joining  in  conversation  with  a  punster.  Ha  re- 
sents an  unprovoked  quibble  as  a  personal  insult. 
He  never  called  anybody  out  on  this  score,  be- 
cause, in  his  opinion,  a  man  once  convicted  of  a 
premeditated  pun,  has  forfeited  all  claims  to  be 
treated  as  a  gentleman  ;  hut  he  never  fails  to  kick 
the  offender  down  stairs ; — with  hia  mind's  foot, 
Horatio.  Having  discovered  that  bis  eldest  son  had 
called  the  cock  an  ornithological  Cerberus — three 
birds  at  once,  his  throat  being  a  swallow,  and  his 
voice  a  crow--4ie  threatened  to  cut  the  culprit  off 
with  a  shilling ;  and  ascertaining  that  the  young 
wag  had  remarked  upon  the  difficulty  of  "cutting 
off"  a  son  with  a  shilling — a,  shilling  being  undeni- 
ably "blunt"— he  put  hia  threat  into  esecution, 
"    "  .  ".    ■  a  an  inspired  idiot;  and 


tory  with  a  pun  in  his  mouth.  1 
disgust  if  you  tell  him  that  the  same  thing  has 
happened  on  the  real  stage  of  life— that  Elliston'a 
ending  was  even  as  that  of  Mercutio,  whom  he  had 
so  often  represented — that  when,  an  hour  or  two 
before  the  parting  of  soul  and  body,  the  patient's 
head  was  raised  on  his  pillow,  and,  to  seduce  him 
into  taking  one  more  hopeless  spoonful  of  medicine, 
ho  waa  told  "he  should  wash  it  down  with  half  a 
glass  of  his  brown  sherry" — that  even  then,  the  ac- 
tor's glazed  eye  brightened  under  the  influence  of 
the  ruUng  pasaon,  as  he  articulated  with  almost 
moveless  lips,  "Bri-be-ry  and  Cor-rup-tionI" 

Nothing  incenses  the  anti-punster  so  much  as 
detecting  in'  a  distaste  to  puns  an  incapacity  for 
making  them.  Charge  him  with  that,  and  he  will 
immediately  prove  himself  incapable  by  offering 
proof  of  capacity.  He  can  neither  make  a  genuine 
good  pun,  which  is  a  good  thing — nor  a  shocking 
bad  one,  which  is  a  better.  Whatever  he  hazards 
is  bad,  to  be  sure — but  not  bad  enougl] ;  it  is  a 
wretched,  dull  piece  of  impotence,  wholly  innocent 
of  drollery.  He  has  no  soul  for  a.  villanous  quib- 
ble— he  cannot  for  his  life  make  it  vile  enough 
to  succeed;  he  has  not  the  grasp  of  mind  re- 
quired to  gather  up  two  remote  meanings  and 
compress  them  into  a  single  word,  which  the  eye, 
rather  than  the  tongue,  italicizes  to  the  appre- 
hension. In  short,  he  is  imcooscioas  that  the  ex- 
cellent and  the  execrable  meet  together  upon  a 
point  which  genius  alone  can  reach ;  and  that  in 
the  art  of  punning,  to  be  good  enough  and  bad 
enough  are  the  same  thing — the  difficulty  being  as 
great,  and  the  glory  as  unequivocal.  In  his  at- 
tempt, therefore,  he  tries  hard  at  working  out  a 
good  one,  and  consequently  fails  to  arrive  at  the 
proper  pitch  of  badness.  The  anii-punster  is  an 
incapable  ;  all  he  can  do  is,  to  Cake  his  hat  because 
he  can't  take  a  joke.  He  breaks  up  a  party  because 
somebody  breaks  a  jest.  He  thinks  he  shows  hia 
sense  by  not  reUehing  nonsense;  and  seeks  credit 
for  profound  thought,  by  authoriiing  a  play  upon 
words.     He  carries  a  sneer  on  his  Up  for  want  of  a 
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The  name  of  my  nei  maater  was,  if  poabil,  still 
more  ellygaiit  and  joufunioua  than  that  of  my  fust. 
I  now  fonnd  myself  boddy  servant  to  the  Honrab- 
ble  Halgernon  Percy  Deuceace,  youngest  and  fifth 
SOD  of  the  Earl  of  Craba. 

Halgernon  was  a  barrystir — that  is,  he  lived  in 
Pump  Court  Temple ;  a  wulgar  nabrood,  witch,  praps 
mj'  readers  doo't  no.  Suffiz  to  say,  it's  on  the 
confines  of  the  citty,  and  the  choasen  aboad  of  the 
iBiWjera  of  ibis  metrappolieh. 

When  I  say  that  Mr.  Deuceace  was  a  barrystir,  I 
don't  mean  that  be  went  sesahums  or  eurcoata,  (aa 
they  call  'em,)  but  simply  that  he  kop  chambeca, 
lived  in  Pump  Court,  and  looked  out  for  a  commi- 
tlonarship,  or  a  revjainsbip,  or  any  other  place  Chat 
the  Wig  guvvyment  could  give  him.  His  father 
was  a  Wig  pier,  (aa  the  landriss  told  me,)  and  hftd 
been  a  Toary  pier.  The  fack  is,  hia  lordahip  was  so 
pour,  that  he  would  be  anythink,  or  nothink,  to  get 
previsions  for  his  sons,  and  an  inkum  for  Mmself. 

I  phansy  that  ho  aloud  Halgernon  two  hundred 
a-jearj  and  it  would  have  been  a  very  comforable 
mainteoants,  only  he  knever  paid  him. 

Owever,  the  young  gnimn  was  a  gnlmn,  and  no 
mistake ;  he  got  his  allowents  of  nothink  a-year, 
and  spent  it  in  the  moat  honrable  and  fashnabble 
manner.  He  kep  a  kab — he  went  to  Holmai  and 
Ccockfud'a— he  moved  in  the  most  iquizzit  euekles 
— and  trubbld  the  law-booi  very  little,  J  can  tell 
you.  Those  fashnabble  genta  have  nays  of  getten 
money,  whicli  comman  pipple  doant  understand. 

Though  he  had  only  a  therd  floar  in  Pump  Cort, 
he  lived  as  if  lie  had  the  welth  of  Creaas.  The  ten- 
pun  notes  floo  abowC  as  common  aa  haypince — clar- 
rit  and  ahampang  was  at  his  house  as  vulgar  as  gin  ; 
and  verry  glad  I  waa,  to  be  sure,  to  be  a  valley  to  a 
zion  of  the  nobillaty. 

Deuceace  had,  in  his  sittin-room,  a.  targe  [nctur 
on  a  sheet  of  paper.  The  names  of  his  family  was 
wrote  on  it :  it  was  wrote  in  the  shape  of  a  tree,  a 
groin  out  of  a  man-in-armor'fl  stomick,  and  the 
names  were  on  little  plates  among  the  bows.  The 
pictur  said  tliat  the  Deuceaces  kem  into  England  in 
the  year  1066,  along  with  William  Conqueruas.  My 
niaaler  called  it  his  podygree.  I  do  belcev  it  was 
because  he  had  this  pictur,  and  because  he  was  the 
MonraWe  Deuceace,  that  he  mannitched  to  live  as 
he  did.  If  he  had  been  a  common  man,  you'd  have 
Bwd  he  was  no  better  than  a  swioler.  It's  only  rank 
and  bulh  that  can  warrant  such  singlaritles  as  my 
master  ahow'd.  For  it's  no  uae  diagysing  it — ^e 
Honrabble  Halgernon  was  a  gaubleb.  For  a  man 
of  wulgar  family,  it's  the  wust  trade  that  can  be — 
for  a  man  of  common  feeling  of  honesty,  this  pro- 
fession ia  quite  imposibill ;  but  for  a  real  thorough- 
bread  genimn,  it's  the  cosiest  and  most  prophetable 
line  he  can  take. 

It  may,  praps  appear  curous  that  such  tt  fashna- 
ble  man  should  live  in  the  Temple  ;  but  it  must  be 
recklected,  that  it's  not  only  kwycra  who  live  in 
what's  called  the  Ins  of  Cort.  Many  batchylers, 
who  have  nothing  to  do  with  lor,  have  here  their 
logini ;  and  many  sham  barryaters,  who  never  put 
on  a  wig  and  a  gownd  twlae  in  their  lives,  kip  apart^ 
menls  in  the  Temple,  instead  of  Bon  Street,  Pickle- 
dilly,  or  other  ^shnabble  places. 


Frinstance,  on  our  sfairkis  (so  these  houaes  are 
called,)  there  waa  8  sets  of  chamberscs,  and  only  3 
lawyers.  These  was,  bottom  floor,  Screwaon,  Hew- 
eon,  and  Jewson,  Attorneys;  fust  floor,  Mr.  Ser- 
geant  Flabbcr— opsit,  Mr.  Counelor  Bruffv ;  and 
eecknd  pair,  Mr.  Haggerslony,  an  Irish  counslor, 
pracktising  at  the  Old  Baly,  and  liekwise  what  they 
call  reporter  to  the  Morning  Post  nyouspapper. — 
Opsit  him  was  wrote 

Mb.  EicnARD  Blewitt; 

and  on  the  thud  floar,  with  my  master,  lived  one 
Mr.  Dawkins. 

This  young  fellow  was  a  new  comer  into  Ihe  Tem- 
ple, and  unlucky  it  was  for  him  loo— he'd  better 
had  never  been  born  ;  for  it's  my  firm  apiiiion  that 
the  Temple  ruined  him— that  is,  with  the  help  of 
my   master  and  Mr.   Dick  Blewitt,   as  you  shall 

Mr.  Dawkins,  aa  I  was  gave  to  understand  by  his 
young  man,  had  jest  left  the  Universary  of  Oiford, 
and  had  a  pretty  litttle  fortn  of  hia  own — sii  thou- 
sand pound,  or  BO — in  the  stos.  He  was  jest  of  age, 
anorfinwhohad  lost  his  father  and  mother;  and 
having  distinkwished  hisself  at  colhtch,  where  he 
gained  seflTral  prices,  was  come  to  town  to  push  his 
fortn,  and  study  the  barryster's  bisniss. 

Not  bein  of  a  verry  high  fammlj  hisself— indeed, 
Tve  beard  say  his  father  was  a  chismonger,  or  some- 
think  of  that  lo  sort — Dawkings  was  glad  to  End 
^•"  old  Oxford  frend,  Mr.  Blewitt,  yonger 


■e  Blewitt  of  Ustershire,  and  to  take  r< 


Now,  tho' there  was  aconaiddrable  intimacy  be- 
tween me  and  Mr.  Blewitt's  gentleman,  there  waa 
scarcely  any  betwixt  our  masters — mine  being  too 
much  of  the  aristoxy  to  associate  with  one  of  Mr, 
Blewitt's  sort.  Blewitt  was  what  they  call  a  bettin 
man;  he  went  reglar  to  Tattlesall's,  kep  a  pony, 
wore  a  white  hat,  a  blue  berd's-eye  hankercher,  and 


contrary  of  my  n 


IS  the - 


ter,  who  was  a  slim,  ellygant 
.....u,  =^  t.ti  ,1  nue — he  had  very  white  hands,  ray- 
ther  a  sallow  face,  with  dark  sharp  is.  and  small  wis- 

kus  neatly  trimmed,  and  aa  black  as  Warren's  jet 

he  spoke  very  low  and  soft— he  seemed  to  be  watch- 
in  the  person  with  whom  he  was  in  convysation,  and 
always  flattered  every  body.  Aa  for  Blewitt,  he 
waa  quite  of  another  sort.  He  was  always  swearin, 
aingin,  and  slappin  people  on  the  back,  as  heattv 
and  familiar  aa  posbill.  Ho  seemed  a  merry,  care- 
less, honest  cretur,  whom  one  would  trust  with  life 
and  soul.  So  thought  Dawkina,  at  least ;  who,  tho' 
a  quiet  young  man,  (ond  of  his  booi,  novvles,  By- 
ron's poems,  floot-playing,  and  such  like  aoienlafio 
amusemjnts,  grew  hand  in  glove  with  honest  Dick 
Blewitt,  and  soon  after  with  my  master,  the  Hon- 
rabble Halgernon.  Poor  Daw !  he  thought  he  was 
makin  good  connexions,  and  real  frends— he  had 
fiillen  in  with  a  couple  of  the  most  etrocious  awin- 
iera  that  ever  lived. 

Before  Mr.  Dawkins  arrived  m  our  house,  Mr. 
Deuceace  had  barely  condysended  to  speak  to  Mr. 
Blewitt :  it  was  only  about  a  month  after  that  suck- 
that  my  master,  all  of  a  sudding,  grew 
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very  friendly  with  him.  'The  reason  was  pretty 
clear  —  Deuoeace  vian-ied  Mm,  Dawkins  had  not 
been  an  hour  in 'master's  compny,  before  he  knew 
that  he  had  n  pidgin  to  pluck. 

Blewitt  knew  this  too;  and  bein  very  fond  of 
pidgin,  intended  to  keep  this  one  entirely  to  himself. 
It  was  amusin  to  see  the  Honrabble  Hal^emon  ma- 
uuvring  to  get  his  pore  bird  out  of  filcnitt's  clause, 
who  thought  he  had  it  safe.  In  fact,  he'd  brought 
Dawkins  to  these  chatnbera  for  that  very  porpus, 
thinking  to  hare  him  under  hia  eye,  and  strip  him 

"My  master  very  soon  found  out  what  was  Mr. 
Blewitt's  game.  Gamblers  know  gamblers,  if  not 
by  instink,  at  least  by  reputation  ;  and  though  Mr. 
Blewitt  moved  in  a  much  lower  spear  than  Mr. 
Deuceace,  they  knew  each  other's  dealins  and  car- 
acters  pufGekly  well. 

"  Charles,  you  sooundre!,"  says  Deuceace  to  me 
one  day,  (he  always  spoak  in  that  kind  way,)  "  who 
is  this  person  that  has  taken  the  opsit  chambers, 
and  plays  the  flute  so  industrusly  P  " 

"  it's  Mr.  Dawkins,  a  rich  young  gentleman  from 
Oiford,  and  a  great  friend  of  Mr.  Blewittses,  sir," 
says  I ;  "  they  seem  to  live  in  each  other's  rooms." 

Master  said  nothink,  but  he  jmVd— my  eye, 
how  ho  did  grin  I     tfot  the  foni  flod  himself  could 

I  knew  what  he  meant, 

Imprimisb.     A  man  who  plays  the  floot  is  a  slm- 

Secknly.    Mr.  Blewitt  is  a  raskle. 

Thirdmo.  When  a  raakle  and  a  simpleton  is  al- 
ways together,  and  when  the  simpleton  is  rich,  one 
knows  pretty  well  what  will  come  of  it. 

1  was  tint  a  lad  in  them  days,  but  I  knew  what  was 
what  as  well  as  my  master ;  it's  not  gentlemen  only 
that's  up  to  snough.  Law  bless  us !  there  was  four 
of  ua  on  this  stairkes,  four  as  nice  joung  men  as 
you  ever  see  ;  Mr.  Bmffy's  young  man,  Mr,  Dawk- 
inses,  Mr.  Blewitts,  and  me — and  we  knew  what  our 
masters  was  about  as  well  as  they  did  theirselfs. — 
Frinstauce,  I  can  say  this  for  myself,  there  wasn't  a 
paper  in  Deuceaoe's  desk  or  drawer,  not  a  bill,  a 
note,  or  miserandum,  which  1  hadn't  read  as  well  as 
be ;  with  Blewitt's  it  was  the  same — me  and  his 
young  man  used  to  read  'era  all.  There  wasn't  a 
bottle  of  wind  that  we  didn't  get  a  glas,  nor  a  pound 
of  sugar  that  we  didn't  have  some  luraps  of  it.  We 
had  keys  to  all  the  cubbards — we  pipped  into  aU 
the  letters  that  kera  and  went — we  pored  over  all 
the  bill-files — we'd  the  best  piokina  out  of  the  din- 
ners, the  livvers  of  the  fowls,  the  foree-mit  balls 
out  of  the  soup  he  m  altit  Aa  tor  the 
coals  and  candles  w  1  ft  h  m  the  landnsaes  — 
Tou  may  call    hi  —     nsi     e — it  s  only  our 

rights — a  suw  p    qm  as  sacred  as  the 

laws  of  Hengla  d 

Well,  the  Ion        d    h  rt  i 

Blewitt,  exquire  d  a 

an  inkuia  of  tbre    h     d    d  i 

Out  of  this  he  had  to  pay  one  hum 
for  money  borrowed  by  him  at  collidge,  seventy  for 
chambers,  seventy  more  for  hia  boss,  aty  for  hia 
suTvant  on  bord  wagis,  and  about  three  hundred 
and  fifty  for  a  sepprat  cstablishmint  in  the  Kegency 
Park ;  besides  this  his  pocklt  mony,  say  a  hundred, 
his  eatin,  drinkin,  and  wine-merchant's  bill,  about 
two  hundred  moar.  So  that  you  see  be  laid  by  a 
pretty  handsome  sum  at  the  end  of  the  year. 

My  master  was  diffreuti  and  being  a  more  fash- 


!  this  Bichard 
s  follows  Hed 
from  his  father 


onat  coeiray,  at  Croctltirfl's, £  Sill    0  0 

I  or  FnhoDga  Bud  I  O  U's  (but  he  didn't 
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I  give  this  as  a  curoaty — pipple  doant  know  how 
in  many  cases  faahnabble  life  is  carried  on;  and  to 
know  even  what  a  real  gnlmn  owes  is  somethink  in- 
stmctif  and  agreeable. 

But  to  my  ImI.  The  very  day  after  my  master 
had  made  the  inquiries  concerning  Mr.  Dawkins, 
witch  I  have  mentioned  already,  he  met  Mr.  Blew- 
itt on  the  etidrs,  and  byoutifBe  it  was  to  see  how 
this  gnlmn,  who  had  before  been  almost  cut  by  my 
master,  was  now  received  by  him.  One  of  the 
sweatest  smiles  T  ever  saw  was  now  vjszibio  on  Mr. 
Deuceace's  coantenence.  He  held  out  hia  hand, 
covered  with  a  white  kid  glove,  and  said,  in  the 
most  frenly  tone  of  vice  posbill,  "What?  Mr. 
Blewitt !  It  is  an  age  since  wo  met.  What  a  ahame 
that  such  near  naybors  should  Bee  each  other  so 
seldom  I " 

Mr.  Blewitt,  who  waa  standing  at  his  door,  in  a 
pe-grecn  dressing  gown,  smoakin  a  segar,  and  Bill- 
ing a  hunting  coarus,  looked  surprised,  flattered, 
and  then  suspicious. 

"Why,  yes,"  says  he,  "  it  ia,  Mr.  Deuoeace,  a  long 

"  Not,  I  think,  since  we  dined  at  ^r  George 
Hookey's.  By  the  by,  what  an  evening  that  was — 
hay,  Mr.  Blewitt?  what  wine  !  what  capital  songs! 
I  recollect  your  '  May  day  in  the  morning' — cuss 
me,  the  best  comick  song  I  ever  heard.  I  waa 
speaking  to  the  Duke  of  Doneaater  about  it  only 
yesterday.    Toa  know  the  duke,  I  think?  " 

Mr.  Blewitt  said,  quite  surly,  "No,  I  don't." 

"Not  know  himl  "  cries  master;  "why,  bang  it, 
Blewitt  I  he  knows  yoit,  as  every  sporting  man  in 
England  does,  I  should  think.  Why,  man,  your 
good  things  are  in  every  body's  mouth  at  New- 
market." 

And  so  master  went  on  chaffln  Mr.  Blewitt.  That 
genlmn  at  fust  answered  him  quite  short  and  angry ; 
but,  after  a  Uttle  more  flumery,  he  grew  as  pleased 
as  possbill,  took  in  all  Deuceace's  flatry,  and  bleeved 
all  his  lies.  At  last  the  door  shut,  and  they  both 
went  into  Mr.  Blewitt's  chambers  toglther. 

Of  course  I  can't  say  what  past  there ;  but  in  an 
hour  maater  kera  up  to  his  own  room  as  yaller  as 
mustard,  and  smellin  sadly  of  backo  smoke.  I  never 
see  any  genhnn  more  sick  than  he  was;  he'd  been 
imoaking  aegan  along  with  Blewitt,  I  said  nothink, 
in  course ;  tho'  I'd  often  heard  him  ipress  his  hor- 
row  of  backo,  and  knew  very  weU  he  would  as  soon 
swallow  piion  as  smoke.  But  he  wasn't  a  chap  to 
do  a  thing  without  a  reason:  if  he'd  been  smoiJiia, 
I  warrant  he  had  amoaked  to  some  porpus. 

I  didn't  hear  the  convysation  between  'em;  but 
Mr.  Blewitt'a  man  did :  it  was—"  WeU,  Mr.  Blewitt, 
what  capital  aeagars  t  Have  you  one  for  a  friend 
to  smoak?"  (The  old  fox,  it  wasn't  only  the  sea- 
gara  he  was  a  smoakin!)  "Walk  in,""aaya  Mr. 
Blewitt;  and  then  they  began  a  chaffln  together: 
master  very  ankshous  about  the  young  gentleman 
who  had  come  to  live  in  our  chambers,  Mr,  Dawkins, 


,,  Google 


1014 


DIAUOm)  CUT  DIAMOND. 


and  always  coming  back  to  that  subject — eayio  that 
people  on  the  same  Btairkia  ot  to  be  frenlj;  how 
glad  he'd  be,  for  his  part,  to  know  Mr.  Dick  Blewitt, 
and  angfrUnd  of  his,  and  ho  on.  Mr.  Dick,  hows- 
erer,  seamed  quite  aware  of  the  trap  laid  for  him. 
"I  really  don't  no  this  Dawkina,"  says  he;  "he's  a 
chismonger'a  son,  I  hear ;  and  tho'  I've  exchanged 
ymta  with  bim,  I  don't  intend  to  continyou  the  ac- 
quaintance— not  vrishm  to  aseoshat^  with  that  kind 
of  pipple."  So  they  went  on,  master  fiehin,  and 
Hr.  Blewitt  not  wisbin  to  take  the  hook  at  no  price. 

"  Confound  the  mlgar  thief  I  "  muttered  my  mas- 
ter, as  he  was  laying  on  hia  sophy,  after  being  so 
very  ill;  "I've  poisoned  myself  with  his  infernal 
tobacco,  and  he  hais  foiled  me.  The  cursed  swind- 
ling boor !  he  thinks  hell  ruin  this  poor  cheesemon- 
ger, does  he  F     I'll  step  in,  and  warn  him." 

I  thought  I  should  bust  a  tafhn,  when  he  talked 
in  this  style.  I  knew  very  well  what  his  "warn- 
ing" meant — lockin  the  stable  door,  but  slealin  the 
boss  fust. 


only  when  he  see  that  the  winter  was  rayther  a  big- 
ger man  than  hisself  that  he  was  in  the  least  pazzy- 
ficd.  He  returned  to  his  own  chambers  ;  and  John, 
the  waiter,  went  off  for  more  grill  to  Diies  Coffy 

"  This  is  a  most  unlucky  aident,  to  be  sure, 
Charies,"  says  master  to  me,  after  a  few  minnits 
paws,  during  which  he  had  been  and  wrote  a  note, 
put  it  into  an  antelope,  and  sealed  it  with  bis  bigg 
seal  of  arms.  "  But  stay — a  thought  strikes  me — 
take  this  note  to  Mr.  Dawkins,  and  that  pye  you 
brought  yesterday  ;  and  hearkye,  you  scoundrel,  if 
you  say  where  you  got  it  I  nilL  break  every  bone 
Id  your  skin  I  " 

These  kind  of  prommisseg  were  among  the  few 
which  I  knew  him  to  keep  ;  and  aa  I  loved  boath 
my  skinn  and  my  boans,  I  carried  the  noat,  and  of 
cors  said  nothink.  Waiting  in  Mr.  Dawkinaea  cham- 
bus  for  a  few  minnits,  I  returned  to  nij  master  with 
an  answer.  I  may  as  well  give  both  of  these  docu- 
ments, of  which  I  happen  to  have  taken  coppies. 


Besides  potry  and  the  floot,  Mr.  Dawkins,  I  must 
tell  you,  had  some  other  parshallities,  wiz — he  was 
wery  fond  of  good  eatin  and  drinkin.  After  dod- 
dling  over  his  music  and  booi  all  day,  this  young 
genlmn  used  to  sally  out  of  evenings,  dine  aumpti- 
oualy  at  a  tavern,  drinkin  ail  sorts  of  wind  along 
with  bis  friend  Mr.  Blewitt.  He  was  a  quiet  young 
fellow  enough  at  fust;  but  it  was  Mr.  B.  wh'o  (for 
his  own  porpnses,  no  doubt,)  had  got  him  iato  this 
kind  of  life.  Well,  I  needn't  say  that  he  who  oata 
a  fine  dinner,  and  drinks  too  much  over  night,  wauls 
a  bottle  of  soda-water,  and  a  gril,  praps,  in  the  morn- 
ink.  Such  was  Mr.  Dawbinseses  case ;  and  reglar 
almost  as  twelve  o'clock  came,  the  waiter  from  Dii 
Coffy-House  was  to  be  seen  on  our  stairkis,  bringin 
np  Mr.  D.'g  hot  break&st. 

No  man  would  have  thought  there  was  any  think 
in  siich  a  trifling  circkumstance ;  master  did,  tho', 
and  pounced  upon  it  like  a  cock  on  a  barlycorn. 

He  sent  me  out  to  Mr.  Morell's  in  Pickledilly,  for 
what's  called  a  Strasburg-pie — in  French  a  "patty 
defaagraw."  He  takes  a  card,  and  nails  it  on  the 
outside  case,  (patty  defaw  graws  come  generally  in 
a  round  wooden  box,  Uke  a  drumb ;)  and  what  do 
you  thmk  he  writes  on  itf  why,  as  folios  ;— "  For 
the  Honorable  Algemrm  Pera/  Oeiuxace,  etc,  etc.  etc. 
With  Prince  Taileurand'a  compli'menti!.'" 

Prince  Taliyram's  complimentB,  indeed  I  I  laff 
when  I  think  of  it  still,  the  old  surpintl  He  woa  a 
anrpint,  that  Deuceaee  and  no  mistake. 

Well,  by  a  most  eitroraary  piece  of  Ell  luck,  the 
nei  day,  punctially  as  Mr.  Dawkinaes  brexfaa  was 
coming  up  the  stairs,  Mr.  Halgernon  Percy  Deuce, 
ace  was  going  doom.  He  was  as  gay  as  a  lark,  hum- 
ming an  Oppra  tune,  and  Iwizzting  round  his  head 
his  heavy  gold-headed  cane.  Down  he  went  very 
feat,  and  by  a  most  unlucky  axdent  struck  his  cane 
against  the  winter's  tray,  and  away  went  Mr.  Daw- 
kinsea  gril,  kayann,  kitohup,  poda-water,  and  all ! 
I  can't  think  how  my  master  should  have  choaa  auch 
an  exact  time  ;  to  be  sure,  his  windo  looked  upon 
the  cort,  and  he  could  aee  every  one  who  came  into 

As  soon  as  the  aident  had  took  place,  master  was 
a  rage  a 


"ISe  Hon.  A.  P.  Deuceace,  to  T.  S. 

DiWKINS,   &j. 

Temple.  Tutaday. 

"Mr.  Deuceaee  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr. 
Dawkins,  and  begs  at  the  same  time  to  offer  his 
most  sincere  apologies  and  regrets  for  the  accident 
which  has  just  taken  place. 

"  May  Mr.  Deuceaee  be  allowed  to  take  a  neigh- 
bor's privilege,  and  to  remedy  the  evil  he  has  oc- 
caaoned  to  the  best  of  his  power?  If  Mr.  Dawkins 
will  do  him  the  favor  to  partake  of  the  contents 
of  the  accompanying  case  (from  Strasburg  direct, 
and  the  gift  of  a  friend  on  whose  taste  as  a  gour- 
mand Mr.  Dawkins  may  rely,)  perhaps  he  will  find 
that  it  is  not  a  had  substitute  for  the  plat  which  Mr. 
Deuceace's  awkwardncsa  destroyed. 

"  It  will,  also,  Mr.  Deuceaee  is  sure,  be  no  small 
gratification  to  tho  original  donor  of  the  pate,  when 
he  learns  that  it  has  fallen  into  the  hands  of  so  cel- 
ebrated a  bun  vivant  as  Mr.  Dawkins. 

"T.  S.  Dawkins,  Esq.,  elc.  etc.  etc." 
II. 
"From  T.  S.  Dawkins,  £iq.,  to  the  Hon. 
A.  P.  Deuckace. 

"  Mr.  Thomas  Smith  Dawkins  presents  his  grate- 
ful compliments  to  the  Hon.  Mr.  Deuceaee,  and  ac- 
cepts with  the  greatest  pleasure  Mr.  Deuceace's 
generous  proffer. 

"  It  would  be  one  of  the  happiest  moments  of  Mr. 
Smith  Dawkina's  life,  if  the  Hon.  H.  Deuceaee  would 
extend  hia  generosity  still  further,  and  condescend 
to  partake  of  the  repast  which  his  munijieeat  polite- 


Many  and  many  a  time,  I  say,  have  I  grind  over 
these  letters,  which  I  had  wrote  from  the  original 
by  Mr.  Bruffy's  copyin  dark.  Deuceace's  flam  about 
Prince  Talyram  was  pufficklj  successful.  I  saw 
young  Dawkins  blush  with  delito  as  he  red  the 
note ;  he  toar  up  four  or  five  sheets  before  he  com- 
posed the  auser  to  it,  which  was  as  you  read  abutT, 
and  roat  in  a  hand  quite  trembling  with  pleasycr. 
If  you  could  but  have  seen  the  look  of  triumth  m 
Deuceace's  wicked  black  eyes,  when  he  read  the 
noat !    I  never  see  a  deanun  yet,  but  I  can  phansy 
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I,  a  bolding  s.  writhing  eoal  on  his  pitchfrock,  and 
Bmilia  like  Dcuccsce.  He  dreesed  himself  in  his 
very  b«st  clotbes,  and  in  he  went,  after  sending  me 
over  to  saj  that  he  would  icept  with  pleaejour  Mr. 
Dawkins's  inrite. 

The  jrie  was  cut  up,  and  a  most  frenly  conversa- 
tion begun  betiviit  the  two  genlmin.  Deuceace  ivas 
quite  captirating.  He  spoke  to  Mr,  Dawkins  in  the 
moEt  respeokful  and  flatrin  manner — agread  in  eve- 
rj  think  he  said — prazed  hia  taste,  hia  furniter,  his 
coat,  Ms  classick  nolledge,  and  Ms  plajin'  on  the 
floot ;  you'd  have  thought,  to  hear  him,  that  such 
a  polygon  of  xlcns  as  Dankins  did  not  breath — 
that  such  a  mndiat,  stnsear,  bonrabble  genlmn  as 
Deuceace  was  to  be  seen  no  where  xccpt  in  Pump 
Gort.  Poor  Daw  was  complitl;  taken  in.  My  mas- 
ter siud  he'd  introduce  Mm  to  the  Duke  of  Doncas- 
ter,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many  nobs  mope,  till 
Dawkins  was  quite  intawsicated  with  plcasyour.  I 
know  as  a  fack  (and  it  pretty  well  shows  the  young 
genlnin's  carryter,)  that  he  went  that  very  day,  and 
ordered  2  new  coals,  on  porpua  to  be  introjuced  to 
the  lords  in. 

But  the  best  joakof  all  was  at  last,  ^ngin,  swag- 
erin,  and  swarink — up  stares  came  Mr.  Dick  Blew- 
itt.  He  flung  open  Mr.  Dawkins's  door,  shouting 
out  Daw  my  old  buck  how  are  you?  when  all 
of  a  siidcn  be  sees  Mr  Deuceace  his  jor  dropl 
be  turned  chocky  white  and  then  bm^m  nd  and 


chambers,  and  began  talkin  to  him  in  the  taos  affabi 
and  aiTecsbnat  manner. 

But  Dick  was  too  angry  to  listen  ;  at  last,  when 
master  was  telling  him  some  long  stoary  about  the 
Duko  of  Doncaster,  Blewitt  bust  out — 

"A  plague  on  the  Duke  of  Doncasterl  Come, 
come,  Mr.  Deuceace,  don't  you  be  riuming  your  rigs 
upon  me ;  I  an't  the  man  to  be  bamboozl'd  by  long- 
winded  stones  about  dukes  and  duchesses.  You 
think  I  don't  know  you ;  every  man  knows  you, 
and  your  line  of  country.  Yes,  you're  after  young 
Dawkins  there,  and  think  to  pluck  him;  but  you 

shan't — no,  by you  shan't,      (The  reader  must 

recklect  that  the  oaths  which  interspussed  Mr.  B.'s 
convysatin  I  hav  lift  out.)  Well,  alter  he'd  fired  a 
wolley  of  'em,  Mr.  Deuceace  Spoke  as  cool  and 
slow  as  posblll. 

"  Heark,  ye,  Blewitt.  I  know  you  to  be  one  of 
the  most  infernal  thieves  and  scoundrels  unhung. 
If  you  attempt  to  hector  with  me,  I  will  cane  you ; 
if  you  want  more.  111  shoot  you ;  if  you  meddle 
between  me  and  Dawkins,  I  will  do  both.  1  know 
•your  whole  life,  you  miserable  swmdicr  and  coward. 
I  know  you  have  already  won  two  hundred  pounds 
of  this  lad,  and  want  all.  1  will  have  half^  or  you 
never  shall  have  a  penny."  It's  quite  true  that 
master  knew  these  things    but  how  was  the  wonder. 

I  couldnt  see  Mr  B'h  fece  during  this  dialogue, 
be  n  on  the  wrong  s  de  of  the  door     "    '    " 


looked  as  if  a  stror  would  knock  him  down.  ''  My 
dear  Mr.  Blewitt,"  says  my  master,  smilin,  aad  off- 
ring  his  hand,  "  how  glad  I  am  to  see  yoo.  Mr. 
Dawkins  and  I  were  just  talking  about  your  pony '. 
Pray  sit  down." 

Blewitt  did ;  and  now  was  the  question,  who 
should  dt  the  other  out;  but  law  bless  you,  Mr. 
Blewitt  was  no  match  for  my  master  ;  all  the  time 
he  was  fidgety,  silent,  and  sulky  ;  on  the  contry, 
master  was  cbarmin,  I  never  herd  such  a  flo  of 
oonversatin,  or  so  many  wittacisms  as  he  uttered. 
At  last,  completely  beat,  Mr.  Blewitt  took  his  leaf; 
that  instant  master  followed  him;  and  passin  his 
*rm  through  that  of  Mr.  Dick,  led  Mm  into  oui 


a  considdrabble  paws  after  these  complymints  had 
passed  between  the  two  genlmn — one  walkin  qiuck- 
ty  up  and  down  the  room — tnther,  angry  and  stib 
down,  and  stamfun  with  his  foot. 


"Now 


othis, 


last ;  "if  you're  quiet,  you  shall  have  half 
of  this  fellow's  money  ;  but  venture  to  win  a  shil- 
ling from  him  in  my  absence,  or  without  my  con- 
sent, and  you  do  it  at  your  peril." 

"  Well,  well,  Mr.  Deuceace,"  cries  Dick,  "  it's  very 
hard,  and,  I  must  say,  not  Ikir :  the  game  was  of 
niy  starting,  and  you've  no  right  to  interfere  with 
my  friend." 

"  Mr.  Blewitt,  you  are  a  fool !     You  professed 
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je»rterdit7  not  to  know  this  min  ami  I  iraa  obliEed 
to  find  him  out  for  mysLlf  I  ahoiil  1  like  to  know 
by  what  law  ot  honor  I  am  bound  to  gii  e  faim  uj: 

It  was  charmm  to  bear  this  pair  of  raskles  talkia 
about  honor  I  declire  I  could  have  found  it  m 
my  heart  to  warn  young  Dawbins  of  the  precious 
waym  which  thcte  chapa  were  going  to  aerie  him 
Butif(fi«ydidnt  know  what  honor  wa«, /did,  and 
never,  never  did  I  tell  tails  about  my  masters  when 
in  their  sarvice — md,  'm  eors,  the  hobhgatiou  is  no 
longer  binding. 

Well,  the  nei  day  there  was  a  gran  dinner  at 
our  chambers.  White  soop,  turbit,  and  lobster  sos  ; 
eaddil  of  Scotch  muttin,  groua,  and  M'Arony ; 
winds,  shampang,  hock,  madeira,  a.  bottle  of  poart, 
and  ever  so  many  of  clarrit.  The  company  presint 
was  three ;  wiz.,  tfie  honrabble  A.  P.  Deuceace,  R. 
Blewitt,  and  Ur.  Dawkina,  Esquires.  My  i,  bow  wo 
genlmn  in  the  kitchen  did  enjy  it !  Mr.  Blewittea 
man  eat  ao  much  growa  (when  it  was  brol  out  of 
the  parloi,)  that  I  reely  thought  he  would  be  aik; 
Mr,  Dawkinses  gnlmn  (who  was  only  abowt  thir- 
teen yeaiM.of  age)  grew  ho  il  with  M'Arony  and 
Slumb-puddn,  as  to  , be  obleeged  to  take  eefrai  of 
[r.  D.'s  pils,  which  half  kild  him.  But  this  13  all 
promiscuous :  I  an't  talkin  of  the  aurvants  now,  but 
the  mastera. 

Would  jou  bleev  it?  After  dinner  (and  praps 
eight  bottles  of  wind  betwui  the  three)  the  genlmn 
Bttt  down  to  icarty.  It's  a  game  where  only  two 
plays,  and  where,  ia  coarse,  when  ihere'a  OQJ 
three,  one  looks  on. 

Fust,  they  playd  crown  pints,  and  a  pound  the 
bett !  At  this  game  they  were  wonderful  equili ; 
and  about  supper-yme  (when  grilled  am,  more 
shampang,  0evld  biskils,  and  other  things,  waa  brot 
in)  the  play  stood  thus ;  Mr.  Dawkina  had  won  two 
pounda ;  Mr.  Blewit,  thirty  shillings ;  the  Honrab- 
ble  Mr.  Deuceace  having  lost  Zl.  lOs.  After  the 
dervle  and  the  ahampang,  the  play  was  a  little 
higher.  Now  it  was  pound  pints,  and  five  pound 
the  bet.  I  thought,  to  bo  sure,  after  hearing  the 
complymenta  between  Blewitt  and  master  in  the 
morning,  that  now  pore  Dawkins's  time  waa  come. 


Kot  so :  Dawkina  won  always,  Mr.  B.  betting  on 
his  play,  and  giving  him  the  very  best  of  advice. 
At  the  end  of  the  evening  (which  waa  abowt  five 
o'clock  the  next  morning),  they  atopL  Master  waa 
counting  up  the  score  on  a  card. 

"Blewitt,"  says  he,  "I've  been  unlucky.  I  ow 
you — let  me  see — yea,  five-and-forty  pounda  !" 

"Five-and-fortj,"  says  Blewitt,    "and  no  niis- 

"  I  will  give  you  a  cheqne,"  says  the  honrabble 
genlmn. 

"Oh!  don't  mention  it,  my  dear  sir!"  But 
master  got  a  grate  sheet  of  paper,  and  drew  him  a 
check  on  Messeers  Pump,  Algit,  and  Co.,  his 
bankers. 

you,  my  dear  Mr.  Dawkins.  If  you  had  back'd 
your  luck,  I  ahould  have  owed  you  a  very  hand- 
some sum  of  money.  Foj/ong;  thirteen  points,  at 
a  pound — it  is  easy  to  calculate ;"  and  drawin  out 
his  puss,  he  clinked  over  the  table  18  goolden 
suverings,   which  shon   till  thej   made  my   eyes 

So  did  pore  Dawkinsea,  as  he  put  out  his  hand, 
all  trembling,  and  drew  them  in. 

"  Let  me  say,"  added  master,  "  let  me  say  (and 
I've  had  some  little  oiperience,)  that  you  are  the 
very  best  icarli  player  with  whom  1  ever  aat  down. 

Dawkinsea  eyes  gllasened  as  he  put  the  money 
up,  and  said,  "Law,  Deuceace,  you  flatter  me!" 

Flails  him!  I  should  think  he  did.  It  was  the 
very  thing  which  master  ment. 

"But  mind  you,  Dawkins,"  continyoud  he,  "  I 
most  have  mj  revenge ;  for  I'm  ruined— positively 
ruined— by  jour  luck." 
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"  Well,  well,"  saje  Mr,  Thomas  Smith  Daivkina,  aa 
plesssd  as  if  he  had  gained  a  millium,  "  shall  it  be 
to-morrow?     BlewLtt,  wliat  say  you?" 

Mr,  Blewitt  agread,  in  coarse.  My  master,  after 
a  little  demurring,  consented  too.  "We'll  meet," 
Bays  he,  "  at  your  chambers.  But  mind,  my  dear 
feilo,  not  too  much  wind:  I  can't  stand  it  at  any 
Ijme,  especially  when  I  have  to  play  e((ii-(i  with  you." 

Pore  Dawkins  left  our  rooma,  as  happy  as  a  prins. 
"Here,  Charles,"  says  he,  and  flung  me  a  sovring. 
Fore  fellow  I    pore  felloirt    I  knew  what  was  a 

But  the  best  of  it  was,  that  these  IS  sovrings 
which  Dawkins  won,  masler  hadborrouvd  them  from 
Mr.  Bhwitt  I  I  brought  'em,  with  7  more,  from 
that  young  genhnn's  chambers,  that  verv  morning ; 
for.  since  his  interview  wilh  master,  Blewitt  had 
nothing  to  refiise  bim. 

WeU,  shaU  I  continue  the  tail  ?  If  Mr.  Dawkins 
had  been  the  least  bit  wiser,  it  would  have  taken 
him  Gii  months  befoar  he  lost  his  money;  as  it 
was,  he  was  such  a  confounded  ninoy,  that  it  took 
him  a  Yery  short  time  Xa  part  with  it. 

Next  day,  (it  was  Thusday,  and  master's  ac- 
quaintance with  Mr.  Dawkins  had  only  commenced 
on  Tuesday,)  Hr.  DawkiiiB,  as  I  said,  gev  his  party 
-—dinner  at  7.  Mr.  Blewitt,  and  the  two  Mr.  D.'s  aa 
befoar.  Piay  begms  at  U,  This  time  I  knew  the 
bisnisB  was  pretty  serious,  for  we  suvrantB  was 
packed  off  to  bed  at  2  o'clock.  On  Friday,  I  went 
to  chambers — no  master— be  kem  in  for  5  miniitcs 
at  about  1 2,  made  a  little  toilit,  Ordered  more  desvlea 
and  soda-water,  and  back  agiun  he  went  to  Mr. 
Dawkins's. 

They  had  dinner  there  at  seccn  again,  but  no- 
body seamed  to  eat,  for  all  the  rittals  came  Out  to 
us  genlma ;  they  had  in  more  wind  though,  and 
must  have  drunk  at  least  2  dozen  in  the  86  hours. 

At  ten  o'clock,  however,  on  Friday  night,  back 
my  master  came  to  his  chambers.  I  saw  him  as  I 
never  saw  him  before,  namely,  reglar  drmik.  He 
staggered  about  the  room,  ho  danced,  he  hickipd, 
he  swore,  he  flung  me  a  heap  of  silver,  and  finely, 
he  sunk  down  eiosted  on  bis  bed ;  I  pullia  off  his 
boots  and  close,  and  makin  him  comfrahbiei 

When  I  had  removed  hia  garmint^,  I  did  what  it's 
the  duty  of  every  servant  to  do — I  emptied  his 
pockits,  and  looked  at  his  pookit-book  and  all  his 
letters  :  a  number  of  axdents  have  been  prevented 
that  way. 

I  found  there  among  a  heap  of  things,  the  follow- 
ing pretty  dockyment : 


LO.  U. 

£4100. 

Thomis  Bmra  Diw 

EISB. 

Friday. 

There  was  another  bit  of  paper  of  the  same  kinc 
— "  I.  0.  U.  four  hundred  pounds,  Eiebard  Blewitt :' 
but  this,  in  cars,  ment  nothiok. 


Nei  mornin  at  nine,  master  was  up,  and  as  sober 
aa  a  judg.  He  drest  and  T(as  off  to  Mr.  Dawkins. 
At  10,  he  ordered  a  cab,  and  the  two  genlmn  went 
together. 

"Where  shall  he  drive,  air?"  says  I. 

"  Oh  tell  him  to  drive  to  the  Bank." 

Pore  Dawkins  I  his  eyes  red  with  remora  and 
sleeplies  drunkenniss,  gave  a  shudder  and  a  sob, 
as  he  sunk  liack  in  the  wehicle ;  and  they  drove 


About  12,  master  had  returned,  and  Mr.  Dick 
Blewitt  came  stridiu  up  the  stairs  with  a  solium 
and  important  hair. 

"  Is  your  master  at  home  ?"  says  he. 

"Yea,  sir,"  says  I;  and  in  he  walks,  I  in  cora, 
with  my  ear  to  (he  keyhole,  lislning  with  all  my 

"  WeU,"  says  Blewitt,  "  we  miud  a  pritty  good 
night  of  it,  Mr.  Deuceace.  You've  settled,  I  see, 
with  Dawkins." 

"Settled!"  says  master.  "Oh,  yes — yes — I've 
settled  with  him. 

"Four  thousand  seven  hundred,  I  think!" 

"  About  that — yes." 

"That  makes  my  share — let  me  see — two  thou- 
sand three  hundred  and  fifty  ;  which  I'll  thank  yon 
to  fork  out." 


"  YoK  don't  isnoK  tuSai  Imean  /"  says  Blewitt,  in 
an  axent  such  as  I  never  befoar  heard ;  "  You  don't 
know  what  I  mean  I  ISd  you  not  promise  Ine  that 
we  were  lo  go  shares  ?  Didn't  I  lend  jou  twenty , 
sovereigns,  the  other  night,  to  pay  our  losings  to 
Dawkins  ?  Didn't  you  iwear,  on  your  honor  as  a 
gentleman,  to  give  me  half  of  aU  that  might  be 
won  in  this  affair  ?" 

"  Agreed,  sir,"  says  Deuceace ;  "  agreed." 
"  IVell,  air,  and  now  what  have  you  to  aay?" 
"Why,  that  I  don't  intend  lo  keep  my  promise  ! 
You  infernal  fool  and  ninny  t  do  you  suppose  I  was 
laboring  for  jiou?  Do  you  fancy  I  was  going  to 
the  expense  of  giving  a  dinner  to  that  jackass  yon- 
der, that  you  should  profit  by  it  ?  Get  away,  sir  ! 
Leave  the  room,  sirl  Or,  stop — here — I  wlU  give 
you  four  hundred  pounds — your  own  note  of  hand, 
sir,  for  that  sum,  if  you  wilt  consent  to  forget  all 
that  has  passed  between  us,  and  that  yon  have 
never  known  Mr.  Algernon  Deuceace." 

Tve  sean  pipple  angary  before  now,  but  nevfr 
any  like  Blewitt.  He  stormed,  groned.  helloed, 
swoar  I  At  last,  he  &irly  began  blubbering  ;  now 
cussing  and  nashing  his  teeth,  now  praying  dear 
Mr.  Deuceace  to  grant  him  mercy. 

At  last,  master  flung  open  the  door  (heavn  bless 
us  I  it's  well  I  didn't  tumble,  hed  over  eels,  into  the 
room!)  and  Said,  "Charles,  show  the  gentleman 
down  stairs  \"  My  master  looked  at  him  quite 
steddy.  Blewitt  slunk  down,  as  misrabble  as  any 
man  I  ever  see.     As  for  Dawkins,  heaven  knows 
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In  the  midat  of  all  the  w 


!e  stood  with  bis  'tatosiaa    In  the  lonely 


ne  one ;"    His  comrade  straght  rebuked 
/alwBja  write  for  five  hundred  shares, 


And  thought  of  rulroad  specs,     And 


OTTILIA. 


VROV   "TBI  CONFESSIONS  OT   F1TZ 

OiHO  SioiSMOSD  Frktberh  Von  ScnLippEN- 
8CHL0PP,  Knight  Grand  Cross  of  tie  Ducal  Order 
of  the  Two-Necked  Swan  of  Pumperaickel,  of  the 
Porc-et-SlfBet  of  Kalbshraten,  Commander  of  the 
George  and  Blue  Boar  of  Dummerland,  Excellenoj, 
uid  High  Chancellor  of  the  United  Duchies,  lived 
in  the  second  Soor  of  a  house  in  the  Schwapsgaase, 
where,  with  his  private  mcome  and  his  revenues  as 
chancellor,  amounting  together  to  some  SOW.  per 
annum,  he  maintained  such  a  state  as  very  few 
other  otBcera  of  the  Grand-Ducal  Crown  could  ei- 
hibit.  The  Baron  is  married  to  Maria  Antoinetta, 
a  countess  of  the  house  of  Kartoffelatadt,  branchea 
of  which  have  taken  root  all  Over  Germany.  He 
has  no  sous,  and  but  One  daughter,  the  Fraiilein 

OTTILli. 

The  chancellor  is  a  worthy  old  gentleman,  too  fet 
and  wheezy  to  preside  at  the  privy  council,  fond  of 
his  pipe,  his  ease,  and  his  rubber.  His  lady  is  a 
very  tall  and  pale  Eoman-nosed  countess,  who  looks 
as  gentle  as  Mrs.  Robert  Boy,  where,  in  the  novel, 


she  is  for  putting  Raillie  Kicol  Jarvie  into  the  lake, 
and  who  keeps  the  honest  chancellor  in  the  greatest 

Ottiha  was  pale  and  delicate.  She  wore  her 
glistening  black  hair  in  bands,  and  dressed  in  va- 
pory white  muslin.  She  sang  her  own  words  to  her 
harp,  and  they  commonly  inainuated  that  she  was 
alone  in  the  world,— that  she  sutfered  some  inei- 
pressibie  and  mysterious  heart  pangs,  the  lot  of  all 
finer  geniuses, — that  though  she  lived  and  moved 
in  the  world,  she  was  not  of  it,— that  she  was  of  a 
consumptive  tendency,  and  might  look  for  a  pre- 
mature interment.  She  even  had  fixed  on  the  spot 
where  she  ahould  lie ;  the  violets  grew  there,  she 
said,  the  river  went  moaning  by ;  the  grey  willow 
whispered  Sadly  over  her  head,  and  her  heart  pined 
to  be  at  rest.  'iMother,"  she  would  say,  turning 
to  her  parent,  "promise  me,  promiae  me  to  lay  me 
in  that  spot  when  the  parting  hour  has  come  !"  At 
which  Madame  de  Schlippcnschlopp  would  shriek 
and  grasp  her  in  ber  arms,  and  at  which,  I  confess, 
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I  would  myaelf  blubber  like  a  child.  She  bad  si;t 
darling  friends  at  Kchool,  and  every  courier  from 
KalljHbraten  carried  off  wliole  reama  of  her  letter- 
In  kalbabraten.  aa  in  every  other  German  town, 
there  are  a  Tast  number  of  literary  characters,  of 
whom  our  young  friend  quickly  became  the  chief. 
They  set  up  a  literary  journal,  which  appeared  once 
a-week,  upon  light  blue  or  primrose  paper,  and 
which,  in  compliment  to  the  lovely  Ottilia'a  mater- 
nal name,  waa  called  the  Kartoffelnkram.  Here 
are  a  couple  of  her  ballads,  eitracted  from  the 
Krani,  and  by  far  the  most  cheerful  epecimen  of 
her  style.  For  in  her  songs  she  never  would  wil- 
lingly let  off  the  heroines  without  a  suicide  or  a 
consumption.  She  never  would  hear  of  such  a 
thing  as  a  happy  marriage,  and  had  an  appetite  for 
grief  quite  amazing  in  so  young  a  person. 

Shall  I  tell  how  I  became  a  poet  for  the  dear 
girl'a  sake?  Shall  I  tell  what  wild  foUiea  I  co 
niitted  in  prose  as  well  as  in  verse?  how  1  used 
watch  under  her  window  of  icy  evenings,  and  with 
ohilblainy  fingers  sing  serenades  to  her  on  the  gui- 
tar? Shall  I  tell  how,  in  a  sledging  party,  I  had 
the  happiness  to  drive  her,  and  of  the  delightful 
privilege  which  is,  on  these  occa^ona,  accorded  to 
the  driver  ? 

Any  reader,  who  haa  spent  a  winter  in  Germany, 
perhaps  knows  it.  A  large  party  of  a  score  or 
more  of  sledges  is  formed.  Away  they  go  to  some 
pleasure-house  that  has  been  previously  fixed  upon, 
where  a  ball  and  collation  are  prepared,  and  where 
each  man,  as  his  partner  descends,  has  the  delicious 
privilege  of  salnting  her.  0  heavens  and  earth  1  I 
may  grow  to  be  a  thousand  years  old,  but  ^  — 
never  forget  the  rapture  of  that  salute. 

"The  keen  ur  has  given  me  an  appetite,"  said 
the  dear  angel,  as  we  entered  the  aupper-roon 
and  to  say  the  truth,  fairy  as  ahe  was,  she  made 
remarliably  good  meal — consuming  a  couple  of  bi 
sins  of  .wMtc-soup,  several  kinds  of  German  saus- 
ages, some  Westphalia  ham,  some  white  puddings, 
an  anchovy  salad  made  with  cornichons  and  onions, 
sweets  innumerable,  and  a  considerable  quantity  of 
old  Stem  Wein  and  rum-punch  afterwards.    Then 
she  goi  up  and  danced  as  brisk  as  a  fairy,  in  which 
operation  I  of  course  did  not  follow  her,  but  had 
the  honor  at  the  close  of  the  evening's  amusement 
once  more  to  have  her  by  my  side  in  the  sledge,  as 
we  swept  in  the  moonlight  over  the  snow, 

Kalbabraten  is  a  very  hospitable  place,  as  far  as 
tea-partiea  are  concerned,  but  I  never  was  in  one 
where  dinners  were  so  scarce.  At  the  palace  they 
occurred  twice  or  thrice  in  a  month,  but  on  these 
oocaaiona  sinnsters  were  not  invited,  and  I  seldom 
had  the  opportunity  of  seeing  my  Ottilia  except  at 
evening  parties. 

Nor  are  these,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  very 
much  to  my  lasto.  Dancing  I  have  forsworn,  whist 
Is  too  severe  a  stody  for  me,  and  I  do  not  like  to 
play  karii  with  old  ladies,  who  are  sure  to  cheat 
you  in  the  course  of  an  evening's  play. 

But  to  have  an  occasional  glance  at  Ottilia  was 
enough ;  and  many  and  many  a  napoleon  did  I  lose 
to  her  mamma,  Madame  ile  Schhppensohlopp,  for 
the  blest  privilege  of  looking  at  her  daughter. 
Many  is  the  tea-party  J  went  to,  shivering  into  cold 
clothes  after  dinner  (which  is  my  abomination)  in 
irder  to  have  one  little  look  at  the  lady  of  my  soul. 
At  these  parties,  there  were  generally  refresh- 


substantjal  than  mere  tea — 
punch,  both  milk  and  rum,  hot  wine,  comom'mi,  and 
a  pecuHar  and  eiceedingly  disagreeable  sandwich, 
made  of  a  mixture  of  cold  white  puddings  and  gar- 
lic, of  which  I  have  forgotten  the  name,  and  always 
detested  the  savor. 

Gradually  a  conviction  came  upon  me  that  OtUba 
ate  a  gTBat  deal. 

I  do  not  dislike  to  ace  a  woman  eat  comfortably. 
_  sven  think  that  an  agreeable  woman  ought  to  be 
friande,  and  should  love  certain  little  dishes  and 
nick-nacks.  I  know  that  though  at  dinner  they 
commonly  take  nothing,  they  have  had  roast  mut- 
ton witli  the  children  at  two,  and  laugh  at  their 

No  I  a  woman  who  eats  a  grain  of  rice  like  Ami- 
na  in  the  Arabian  Mffhis,  is  absurd  and  unnatural ; 
but  there  is  a  modat  in  rebus  .■  there  is  no  reason 
why  she  should  be  a  ghoul,  a  monster,  an  ogress,  a 
horrid  gormandiieress — faugh  1 

It  was,  then,  with  a  rage  amounting  almost  to 
agony,  that  I  found  Ottilia  ate  too  much  at  every 
meal.  She  was  always  eating,  and  always  eating 
too  much.  If  I  went  there  in  the  morning,  there 
was  the  horrid  familiar  odor  of  those  oniony  sand- 
wiches; if  in  the  afternoon,  dinner  had  been  just 
removed,  and  I  was  choked  by  reeking  reminiscen- 
ces  of  roast  meat.  Tea  we  have  spoken  of.  She 
gobbled  up  more  cakes  than  any  wi  people  pres- 
ent; then  came  the  supper  and  the  sandwiches 
agun,  and  the  egg-flip  and  the  horrible  rum-punch. 
She  was  thin  as  ever,  paler  if  possible  than  ever ; 
— but,  by  heavens  1  her  noie  began  to  ffrow  red! 

Mondieal  how  I  used  to  watch  and  watch  it! 
Some  days  it  was  purple,  some  days  had  more  of 
the  vermilion — I  could  take  an  affidavit  that  after  a 
heavy  night's  supper  it  was  more  swollen,  more  red 
than  before. 

1  recollect  one  night  when^  we  were  playmg  a 
round  game  (I  had  been  looking  at  her  nose  very 
eagerij  and  sadly  for  some  time),  slie  of  herself 
brought  up  the  conversation  about  eaUng,  and  con- 
fessed that  she  had  five  meals  a-day. 

"  7%at  aecmmta/or  it  P'  says  I,  flinging  down  the 
cards,  and  springing  up  and  rushing  bke  a  madman 
out  of  the  room.  I  rushed  away  into  the  night, 
and  wrestled  with  my  passion.     "What!  marry," 

in  a  week,  besides  breakfast  and  tea  ?  Marry  a  sar- 
cophagus,  a  oannibal,  a  butcher's  shop? — Awayl" 
I  strove  and  strove,  I  drank,  I  groaned,  I  wrestled 
and  fought  with  my  love — bat  it  overcame  me ; 
one  look  of  those  eyes  brought  me  to  her  feet 
again,  I  yielded  myself  up  like  a  slave ;  I  fawned 
and  whined  for  her;  I  thought  her  nose  was  not  so 
very  red. 

Things  came  to  this  pitch  that  I  aounded  His 

Hiahnpsjj's  minister  to  know  whether  he  would  give 

the  Duchy;  1  thought  of  purchasing 


,e  there.    I  w 


inderstand  that  I 


should  get  a  chamberlain's  key  and  some  post  of 
honor  did  I  choose  to  remun,  and  I  even  wrote 
home  to  my  brother  Fitz  in  England,  hinting  a 
change  in  my  condition. 

At  this  juncture,  the  town  of  Hamburg  ae"  "'- 
Highness  the  Grand  Duke  (ipropoi  of 

union  which  waa  pending  between  thi ,  _ 

singular  present,  no  less  than  a  certain  number  of 
barrela  of  oysters,  which  are  considered  extreme 
luxuries  in  Germany,  especially  in  the  inland  parts 
of  the  country,  where  they  are  almost  unknown. 
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In  honor  of  the  ojsttrs  and  tbe  new  commercial 
treatj  (which  arrived  in  fimrgons  despatched  for 
the  purpose),  His  Highness  announced  a  grand  sup- 
per and  ball,  and  intited  ali  the  quality  of  all  the 
prindpahtiea  round  about.  It  was  a  splendid  afiair, 
the  grand  saloon  brilliant  with  hundreds  of  uniforms 
and  brilliant  toilettes — not  the  least  beautiful 
among  them,  I  need  not  any,  wns  Ottilia. 

At  cflidnight  the  aupper-rooms  were  thrown  < 
and  we  formed  into  little  parties  of  sii,  each  having 
a  table,  nobly  served  with  piate,  a  lackey  in  attend- 
ance, and  a  gratifying  ice-pail  or  two  of  champagne 
tfl  igai/er  tbe  supper.  It  was  no  small  cost  to  serve 
five  hundred  people  on  silter,  and  the  repast  was 
certainly  a  princely  and  magnificent  one. 

I  had,  of  course,  arranged  with  Mademoiselle  de 
SchlippcDschiopp.  Captains  Frumpel  and  Friedel- 
berger  of  the  Duke's  Guard,  Mesdames  do  Butter- 
brod  and  Bopp,  formed  our  little  party. 

The  first  course,  of  course,  consisted  of  the  oyttert. 
OtHUa's  eyes  gleamed  with  double  briUiuicj  as  the 
lackey  opened  them ;  there  were  nine  a-piece  for 
na — how  well  I  recollect  the  number  I 


I  I  never  was  much  of  an  oyster-eater,  nor  can  I 
relish  them  m  naturalib^ls  as  some  do,  but  require 
a  quantity  of  sauces,  lemons,  cayenne  peppers, 
bread  and  butter,  and  so  forth,  to  render  them 
palatable. 

By  the  time  I  had  made  my  preparations,  Ottilia, 
the  captains,  and  the  two  ladies,  had  well-nigh  fin- 
ished  theirs.  Indeed,  Ottilia  had  gobbled  up  all 
hers,  and  there  wore  only  my  nine  left  in  the  dish. 

I  took  one — it  w*s  bad.  The  scent  of  it  was 
enough— they  were  all  bad.  OttiUa  had  eaten  nine 
bad  oysters. 

I  put  down  the  horrid  shell.  Her  eyes  glistened 
more  and  more,  she  could  not  lake  them  off  the  tray. 

"Dear  Herr  George,"  she  said,  "WUi  you  yive 
me  your  m/siert  /" 


THE   YOUNG    SCHOLAR. 


A  couNiRT  schoolmaster,  hight  Jonas  Bell, 
Once  undertook  of  little  souls, 
To  furnish  up  their  jobber-knowis — 

In  other  words,  he  taught  them  how  to  spell. 
And  well  adapted  to  the  task  was  Bell. 
Whose  iron-Tisa^  meaanr'd  half  an  cU, 

With  huge  proboscis,  and  eye-brows  of  soot, 
Arm'd  at  the  jowl  just  like  a  boar — 
And  when  he  gave  an  angry  roar, 

The  little  school-boys  stood  as  fishes  mute- 
Poor  Jonas,  tho'  a  patient  man  as  Job, 

(Yet  still,  like  Job,  was  sometimes  heard  to  gn 
Was  by  a  scholar's  adamantine  nob, 

Beyond  all  patience  graveli'd  to  the  soul. 
I  question  whether  Jonas  in  tbe  fish 
Did  ever  diet  on  a  bitterer  dish. 


'Twas  thus: — a  Udy  who  supported  Bell, 
Came  uneipectedly  to  hear  them  spell ; 
The  pupil  fii'd  on  by  the  pedagogue. 
Her  son,  a  little  round-feced,  ruddy  rogue. 

Who  thus  his  letters  on  tho  table  laid— 
M,  I,  L,  K,  and  paused— "  Well,  ^r,  what's  that  5" 

"  I  cannot  telV'  the  boy  all  trembling  said. 
"Not  tell!  you  little  blind  and  stupid  brat! 
Xot  tell  ?"  roared  Jonas,  in  a  violent  rage. 
And  quick  prepar'd  an  angry  war  to  wage^ 
"  Tell  me  this  instant,  Or  I'U  flay  thy  hide— 

Boat  thon  this  birchen  weapon  see  ? 
What  puts  thy  modier  in  her  tea?" 
With  lifted  eyes  the  quaking  rogue  replied — 
"Ecu,  stt  L" 


THE    MODERN    SAINT. 


Here  and  there  it  is  our  fate. 
To  meet  a  sort  of  reprobate. 
Who  makes  us  feel  the  proverb  lame. 
That  man  and  master  are  the  same. 
It  chanced  wichin  a  century, 

There  lived  at  B 

A  saint,  who  well  deserved 
In  rum  to  be  preserved. 
80  pious  and  so  fond  of  freedom. 
No  one  to  shivery  would  he  doom. 
But  v>hite»  with  him  were  not  the  crack  o: 
His  charity  was  all  for  black  ones. 

Was  looking  out  to  get  a  place. 
When  he  was  told  that  there  was  room 
In  this  sfud  mansion  for  a  groom. 
He  came — the  master  most  observant, 
Strict  in  the  hiring  of  a  servant. 
Went  thro'  the  forms  inherent  to  tho  scene, 
Of  character,  of  wages,  and  of  warning, 


Good  morals,  sober,  honest,  steady,  clean. 

Shun  plays,  hate  girls,  rise  early  in  the  morning: 
All  which,  though  wisely  he  defined  it. 
He  found  just  as  he  wished  to  find  it; — 
The  man  himself  said  so— 
And  he  must  know. 
But  now,  though  Thomas  thought  it  all  too  mach, 
There  yet  remained  this  final  master-touch. 
He  said — his  visage  graced  with  saint-like  airs — 
"  When  you  have  raek'd  your  horses  up. 
You'll  comb  your  hair,  and  wash  and  sup. 
And  then,  I  shall  eipect,  attend  at  prayers. 
There  like  myself  behave, 
And  sing  a  stave." 
At  this,  the  man — somewhat  confused — 
Scraped,  scratched  his  head,  and  mused ; 

"  Yes,  sir — oh,  yes — but  if  I  must — 
As  it  is  right  to  do  what  One  engages — 

Your  honor  won't  object,  I  trust. 
To  let  it  be  considered  in  my  wages." 
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On  the  following  morning  belore  sunrise  the 
Prince's  valet  roused  ^iiia,n  from  his  slumbers 
According  to  the  appointment  ot  the  preceding 
evening,  Vivian  repaired  in  due  time  to  a  certain 
spot  in  the  park.  The  Pnnce  reached  it  at  the 
same  moment.  A  mounted  groom  leadmg  two 
English  horses,  of  very  showv  appearance  and 
each  having  a  travelling  case  •'trapped  «n  the  hack 
of  its  saddle,  &w^ted  them  His  Highnpss  moant 
ed  one  of  the  steeds  with  sltiltul  celerity  alChoiij,h 
Amelm  and  Von  Neuwied  were  not  there  to  do 
honor  to  his  bridle  and  his  stirrup 

"  You  muflt  give  me  an  impartial  opinion  of  your 
courser,  my  dear  friend,"  said  the  Prince  to  Vivhin, 
"for  if  you  deem  it  worthy  of  being  bestridden  by 
you,  my  son  requests  that  you  will  do  him  the  great 
honor  of  accepting  it;  if  so,  call  it  Uai ;  and  pro- 
vided it  be  as  thorough-bred  as  the  donor,  you  need 
not  change  it  for  Bucephalus." 

"Not  worthy  of  the  son  of  Amnion  !"  said  Vivian, 
as  he  touched  the  spirited  animal  with  tlie  spur,  and 
proved  its  fiery  action  on  the  springing  turt 

A  man  never  feels  so  proud  or  so  sanguine  as 
when  he  is  bounding  on  the  back  of  a  fine  horse. 
Cares  fly  with  the  first  curvet;  and  the  very  eight 
of  a  spur  is  enough  to  prevent  one  committing 
suicide.  What  a  magnificent  creature  is  man,  that 
a  brute's  prancing  hoof  can 'influence  his  temper  or 
his  destiny! — and  truly,  however  little  there  may 
be  to  admire  in  the  rider,  few  things  in  this  admira- 
ble world  can  he  conceived  more  beautiful  than  a 
horse,  when  the  bloody  spur  has  thrust  some  anger 
in  his  resentful  side.  How  splendid  to  view  him 
nith  his  dilated  nostril,  his  flaming  eye,  his  arehed 
neck,  and  his  waving  tail,  rustling  like  a  banner  in 
a  battle  I — to  see  him  chajnping  his  slavered  bridle, 
and  sprinkling  the  snowy  foam  upon  the  earth, 
which  his  hasty  hoof  seems  almost  as  if  it  scorned 
to  touch  I 

When  Vivian  and  Ms  compatiion  had  proceeded 
about  five  miles,  the  Prince  pulled  up,  and  giving  a 
sealed  letter  to  the  groom,  he  desired  him  to  leave 
them.  The  Prince  and  Vivian  amused  themselves 
for  a  considerable  time,  by  endeavoring  to  form  a 
correct  conception  of  the  person,  manners,  and 
habits  of  the  wonderful  man  to  whom  they  were  on 
the  point  of  paying  so  interesting  a  visit. 

"I  bitterly  regret,"  said  Vivian,  "that  I  have 
forgotten  my  Montesquieu ;  and  what  would  I  give 
now  to  know  by  rote  only  one  quotation  from  Ma- 
chiavel !  I  expect  to  he  received  with  folded  arms, 
and  a  brow  lowering  with  the  overwhelming  weight 
of  a  brain  meditating  for  the  control  of  millions. 
His  letter  has  prepared  us  for  the  mysterious,  bat 
not  very  amudng  style  of  his  conversation.  He 
wiU  be  perpetually  on  his  guard  not  to  commit  him- 
self; and  although  public  business,  and  the  receipt 
of  papers,  by  calling  him  away,  will  oecasionally 
g^ve  us  an  opportunity  of  being  alone;  still  I  regret 
most  bitterly,  that  1  did  not  put  in  my  case  some 
interesting  volume  which  would  have  allowed  me 
to  feel  less  tedious  those  hours  during  which  you 
wiU  necessarily  be  employed  with  him  in  private 
consultation." 

After  a  ride  of  five  hours,  the  horsemen  arrived 
at  a  small  village. 


"Thus  far  I  think  I  have  well  piloted  you,"  sdd 
the  Prince;  "but  I  confess  my  knowledge  here 
ceases ;  and  though  I  shall  disobey  the  diplomatic 
instructions  of  the  great  man,  I  must  even  ask  some 
old  woman  the  way  to  Mr,  Beckendorft  's." 

While  they  were  hesitating  as  to  whom  they 
should  address,  an  equestrian,  who  had  already 
passed  them  on  the  road,  though  at  some  distance, 
came  up,  and  inquired,  in  a  voice  which  Vivian  im- 
mediately recognized  as  that  «f  the  messenger  who 
had  brought  Beckendorfl"s  letter  to  Turriparva, 
whether  he  had  the  honor  of  addressing  Mr,  Von 
Philipson.  Neither  of  the  gentlemen  answered,  for 
Vivian  of  course  eipected  the  Prince  to  reply;  and 
his  Highness  was,  as  yet,  so  unused  to  his  incognito, 
that  he  had  actuaUy  forgotten  his  own  name.  But 
it  was  evident  that  the  demandant  had  questioned, 
rather  from  system,  than  by  way  of  security ;  and 
he  waited  very  patiently  until  the  Prince  had  col- 
lected his  senses,  and  assumed  sufficient  gravity  of 
countenance  to  inform  Uie  horseman  that  he  was 
the  person  in  question.     "What,  Sir,  is  your  pleas- 

"  I  am  instructed  to  ride  on  before  you,  sir,  that 
you  may  not  mistake  your  way  ;"  and  without  wait- 
ing for  an  answer,  the  laconic  messenger  turned  his 
steed's  head,  and  trotted  off. 

The  travellers  soon  left  the  high  road,  and  turned 
up  a  wild  turf  path,  not  only  inuccessibie  to  car- 
riages, but  even  requiring  great  attention  from 
horsemen.  Afier  much  winding,  and  Some  floun- 
dering, they  arrived  at  a  light  and  very  fanciful 
iron  gate,  which  apparently  opened  into  a  shrub- 

"  I  will  take  your  horses  here,  gentlemen,"  said 
the  guide  ;  and  getting  off  his  horse,  he  opened  the 
gate.  "Follow  this  path,  and  you  can  meet  with 
no  difficulty."  The  Prince  and  Vivian  accordingly 
dismounted;  and  the  guide  immediately,  with  the 
end  of  his  whip,  gave  a  loud  shrill  whistle. 

The  path  ran,  for  a  very  short  way,  through  the 
shrubbery,  which  evidently  was  a  belt  encircling 
the  grounds.  From  this,  the  Prince  and  Vivian 
emerged  upon  an  ample  lawn,  which  formed  on  the 
ferthest  side  a  terrace,  by  gradually  sloping  down 
to  the  margin  of  a  river.  It  was  enclosed  on  the 
other  ^des  by  an  iron  raiting  of  the  same  pattern 
as  the  gate,  and  a  great  numbeT  of  white  pheasants 
were  quietly  feeding  in  its  centre.  Following  the 
path  which  skirted  the  lawn,  they  arrived  at  a 
second  gate,  which  opened  into  a  garden,  in  which 
no  signs  of  the  taste  at  present  eiiistingin  Germany 
for  the  English  system  of  picturesque  pleasure- 
grounds  were  at  all  visible.  The  walk  was  bounded 
on  both  sides  by  tall  borders,  or  rather  hedges,  of 
box,  cut  into  the  shape  of  battlements ;  the  same- 
ness of  these  turrets  being  occasionany  varied  by 
the  immovable  form  of  some  trusty  warder,  carved 
oat  of  yew  or  lanreL  Raised  terraces  and  arched 
walks,  aloes  and  orange  trees,  mounted  on  sculp- 
tured pedestals,  columns  of  cypress,  and  pyramids 
of  bay,  whose  dark  foliage  strikingly  contrasted 
with  the  marble  statues,  and  the  white  vases  shin- 
ing in  the  sun,  rose  in  aJl  directions  in  methodical 
confu^on.  The  sound  of  a  fountain  was  not  want- 
ing ;  and  large  beds  of  the  most  beautiful  flowers 
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abounded;  but,  in  no  instance  did  Vivian  obserre 
that  two  kinds  of  plants  were  ever  mixed  together. 
Proceeding  tlirough  a  verj  lofty  ber^eau,  occasional 
openings,  wliose  ciirvirg  walks  allowed  ctfecliTe 
glimpses  of  a  bust  or  a  statue,  the  companions  at 
length  came  in  sight  of  the  house.  It  was  a  long, 
uaeven,  low  building,  evidently  of  ancient  archi- 
tecture. Numerous  stacks  of  tall  and  fanlaatically 
shaped  chimneys  rose  over  three  thick  and  heavy 
gablea,  wMch  reached  down  further  than  the  mid- 
dle of  the  elevation,  forming  three  compartments, 
one  of  them,  including  a  lai^e  and  modern  bow- 
window,  over  which  clustered  in  profusion  the 
sweet  and  glowing  bloBSOma  of  the  clematis  and 
the  pomegranate.  Indeed,  the  whole  front  of  (he 
house  was  so  completely  covered  with  a  rich  scarlet 
creeper,  that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  ascertain 
of  what  materials  it  was  built.  As  Vivian  was  ad- 
miring  a  large  white  peacock,  which,  attracted  by 
their  approach,  had  taken  the  opportunity  of  un- 
furling ila  wheeling  train,  a  man  came  forward  from 
the  bow-window. 

I  shall  be  particular  in  my  description  of  his  ap- 
pearance. In  height  he  was  about  five  feet  eight 
inches,  and  of  a  spare,  but  well-proportioned  figure. 
He  had  very  little  hair,  which  was  highly  powdered, 
and  dressed  in  a  manner  to  render  more  remarka- 
ble the  extraordinary  elevation  of  his  conical  and 
polished  forehead.  HU  long  piercing  black  eyes 
were  almost  closed,  from  the  fulness  of  their  upper 
Lds.  His  cheeks  were  sallow,  his  nose  aquiline, 
his  mouth  compressed.  His  ears,  which  were  quite 
uncovered  by  hdc,  were  so  wonderfully  small, 
that  it  would  be  wrong  to  pass  them  over  unno- 
ticed ;  as  indeed  were  his  hands  and  feet,  which  in 
form  were  (juite  feminine.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
coat  and  waistcoat  of  black  velvet,  the  latter  part 
of  his  costume  reaching  to  bis  thighs;  •and  in  a 
biftton-hole  of  his  coat  was  a  large  bunch  of  tube- 
rose. A  small  part  of  hia  flannel  waistcoat  ap- 
peared through  an  opening  in  his  eiqui^tely  plaited 
shirt,  the  broad  collar  of  which,  though  tied  round 
with  a  wide  black  ribbon,  did  not  conceal  a  neck 
which  agreed  well  with  hia  beardless  chin,  and 
would  not  have  misbecome  a  woman.  In  England 
we  should  have  called  his  breeches  buck-skin. 
They  were  of  a  pale  yellow  leather,  and  suited  his 
large  and  spur-armed  cavalry  boot,  which  fitted 
closely  to  the  legs  they  covered,  reaching  over  the 
knees  of  the  wearer.  A  ribbon  round  his  neck, 
tncked  into  his  waistcoat  pocket,  was  attached  to  a 
small  French  watch.  He  swung  in  his  right  hand 
the  bow  of  a  violin ;  and  in  the  other,  the  little 
finger  of  which  was  nearly  hid  by  a  large  antique 
ring,  he  held  a  white  handkerchief,  strongly  per- 
fumed with  violets.  Notwithstanding  the  many 
feminine  characteristics  which  I  have  noticed,  either 
from  the  expres^n  of  the  eyes,  or  the  formation 
of  the  mouth,  the  countenance  of  this  individual 
generally  conveyed  an  impression  of  the  greatest 
firmness  and  energy.  This  description  will  not  be 
considered  ridiculously  minute  by  those  who  have 
never  had  an  opportunity  of  becoming  acquiunted 
with  the  person  of  so  celebrated  a  gentleman  as 
Mr.  BKCEENnoEFr. 

He  advanced  lo  the  Erhice  with  an  air  which 
seemed  to  proclaim,  that  as  his  person  could  not  be 
mistaken,  the  ceremony  of  introduction  was  per- 
fectly unnecessary.  Bowing  in  the  most  ceremo- 
nious and  courtly  manner  to  his  Highness,  Mr. 
Beckendorff  in  a  weak,  but  not  unpleasing  voice. 


said  that  ho  was  honored  "  by  the  presence  of  Mr. 
Von  Philipeon."  The  Prince  answered  his  saluta- 
tion in  a  manner  equally  ceremonious,  and  equally 
courtly;  for  having  no  mean  opinion  of  his  own 
diplomatic  abilities,  his  Highness  det«niiined  that 
neither  by  an  excess  of  coldness,  nor  cordiality  on 
his  part,  should  the  Minister  gather  the  slightest 
indication  of  the  temper  in  which  he  had  attended 
the  interview.  Too  see  that  even  the  bow  of  a 
diplomatist  is  a  very  serious  business  I 

"Mr.  Beckendorff,"  said  his  Highness,  "my  let- 
ters doubtless  informed  you  that  I  should  avail  my- 
self of  your  permission  to  be  accompanied.  Let  me 
have  the  honor  of  presenting  to  you  my  friend  Mr, 
Grey,  an  English  gentleman. 

ij  the  Prince  spoke,  Beckendorff  stood  with  his 
arms  crossed  behind  him,  and  his  chin  resting  upon 
his  chest ;  but  his  eyes  at  the  same  time  so  raised 
as  (o  look  his  Highness  full  in  the  &ce.  Vivian  was 
BO  struck  by  his  posture,  and  the  eipression  of  his 
countenance,  that  he  nearly  omitted  to  bow  when 
ho  was  presented.  As  his  name  was  mentioned, 
the  Minister  gave  him  a  sharp,  sidelong  glance, 
and  moving  his  head  very  gently,  he  invited  his 
guests  to  enter  the  house.  The  gentlemen  accord- 
ingly complied  with  his  request.  Passing  through 
the  bow-window,  they  found  themselves  In  a  well- 
sized  room,  the  sides  of  which  were  covered  with 
shelves  of  richly  bound  books.  There  was  nothing 
in  the  room  which  gave  the  slightest  indication 
that  the  master  of  the  library  was  any  other  than  a, 
private  gentleman.  Not  a  book,  not  a  chair  was 
out  of  its  place.  A  purple  inkstand  of  Sevres  china, 
and  a  very  highly-tooled  morocco  portfolio  of  the 
same  color,  reposed  on  a  rosewood  table,  and  that 
was  alL  No  papers,  no  despatches,  no  red  tape, 
and  no  red  boxes.  Over  an  andent  chimney,  lined 
with  blue  china  tiles,  on  which  were  represented 
the  most  grotesque  figures — cows  playing  the  harp 
— monkeys  acting  monarehs — and  tall  figures  all 
legs,  Sying  with  rapidity  from  pursuers  who  were 
all  head — over  this  chimney  were  suspended  some 
curious  pieces  of  antique  armor,  among  which  an 
Italian  dagger,  with  a  chased  and  jewelled  hilt,  was 
the  most  remarkable,  and  the  most  precious. 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Beckendorff,  "  is  my  library." 

"What  a  splendid  poniard!"  said  the  Prince,  who 
had  no  taste  for  books  ;  and  he  immediately  walked 
up  to  the  chimney-piece.  Beckendorff  followed  him, 
and  taking  down  the  admired  weapon  from  its  rest^ 
iug-place,  proceeded  to  lecture  on  its  virtues,  its 
antiquity,  and  its  beauty.  Vivian  seized  this  op- 
portunity of  taking  a  rapid  glance  at  the  contents 
of  his  library,  lie  anticipated  interleaved  copies 
of  Michael  Vattel,  and  Montesquieu;  and  the  light- 
est works  that  he  expected  to  meet  with  were  the 
lying  memoirs  of  some  intriguing  Cardinal,  Or  the 
deluding  apology  of  an  exiled  Minister.  To  hia 
suiprise  be  found  that,  without  an  exception,  the 
collection  merely  consisted  of  poetry  and  romance  ; 
and  while  his  eves  rapidly  passed  over,  not  only 
the  great  names  of  Germany,  but  also  of  Italy  and 
France,  it  was  with  pride  that  he  remarked  upon 
the  shelves  an  English  Shakspere;  and  perhaps 
with  still  greater  delight,  a  complete  edition  of  the 
enchanted  volumes  of  our  illustrious  Scott.  Sur- 
prised at  this  most  unexpected  circumstance,  Vi- 
vian looked  with  a  curious  eye  on  the  unlettered 
backs  of  a  row  of  mighty  foUos  on  a  comer  shelf; 
"  These,"  he  thought,  "  at  least  must  be  royal  or- 
and  collected  slate-papers."    The  sense 
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of  propriety  struggled  for  a  uioment  with  the  pas- 
fflon  of  curiosity;  but  nothing  is  more  difficult  for 
the  man  who  lovefl  books,  than  to  refraic  from  ei- 
amioing  a  rolame  which  be  fancies  may  be  unknown 
to  him.  From  the  jewelled  dagger,  Beekendorff 
bad  DOW  got  to  an  enamelled  brcautplate.  Two  to 
one  he  should  not  be  observed  ;  and  so,  with  a  des- 
perate pull,  Vivian  estracted  a  volume — it  was  a 
herbal!  He  tried  another — it  wais  a  collection  of 
dried  insects!  He  immediately  replaced  it,  and 
staring  at  his  host,  wondered  whether  he  really 
could  be  the  Mr.  Beekendorff  of  whom  lie  had  heard 

"  And  now,"  said  Mr.  Beckendorif,  "  I  will  show 
jou  my  drawing-room." 

He  opened  the  door  at  the  further  end  of  the 
library,  and  introduced  them  to  a  room  of  a  very 
diCTercnt  character.  The  aun,  which  waa  shining 
Tery  brightly,  lent  additional  brilliancy  to  the  rain- 
bow-tinted birda  of  paradise,  the  crimson  mackaws, 
and  the  green  parroquets  that  glistened  on  the 
splendid  India  paper,  which  covered  not  only  the 
walls,  but  also  the  ceiling  of  the  room.  Over  the 
flro-place,  a  black  frame,  projecting  from  the  wall 
and  mournfully  contrasting  with  the  general  bril- 
liant appearance  of  the  apartment,  inclosed  a  pic- 
ture of  a  beautiful  female  ;  and  bending  over  its 
frame,  and  indeed  partly  shadowing  the  counte- 
nance, waa  the  withered  branch  of  a  tree.  A  harp- 
sichord, and  several  cases  of  musical  instruments 
were  placed  in  different  parts  of  the  room;  and 
suspended  by  very  broad  black  ribbons  from  a  wall 
on  each  side  of  the  picture,  were  a  guitar  and  a  tam- 
bourine. On  a  sofa,  of  usual  size,  lay  a  Cremona ; 
and  as  Mr.  Beekendorff  passed  the  instrument,  he 
threw  by  its  side  the  bow,  which  he  had  hitherto 
carried  in  his  hand. 

"  We  may  as  well  now  take  something,"  said  Mr. 
Beckendortr,  when  his  guests  had  sufficiently  ad- 
mired the  room ;  "my  pictures  are  in  my  dining- 
room — let  UB  go  there." 

So  saying,  and  armed  this  time,  not  only  with 
his  bow,  but  also  with  his  violin,  he  retraced  hia 
steps  through  the  libranr,  and  crossing  a  small 
paaaage,  which  i^vided  the  house  into  two  com- 
partments, he  opened  the  door  into  his  dining-room. 
The  moment  that  they  entered  the  room,  their  ears 
wore  saluted,  and  indeed  their  senses  ravished,  by 
what  appeared  to  he  a  concert  of  a  thousand  birds; 
yet  none  of  the  winged  choristers  were  to  be  seen, 
and  not  even  a  single  cage  was  visible, 
which  was  ve       '      " 

"And  now,"  said  Mr.  Beekendorff,  raising  the 
blind,  "  you  shall  see  my  pictures.  At  what  do  you 
estimate  this  Breughel?" 

The  window,  which  was  of  stained  green  glass, 
gave  to  the  landscape  an  effect  similar  to  that  gen- 
erally produced  by  the  artist  mentioned.  The 
Prince,  who  was  already  very  puzzled  by  finding 
one  who,  at  the  same  time,  was  both  his  host  and 
hia  enemy,  so  perfectly  diiferent  a  character  to  what 
he  had  conceived,  and  who,  being  by  temper  su- 
perstitious, conaderod  that  this  preliminary  false 
opinion  of  his  was  rather  a  bad  ooien, — did  not 
eipress  any  ve^  great  admiration  of  the  gallery  of 
Mr.  Beekendorff;  but  Vivian,  who  had  no  ambitious 
hopes  or  fears  to  affect  his  temper,  and  who  was 
delighted  with  the  character  with  whom  he  had  be- 
come so  unespectedly  ncquunted — good-naturedly 


laid  Mr,  Becken- 


had  ev( 

"I  see  you  have  a 
dorif,  with  a  very  senous  air,  out  m  a  most  courte- 
ous tone  ;  "  you  shall  see  my  Claude  !" 

The  rich  yellow  tint  of  the  second  window,  gave 
to  the  fanciful  garden  all  that  was  requisite  to  make 
it  look  Italian. 

"Dave  JOU  ever  been  in  Italy, sirF"  ask»d  Beek- 
endorff. 

"  You  have,  Mr.  Von  Philipson  f 

"  Never  south  of  Germany,"  answered  the  Prince, 
who  was  eiceedingly  hungry,  and  eyed  with  a  ra- 
pacioua  glance  the  capital  luncheon  which  he  saw 
prepared  for  him. 

"  Well  then,  when  either  of  you  go,  you  will  of 
course  not  miss  the  Laggo  Maggiore.  Gaze  on 
Isola  Bella  at  sunset,  and  you  wilt  not  view  as  fair 
a  scene  as  this  1  And  now,  Mr.  Von  Philipson," 
said  Mr.  BeckendorfT,  "do  me  the  favor  of  giving 
me  jourojMnion  of  this  Honthorst?" 

His  Highness  would  rather  have  given  hia  opinion 
of  the  fine  dish  of  stewed  game  which  Btill  smoked 
upon  the  table,  but  which  he  was  mournfully  con- 
vinced would  not  smoke  long;  or  of  the  hirge  ea- 
cumbers,  of  which  he  was  particularly  fond,  and 
which,  among  many  other  vegetables,  his  amorous 
eye  had  already  detected.  "But,"  thought  he, 
"  this  is  the  last  1"  and  so  he  very  warmly  admired 
the  effect  produced  by  the  flaming  panes,  to  which 
Beekendorff  swore  that  no  piece  ever  painted  by 
Gerard  Honthorst,  for  brilliancy  of  coloring  and 
boldness  of  outline,  could  be  compared;  "besides," 
continued  Beekendorff,  "  mine  are  all  animated  pic- 
tures. See  that  cypress,  waving  from  the  gentle 
breeze  which  is  now  stirring — and  look!  look  at 
this  crimson  peacock ! — look  [  Mr.  Von  Philipson." 

"  I  am  looking,  Mr.  Von 1  beg  pardon,  Mr. 

Beekendorff,"  said  the  Prince,  with  great  dignity — 
making  this  slight  mistake  in  the  name,  either  from 
being  unused  to  converse  with  such  low  people  as 
had  not  the  nominal  mark  of  nobility,  or  to  vent 
his  spleen  at  being  so  unnecessarily  kept  from  the 
refreshment  which  he  so  much  required. 

"  Mr,  Von  Philipson,"  said  BeckendorfT,  suddenly 
turning  round;  "all  my  fruits  and  all  my  vegetables, 
are  from  my  own  garden.  Let  ua  sit  down  and 
help  ourselves." 

The  only  substantial  food  at  table  waa  a  great 
dish  of  stowed  game,  which  I  beUeve  I  have  men- 
tioned before.  The  Prince  seized  the  breaat  and 
wings  of  a  young  pheasant,  Vivian  attacked  a  fine 
tender  hare,  and  Beekendorff  himself  cut  off  the 
wing  of  a  partridge.  The  vegetables  and  the  fruits 
were  numerous  and  superb ;  and  there  really  ap- 
peared to  be  a  fair  prospect  of  the  Prince  of  Little 
UUiput  making  as  good  a  luncheon  aa  if  the  whole 
had  been  conducted  under  the  auspices  of  Master 
Kandolph  himself, — had  it  not  been  for  the  con- 
founded melody  of  the  unseen  vocalists,  which,  prob- 
ably excited  by  the  sounds  of  the  knives  and  plates, 
too  evidently  increased  every  moment.  But  this 
inconvenience  was  soon  removed  by  Mr.  Beeken- 
dorff rising,  and  giving  three  loud  Itnocks  on  the 
door  opposite  to  the  one  by  which  they  had  enter- 
ed.   Immediate  ^Icnce  ensued. 

"  Clara  will  be  here  in  an  instant,  to  change  your 
plate,  Mr.  Von  Philipson,"  said  Beekendorff— "  and 
here  she  is," 
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Vidian  eagerly  looked  up,  not  with  the  slightest 
idea  that  the  entrance  of  Clara  would  prove  that 
the  mysterious  picture  in  the  drawing-room  was 
a  portrait;  but  it  must  be  confessed  with  a  little 
curio^ty  to  view  the  first  specimen  of  the  sex 
who  lived  under  the  roof  of  Mr.  Bcckeodorff.  Clara 
was  a  hale  old  woman  with  rather  an  acid  en- 
preswon  of  countenance;  very  prim  in  her  appear- 
ance, and  evidently  very  precise  io  her  manners. 
She  placed  a  bottle,  and  two  wine  glasaea  with  long 
thin  stems,  on  the  table  ;  and  having  removed  the 
game,  and  changed  the  plates,  she  disappeared. 

"Pray  what  wine  ia  this,  Mr.  BecltendorfF?^*  ea- 
gerly asked  the  Prince,  with  a  countenance  glowing 
with  delight — and  his  Highness  was  vulgar  enough 
to  Gmack  hU  lips,  which,  for  a  Prince,  is  really 
sbocking. 

"  I  really  don't  know.    I  never  drink  wine." 

"Not  knowl  Gray,  take  a  glass.  What's  jour 
opinion  ? — I  never  taal«d  such  wine  in  my  life. 
Why  I  do  declare  it  is  real  Tokay  !" 

"  Protiably  it  may  be,"  said  Mr.  BeckendorfF;  "  I 
think  it  was  a  present  from  the  £mpcror.  I  have 
never  tasted  it." 

"Uy  dearer,  take  a  glaBSl"  said  the  Prince ;  his 
natural  kind  and  jovial  temper  having  made  him 
completely  foi^et  whom  he  was  aildreaaing,  the 
business  he  had  come  upon,  and  indeed  every  thing 
nnding  circumstance  that  there 


le  of  real  Tokay: — "  Uj  ( 
;  I'm  glad  jou  hke  it 


else  eicept  the  as 
was  an  individual 
Mb  share  of  a  hott 
take  a  glass." 

no  doubt  Clara  has 

"  No,  no,  no  I  we  must  be  moderate,  we  must  be 
moderate,"  said  the  Prince,  who,  though  a  great 
admirer  of  a  good  luncheon,  had -also  a  due  respect 
for  a  good  dinner, — and  consequently  had  no  idea 
at  this  awkward  hour  in  the  day  of  preventing  him- 
self from  properly  appreciating  the  future  banquet. 
Moreover,  his  Highness,  taking  into  con^deration 
the  very  piquant  sauce  with  which  the  game  had 
been  dressed,  and  the  marita  of  refinement  and  good 
taste  which  seemed  to  pervade  every  part  of  the 
establishment  of  Mr.  Beckendorff  did  not  imagme 
that  he  was  much  presuming  when  he  coqjei.t  ired 
that  there  was  a  fidr  chance  of  his  dinner  being 
something  very  superior.  The  Prmce  therefore 
opposed  a,  nirthef  supply  of  Tokay  and  contented 
himself  for  the  present  with  assisting  his  bruyere 
with  one  of  the  very  fine  looking  cucumbers — his 
favorite  cucumbers ;  which  though  yet  untasted 
had  not,  in  epite  of  the  nine  been  banished  from 

"  Tou  seem  very  fond  of  euonmbers  Mr  Von 
Pbilipson,"  said  Beckendorff 

"  So  fond  of  them  that  I  prefer  them  to  any 
vegetable,  and  to  most  fruits.  What  is  more  cool- 
ing— more  refreshing?    What — " 

"I  never  eat  them  myself;  but  I'll  tell  you,  if 
youlike,  what  I  think  the  best  way  of  treating  a 
cucumber." 

His  Highness  was  the  most  ready,  and  the  most 
graceful  of  pupils ;  and  Vivian  could  scarcely  sup- 
press his  laughter,  when  the  Prime  Minister,  with  a 
grave  countenance,  and  in  his  peculiarly  subdued 
voice  and  somewhat  precise  mode  of  speaking,  com- 
menced instructing  his  political  opponent  upon  the 
important  toinc  of  dressing  a  vegetable. 

''Tou  must  be  careful,"  said  Mr.  Beckendorff, 
"  to  pick  out  the  straightest  thinnest-skinned,  most 


seedless  cucumber  that  you  can  find.  Six  hours 
before  you  want  to  eat  it,  put  the  stalk  in  cold 
water  on  a  marble  slab — not  the  whole  cucnmber — 
that's  nonsense.  Then  pare  it  very  carefully,  so  as 
to  take  off  all  the  green  outside  and  no  more.  Slice 
it  as  thin  as  possible,  spread  it  over  your  dish,  and 
sprinkle  it  with  a  good  deal  of  while  pepper,  red 
pepper,  gait,  and  mustard-seed.  Mix  some  oil  and 
common  vinegar  with  a  little  Chili,  and  drown  it  In 
them.     Open  a  lai^e  window  very  wide — and  throw 

It  was  quite  evident  that  Mr.  Von  Philipson  was 
extremely  disappointed,  and  perhaps  a  little  <^end- 
od  at  the  unexpected  termination  of  Mr,  Becken- 
dorff's  lecture,  to  which  he  had  listened  with  the 
most  interested  attention.  As  for  Vivian  Grey,  he 
did  not  affect  to  contain  himself  any  longer,  but 
gave  way  to  a  long  and  loud  laugh — a  laugh  not  so 
much  eicited  by  the  manner  in  which  Beckendorff 
had  detailed  the  desired  information,  although  it 
was  extremely  humorous,  as  by  the  striking  contrast 
which  the  speaker  and  the  speech  afforded  to  the 
conceptions  which  be  and  bis  companion  had  form- 
ed of  their  host  during  their  ride.  His  rather  bois- 
terous risibility,  apparently,  did  not  ofl'end  Mr. 
Beckendorfl',  on  whose  npper  lip,  fbr  an  instant, 
Vivian  thought  he  detected  a  Smile  Or  a  sneer.  It 
was,  however,  only  for  an  instant ;  for  the  Minister 
immediately  rose  from  table,  and  left  the  room  by 
the  same  door  on  which  his  three  loud  knocks  had 
previously  produced  so  tranquillizing  an  effect. 

The  sudden  arrival  and  appearance  of  some  new 
and  unexpected  guests  through  the  very  mysterious 
portal  by  which  Mr.  Beckendorff  had  vanished,  not 
only  were  the  source  of  fresh  entertainment  to  our 
hero,  but  also  explained  the  character  of  the  apart- 
ment, which,  from  its  uncea^ng  melody,  had  so 
much  excited  his  curiodty.  These  new  guests  were 
a  crowd  of  piping  bullfinches,  Virginia  nightingales, 
trained  canaries,  Java  sparrows,  iod  Indian  lories; 
which  having  been  freed  from  their  cages  of  golden 
wire  by  their  fond  master,  had  fled,  as  was  their 
custom,  from  his  superb  aviary  to  pay  their  respects 
and  compliments  at  his  daily  levte. 

The  table  was  immediately  covered,  and  the 
Pnnce  immediately  annoyed.  Nothing  did  he  de- 
test so  much  as  the  whole  feathered  race ;  and  now, 
as  far  as  he  could  observe,  he  might  as  well  have 
V  sited  a  bird-catcher  as  Mr.  Beckendorff.  The 
wl  ite  pheasants,  and  white  peacock,  could  have 
I  een  borne ;  but  as  for  the  present  intrusion,  a  man 
had  better  live  in  Noah's  ark  than  in  the  liberties 
of  an  aviary.  The  Prince  was  quite  right ;  it  waa 
extremely  annoying.  A  couple  of  bullfinches  res- 
ppctlTely  perched  on  each  of  his  shoulders,  and 
commenced  a  most  thrilling  and  Jacobinical  hymn 
of  liberty,  in  celebration  of  their  release ;  and  an 
impudent  tittle  canary  attacked  his  cucnmber.  As 
if  this  were  not  sufficient  to  produce  instantaneous 
insanity,  a  long-tailed  scarlet  lory  lighted  on  his 
head,  and  commenced  its  usual  fondUng  tricks,  by 
nibbing  its  beak  in  the  Prince's  hair,  fluttering  its 
wing  on  his  cheek,  and  pecking  his  eye-brows.  As 
it  got  more  delighted,  it  shrieked  Its  joy  into  his 
ear  with  such  shrillness,  that  he  started  from  hia 
chair;  and  the  little  favorite  consequently  sUpping 
down,  to  save  itself  from  falling,  hung  upon  hia  fip 
by  hia  beak.  As  soon  as  his  Highness  had  extri- 
cated himself  from  this  unpleaeing  situation,  the 
lory,  making  a  perch  on  the  back  of  his  chdr,  re- 
gained its  first  position. 
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Just  as  the  Prince  nas  asking  TlF<an  to  hasten 
to  hia  assiBtance,  Mr.  Beckendorff  returned, — 
"Nevermind,  Mr.  VonPhilipson,"Baidthe  Minister, 
"neTerniind;  it  only  irants  to  luaka  a  ueac,  pour 
thing  1" 

"  But  I  do  mind,  Mr.  Beckendorff;  I  detest  birds, 


"  Wheugh !"  said  the  Prime  Minister  of  Keiaen- 
bcrg,  and  the  troublesome  lorj  flew  to  his  shoulder. 
"I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  Uke  birds,  sir,"  said 
Beckendorff  to  Vivian ;  for  owr  good  hero,  good- 
naturedly  humoring  the  tastes  of  his  host,  was  im- 
partially dividing  the  luxuries  of  a  peach  among  a 
croird  of  gaudy  and  greedy  little  sparrows.  "  You 
shall  see  my  favorites,"  continued  Beokendorff,  and 
tapping  rather  loudly  on  the  table,  he  held  out  the 
forefinger  of  each  band.  The  tvo  bullfinches,  which 
were  still  singing  on  the  shoulder  of  the  Prince,  re- 
cognized the  signal,  and  immediately  hastened  to 
their  perch. 

"My  dear  r  thrilled  out  one  little  songster;  and  it 
raised  its  speaking  eyes  to  its  delighted  master. 

"  My  love !"  warbled  the  other,  making  its  afiec- 
tiou  by  looks  equally  personal. 

These  monosyllables  were  repeated  fifty  times ;  at 
each  one,  Beckendorff,  with  sparkling  eyes,  and  a 
countenance  tadiant  with  delight,  triumphantly 
looked  round  at  Vivian,  as  if  the  freqnent  reitera- 
tion -were  a  proof  of  the  ancerity  of  the  affection 
of  these  singular  friends. 

At  length,  to  the  Prince's  great  relief.  Mr.  Beck- 
endorff's  feathered  friends  having  finished  their 
dessert,  were  sent  back  to  their  cages,  with  a  strict 
injunction  not  to  trouble  their  master  at  present 
with  their  voices — an  iiyunction  which,  to  Vivian's 
great  surprise,  was  obeyed  to  the  letter;  and  when 
the  door  was  closed,  few  persons  in  the  world  could 
have  been  persuaded  that  the  next  room  was  an 

"  I  am  proud  of  my  peaches,  Mr.  Von  Philipson," 
said  Beckendorff,  recommending  the  fruit  to  hia 
guest's  attention ;  then,  rising  &om  the  table,  he 


threw  himself  on  the  sofa,  and  began  humming  a 
tune  in  a  very  low  voice.  Presently,  he  took  up  his 
Cremona,  and  using  the  violin  as  a  guitar,  accom- 
panied himself  in  a  very  beautiful  air,  but  not  in  a 
more  audible  tone.  While  Mr.  Beckendorff  was 
singing,  he  seemed  quite  unconscious  that  any  per- 
Bon  was  in  the  room ;  and  the  Prince,  who  detested 
music,  certainly  gave  him  do  hint,  either  by  bis  ap- 
probation or  his  attention,  that  he  waa  liatened  to. 
Vivian,  however,  like  most  unhappy  men,  did  love 
music  with  all  hia  spirit's  strength ;  and  actuated 
by  this  feeling,  and  the  interest  which  he  began  to 
take  in  the  character  of  Mr.  Beckendorfi',  ho  could 
not,  when  that  gentleman  had  finished  his  ur,  re- 
frain from  very  wncerely  saying  "encorel" 

Beckendorff  started  and  looked  around,  as  if  he 
were  for  the  first  moment  aware  that  any  being  had 

"Encore!"  said  he,  with  a  kind  sneer;  "who 
ever  could  sing  or  play  the  same  thing  twice  I  Are 
you  fond  of  music,  sir  ?" 

"Very  much  BO,  indeed;  I  fancied  I  recognised 
that  air.    You  are  an  admirer,  I  imagine,  of  Mo- 

"  I  never  heard  of  him ;  I  know  nothing  of  those 
gentry.  But  if  you  really  like  music,  I'U  play  you 
something  worth  Ustening  to." 

Mr.  Beckendorff  began  a  beautiful  air  very  ada- 
gio, gradually  increasing  the  time  in  a  kind  of  va- 
riation, till  at  last  his  execution  became  so  wonder- 
fully rapid,  that  Vivian,  surprised  at  the  mere  me- 
chanical action,  rose  from  his  chair  in  order  better 
to  examine  the  player's  management  and  motion  of 
hia  bow.  Exquisite  as  were  the  tones,  enchanting 
as  were  the  originality  of  his  variations,  and  the 
perfect  harmony  of  his  composition,  it  was  never- 
theless extremely  difficult  to  resist  laugliing  at  the 
ludicrous  contortions  of  hia  &ce  and  flgure.  Now, 
his  body  bending  to  the  strain,  he  was  at  one  mo- 
ment with  his  violin  raised  in  the  air,  and  the  next 
instant  with  the  lower  nut  almost  resting  upon,  his 
foot.  At  length,  by  well-proportioned  degrees,  the 
air  died  away  into  the  ori^nal  soft  cadence ;  and 
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"  tliU  U  rather 


the  player  becoming  completely  entranced  ia  hia 
own  performance,  fijiishcd  bj  sinking  back  on  tbe 
Eofa,  with  hia  bow  and  liotitt  raised  over  hia  head. 
Vivian  would  not  disturb  liim  by  hia  applauae.  An 
instant  after,  Mr.  Beckendorff,  throwing  down  tbe 
instrument,  rushed  through  an  open  window  into 
the  garden. 

As  soon  as  Beckendorff  waa  out  of  sight,  Vivian 
looked  at  the  Prince  ;  and  his  Highness,  elevating 
his  eyebrows,  screwing  up  hia  month,  and  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders,  altogether  presented  a  very 
comical  pictnre  of  a  puzzled  m~~ 

"  Well,  my  dear  friend,"  sai 
different  to  what  we  expected. 

"  Very  different,  indeed ;  but  much  more  amus- 

" Humph  1"  Bud  the  Prince,  very  slowly,  "I  do 
not  think  it  exactly  requires  a  ghost  lo  tell  ns  that 
Mr.  Beckendorff  Is  not  in  the  habit  of  going  to 
Court.  I  don't  know  how  he  ia  accustomed  to  con- 
duct himself  when  he  ia  honored  by  a  visit  from  the 
Grand  Duke ;  but  I  am  quite  sure,  that  aa  regards 
hi8  treatment  of  myaelf,  to  say  the  least,  the  incog- 
nito is  very  well  observed." 

"Mr.  Von  Philipson,"  said  the  gentleman  of 
whom  they  were  speaking,  putting  liis  head  in  at 
the  window ;  "  you  shall  see  my  blue  paaaion  flower. 
— We'll  take  a  walk  round  the  garden." 

The  Prince  gave  Vivian  a  look,  which  seemed  to 
and  accordingly  they  Step- 


.0  the  g 


"You  do  not  flee  my  garden  in  ila  glory," 
Mr.  Beckendorff,  stopping  before  tho  bow-window  of 
the  library;  "this  spot  is  my  Strong  point;  had 
you  been  here  earlier  in  the  year,  you  might  have 
admired  with  me  my  invaluable  crescents  of  tulips 
— such  colors  I  such  brillianey  t  so  defined  1  And 
last  year  I  had  three  kmg-tulips;  their  elegant 
formed  creamy  cups  I  have  never  seen  equalled. 
And  then  my  double  variegated  ranunculuses;  my 
hyadntha  of  fifty  bella,  in  every  tint,  angle  and 
double;  and  my  favorite  stands  of  auriculas.  Bo 
large  and  powdered,  that  the  color  of  the  velvet 
leaves  was  scarcely  discoverable  1  The  blue  paa- 
flion-flower  ia,  however,  rot  very  beautiful,  Tou 
see  that  snmmer-bouae,  ^r,"  continued  he,  turning 
to  Vivian,  "the  top  is  my  observatory;  you  will 
sleep  in  that  pavilion  to-night,  so  you  had  better 
take  notice  how  the  walk  winds." 

The  passion-flower  was  trained  against  the  sum- 
mer-house in  question. 

"There!"  flaid  Mr.  Beckendorff,  and  he  stood 
admiring  with  outstretched  arms,  "  the  latter  days 
of  its  beauty,  for  the  autumn  frosts  will  soon  atop 
its  flower;  Pray,  Mr.  Von  Philipson,  are  either  you 
or  your  friend  a  botanist  P" 

"  Why,"  aud  the  Prince,  "  I  am  a  great  admirer 
of  flowera,  but  I  cannot  enaetly  aay  that — " 

"Ah  I  I  sec  you  are  no  botanist.  The  flower  of 
this  beautiful  plant  continuea  only  one  day,  but 
there  is  a  constant  succession  from  July  to  the  end 
of  the  autumn ;  and  if  this  fine  weather  contin 
Pray,  sir,  how  is  tbe  wind?" 

"I  really  cannot  say,"  said  the  Prince;  "but  I 
think  the  wind  is  either — " 

"Ahl  do  you  know  how  the  wind  ia,  sir?" 
tinned  Beckendorff  to  Tivian. 

"  I  think,  sir,  that  it  is—" 

"  Ah  I  I  see  it's  westerly. — Well,  if  this  weather 
continue,  the  succcsdon  may  still  last  another 
mouth,    You  will  be  interested  to  know,  Mr.  Von 


Philipson,  that  the  flower  comes  out  at  the  same 
joint  with  the  leaf,  on  a  peduncle  near  three  inches 
long ;  round  the  centre  of  it  arc  two  radiating 
la;  look,look,  sir!  the  inner  inclining  towards 
entra  column — now  examine  this  well,  and  I'll 
Ih  you  in  a  moment."  So  flaying,  Mr.  Beck- 
endorff, running  with  great  rapidity  down  the  walk, 
jumped  over  the  railing,  and  in  a  moment  waa 
conraing  across  the  lawn,  towarda  the  river,  in  a 
desperate  chase  after  a  dragon-fly. 

Mr.  Beckendorff  was  soon  out  of  eight;  and  after 
lingering  half  an  hour  in  the  vicinity  of  the  blue 
passion-flower,  the  Prince  proposed  to  Vivian  that 
they  should  quit  the  spot.  "  As  far  as  I  can  ob- 
serve," continued  his  highness,  "we  might  as  well 
quit  the  house.  No  wonder  that  Beckendorff'a 
power  ia  on  the  wane,  for  he  appears  to  me  to  be 
growing  childish.  Surely  he  could  not  always  have 
been  this  frivolous  creature  I" 

I  really  am  so  overwhelmed  with  astonishment," 
said  Vivian,  "that  it  is  quite  out  of  my  power  to 
:  your  highness  in  any  supposition.  But  I 
should  recommend  you  not  to  be  too  hasty  in  your 
iments.  Take  care  that  staying  here  does  not 
afiect  the  position  which  you  have  taken  up,  or 
retard  the  progress  of  any  measures  on  which  you 
have  determined,  and  you  are  safe.  What  will  it 
ityiiro  you,  if,  with  the  chance  of  achieving  the 
great  and  patriotic  purpose  to  which  you  have  de- 
voted your  powers  and  energies,  yon  are  subjected 
for  a  few  hours  to  the  caprices,  or  even  rudeness, 
of  any  man  whatever  f  If  Beckendorff  be  the  ohar- 
aolcr  which  the  world  pves  him  credit  to  be,  I  do 
not  think  he  can  ima^ne  that  you  are  to  be  de- 
ceived twice  ;  and  if  he  do  Imagine  so,  wc  are  con- 
vinced that  he  will  be  disappointed.  If,  as  you 
have  supposed,  not  only  his  power  is  on  the  wane, 
but  hia  intellect  also,  four-and-twcnty  hours  will 
convince  ua  of  the  fact ;  for  in  less  than  that  lime 
your  highness  will  necessarily  have  conversation  of 
a  more  important  nature  with  him.  1  strenuously 
recommend,  therefore,  that  we  continue  here  to- 
day, althoi^,"  added  Vivian,  smiling,  "I  have  to 
sleep  in  hia  observatory." 

After  walking  in  the  garden  about  an  hour,  the 
Prince  and  Vivian  again  went  into  the  house,  ima- 
gining that  Beckendorff  might  have  returned  by 
another  entrance;  but  be  was  not  there.  The 
Prince  was  very  much  annoyed;  and  Vivian,  to 
amuse  himself,  had  recourse  to  the  library.  After 
re-examining  tho  armor,  iookmg  at  tbe  garden 
through  the  punted  windows,  conjecturing  who 
might  be  the  original  of  the  mysterious  picture,  and 
what  could  be  the  meaning  of  the  withered  branch, 
the  Prince  was  fairly  worn  out.  The  precise  dinner 
hour  he  did  not  know;  and  notwithstanding  re- 
peated exertions,  he  had  hitherto  been  unable  to 
find  the  blooming  Clara.  He  could  not  flatter  him- 
self, however,  that  there  were  less  than  two  hours 
to  kill  before  the  great  event  took  place  ;  and  so, 
quite  miserable,  and  heartily  wishing  himself  hack 
again  at  Turriparva,  he  prevailed  upon  Vivian  to 
throw  aside  his  book,  and  take  another  walk. 

This  time  they  extended  their  ^stance,  slretohcd 
out  as  &r  aa  the  river,  and  explored  the  adjoining 
woods;  butofMr.  Beckendorff  they  saw  and  heard 
nothing.  At  length  they  again  returned;  it  was 
getting  dusk.  They  found  the  bow-window  of  the 
library  closed.  They  again  entered  the  dining- 
room  ;  and,  to  their  surprise.  Pound  no  preparations 
for  toner.    TMa  time  the  Prince  was  more  fortun- 
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tered  the 

"Pray,  my  good  madam,"  inqnired  the  Prince ; 
"haa  your  master  returned?" 

"  Mr.  Becfeendorff  is  in  the  library,  dr,"  said  the 
old  lady  yery  pompously. 

"Indeedl  we  don't  dine  in  this  room,  then'. 

"Dine,  sir!"  sMd  the  good  dame,  forgetting  her 
ponipoeiCy  in  ber  astonishment. 

"  TeB— dine,"  said  the  Prince. 

"  La !  sir ;  Mr.  BeckeodorEf  never  lakes  any  thing 
after  noon  meal," 

"  Am  I  to  understand,  then,  that  we  are  to  hare 
no  dinner?"  asked  his  highness,  angry  and   agi- 

"Mr.  Bcekendorff  never  takes  any  thing  after  hi  a 
noon  meal,  sir;  but  I'm  sure  if  you  and  your  friend 

"  My  good  lady,  I  am  hungry,  very  hungry,  in- 
deed ;  and  if  your  master,  I  mean  Mr.  Von — that  is 
Mr.  Beckendorff,  has  such  a  bad  appetite  that  he 
can  satisfy  hunself  with  ]ricking,  once  a  day,  the 
breast  of  a  pheasant ;  why,  if  he  eipects  his  ftiends 
to  be  willing,  or  even  able  to  hve  on  such  fare, — 
the  least  that  I  can  say  is,  that  he  is  very  much  mis- 
taken ;  and  BO,  therefore,  my  good  friend  Grey,  I 
think  we  had  better  order  out  our  horses,  and  be 
off." 

"  No  occasion  for  that,  I  hope,"  aajd  Mra.  Clara, 
rather  alarmed  at  the  Princa'a  passion;  "  no  want, 
I  trust,  ever  here,  air ;  and  I  make  no  doubt  you'll 
have  dinner  aa  soon  aa  posable  ;  and  flo,  sir,  I  hope 
you'll  not  be  hasty." 

"  Hasty !  1  have  no  wish  to  be  hasty ;  but  as  for 
disarranging  the  whole  economy  of  the  house,  and 
getting  up  an  eWemporaneous  meal  for  me — I  can. 
not  think  of  it.  Mr.  Beckendorff  may  live  aa  he 
likea,  and  if  I  stay  here  I  am  contented  to  live  as 
he  does.  I  do  not  wish  him  to  change  his  habits 
for  me,  and  I  shall  take  care  that  after  to-day,  there 
will  be  no  necessity  for  his  doing  so.  However, 
absolute  hunger  can  make  no  compliments;  and 
tbereforo  I  will  thank  you,  my  good  madam,  to  let 
me  and  my  friend  have  the  remains  of  that  cold 
game,  if  iJiey  be  still  in  existence,  on  which  we 
lunched,  or,  as  you  term  it,  took  our  noon  meal  this 
morning;  and  which,  if  it  were  your  own  cooking, 
Mrs.  Clara,  I  assure  you,  as  I  observed  to  my  friend 
at  the  time,  did  you  infinite  credit," 

The  Prince,  although  hia  gentlemanly  feelinga 
had,  in  flpite  of  his  hunger,  dictat  dad  pre    f 
of  Mrs.  Clara's  making  a  dinner  m  h     self 

Still  thought  that  a  seasonable  and  d  se  d  m. 
plimcnt  to  the  lady  might  assist  in  b  gi  g  b  a 
result,  which,  notwithatanding  his  p  hie  ss  h 
V  y  mu  h  desired;  and  that  wae  h  p  d  b 
ano  he  ape  imen  of  her  culinary  mp  hm 
Havm  b  aved,  aa  he  considered  w  h  h  m  d 
erat  on  and  dignified  civility,  he  w  m       be 

confessed   rather  astounded,  when  Mrs  C         d 
a  kno      dg  d  his  compliment  by  h  was 

HO   y   0     form  him  that  she  dared  g  h 

men    m    hia  house,   without   J       B        nd  rff 
special  order. 

"Special  order!  why!  surely  your  master  will 
not  grudge  mo  the  cold  leg  of  a  pheasant  V 

"Mr.  Beckendorff  is  not  in  the  habit  of  grudging 
any  thing,"  answered  the  housekeeper,  with  offend- 
ed majesty. 


"Then  why  should  he  objp  t      asked  the  Pince. 

"Mr.  Beckendorff  s  tK  lest  ludge  s  of  the 
propriety  of  his  own  ref,aIationB 

"Well,  well!"  said  ^ivan  more  intertsted  for 
hia  friend  than  himself  there  is  no  difficulty  in 
asking  Mr.  Beckendorff 

"tione  in  tbe  least  air  answered  the  house- 
keeper, "when  ho  is  awake 

"Awake  I"  said  the  Prince      why    la  he  asleep 

"  Tea.  sir,  in  the  library 

"And  how  long  will  he  be  asleep f  asked  the 
Prince,  with  great  ear,emeas 

"  It  is  uncert^n  ;  he  mav  be  asleep  for  hours — 
he  may  wake  in  five  minutea  all  I  tan  do  is  to 
watch.'' 


ir,  if  a 
r  tbe  roo 


"But  surely  i 

a  case  like  the  presen 

"I  could  not 

wake  Mr.  Beckendorff, 

1  fire.    No  0 


when  he  is  asleep." 

"Then  how  can  you  posably  know  when  he  is 
awake  T' 

"  I  shall  hear  his  violm  immediately,  sir." 
"Well|Well!  I  suppose  it  must  be  so.  Grey,  I 
wish  we  were  in  Turriparva,  that  is  all  I  know. 
Men  of  my  station  have  no  business  to  be  paying 
visits  to  the  sons  of  the  Lord  knows  who !  peasants, 
ahopkeepera,  and  pedagogues!" 

The  Prince  of  Little  Lilliput  thought  that  man- 
Idnd  were  solely  created  to  hunt  and  to  fight ;  and 
unless  you  could  spear  a  boar  or  owned  a  commis- 
sion, you  were  not  included  in  his  list  of  proper 
men.  We  smile  at  what  we  consider  the  narrow- 
minded  ideas  of  a  German  Prince  ;  yet,  perhaps,  if 
we  inquire,  we  shall  find  that  mankind,  on  an 
average,  are  influenced  m  all  countries  by  the  same 
feeUngs,  and  in  the  same  degree ;  and  the  definition 
of  a  genlleman  by  a  hero  of  St.  James's  Street,  if 
not  exactly  umilar,  will  not  be  less  unwise  and  lesa 
ridiculous,  than  the  Prince  of  Uttle  LillipuC's  de- 
scription of  a  jnY^Mr  man.  An  officer  in  Che  guards 
-nee  told  me,  that  no  person  was  a  gentleman  who 
as  not  the  eon  of  a  man  who  had  twenty  thousand 
year,  landed  property.  Convinced  that  his  deda- 
ition  was  sincere,  I  respected  his  prejudices,  and 
id  not  dispute  hia  defimtion,  I  ahould  have  be- 
haved the  same,  had  I  been  m  Africa,  and  had  a 
Hottentot  dandy  declared,  that  no  person  was  to  be 
visited  who  dared  to  devour  the  smoking  entrails  of 
a  sheep  in  less  than  a  couple  of  mouthfuls. 

As  a  fire  was  blazing  in  the  dining-room,  which 
Mrs.  Clara  informed  them  Mr,  Beckendorff  never 
omitted  having  every  night  in  the  year,  the  Prince 
and  his  friend  imagined  that  they  were  to  remain 
there,  and  they  consequently  did  not  attempt  to 
disturb  the  slumbers  of  Mr,  Beckendorff.  Resting 
the  hobs,  his  Highness,  for  the  fiftieth 
time,  declared  that  he  wished  he  had  never  left 
Turriparva ;  and  just  when  Vivian  was  on  the  point 
of  giving  up,  in  despair,  the  hope  of  consoling  Wm, 
Mrs.  Clara  entered,  and  proceeded  to  lay  the  cloth. 
Your  master  is  awake,  then  ?"  asked  the  Prince, 
very  qiiiekly. 

"Mr.'Beckendorff  has  been  long  awake,  sir!  and 
dinner  will  be  ready  immediately." 
His  Highness's  countenance  brightened ;  and  in 
short  time  the  supper  appearing,  the  Prince  again 
fascinated  by  Mrs.  Clara's  cookery  and  Mr.  Beck- 
endorff'a  wine,  forgot  hia  chagrin,  and  regained  hia 
temper. 
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In  about  a  couple  of  hours,  Mr.  Beckendorff  en- 

"  I  hope  that  Clara  hai  given  jou  wine  jou  like, 
Mr.  VonPhilipsonf 

"EioeiSeiit,  my  dear  sir!  the  same  bin,  111  an- 
swer for  that." 

Mr.  Beckendorff  liad  his  violin  Id  hia  hand  ;  but 
his  drees  was  much  changed.  Hia  great  boots  being 
pulled  off,  exhibiting  the  white  silk  gtoekinga  ffhich 
he  invariably  wore  ;  and  his  coat  had  ^ven  place  to 
the  easier  covering  of  a  very  long  and  handsome 
brocade  dressing-gown.  He  drew  a  chair  round  the 
Ere,  between  the  Prince  end  Vivian.  It  was  a  late 
hour,  and  the  room  was  only  lighted  by  the  glim- 
mering coals,  for  the  flames  had  long  died  away. 
Mr.  Beckendorff  sat  for  some  time  wilhoiit  speak- 
ing, gaiing  very  earnestly  on  the  decaying  embers. 
Indeed,  before  many  minutes  bad  elapsed,  complete 
^lence  prevailed,  for  both  the  endeavors  of  the 
Prince,  and  of  Vivian,  to  promote  conversation  had 
been  unsuccessful.  At  length,  the  master  of  the 
house  turned  round  to  the  Prince,  and  pointing  to 
a  particular  mass  of  coal,  said,  "  I  think,  Mr.  Von 
Fhilipson,  that  is  the  completest  elephant  I  ever 
saw.  We  will  ring  the  bell  for  some  coals,  and  then 
have  a  game  of  whist." 

The  Prince  was  so  surprised  by  Mr.  BeckendorlF's 
remark,  that  he  wag  not  sufficiently  struck  by  the 
strangeness  of  his  proposition;  and  it  was  only 
■when  he  heard  Vivian  professing  his  ignorance  of 
the  game,  that  it  occurred  to  him  that  to  play 
at  whist  was  hardly  the  object  for  which  he  had 
travelled  from  Turripatva. , 

"An  Englislinian  not  know  whist!"  said  Mr. 
Beckendorff;  "ridiculous! — you  do  not  know  it. 
You're  thinking  of  the  stupid  game  they  play  here, 
of  Boston  whist.  Let  us  play!  Mr.  Von  Philip- 
son,  I  know,  has  no  objection." 

"But,  my  good  sir,"  s(ud  the  Prince,  "although 
previous  to  conversation  I  may  have  no  objection  to 
join  In  a  little  amusement,  still  it  appears  to  me  that 
it  has  escaped  your  memory  that  whist  is  a  game 
which  requires  the  co-operation  of  four  persons." 

"Not  at  all!  I  take  dumbmy.  I'm  not  sure  it  is 
not  the  finest  way  of  playing  the  game." 

The  table  was  arranged,  the  lights  brought,  the 
cards  produced,  and  the  Prince  of  Little  Lillipul, 
greatly  to  his  surprise,  found  himself  playing  whist 
with  Mr  Beckendorff  Nothing  could  be  more 
dull  The  Mimster  would  neither  bet  nor  stake; 
and  the  immense  interest  which  he  took  in  every 
card  that  was  played  most  ludicrously  contrasted 
with  the  nther  sullen  looks  of  the  Prince,  and 
the  very  sleepy  ones  of  Vivian.  Whenever  Mr. 
Beckendorff  played  for  dumbmy,  be  always  looked, 
with  the  most  searching  eye  into  the  noit  ad- 
versary s  face  aa  it  he  would  read  his  cards  in 
his  featurca  The  first  rubber  lasted  an  hour  and 
a  half — three  long  games,  which  Mr.  Beckendorff, 
to  hia  triumph,  hardly  won.  In  the  first  game  of 
the  second  rubber  \  ivian  blniidcred ;  in  the  second 
he  revoked ;  and  in  the  third,  having  neglected  M 
play,  and  being  loudly  called  upon,  and  rated  both 
by  his  partner  and  Mr.  Beckendorff,  he  was  found 
to  be  asleep.  Beckendorff  threw  down  Us  han 
with  a  loud  dash,  which  roused  Vivian  from  hi 
slumber.  He  apolo^zed  for  his  drowsiness ;  bu 
sud  that  he  was  so  extremely  sleepy  that  he  mui 
retire.  The  Prince,  who  longed  to  be  with  Becli 
endorff  alone,  winked  approbation  of  his  intentioi 

"Weill"   said   Beckendorff,   "you  spoiled   the 


rubber.  I  shall  ring  for  Clara.  Why  you  are  all 
so  fond  of  going  to  bed,  I  cannot  understand.  I 
have  not  been  to  bed  these  thirty  years." 

Vivian  made  his  escape;  and  Beckendorff,  pity- 
ing his  degeneracy,  proposed  to  the  Prince,  in  a 
tone  which  seemed  t<)  anticipate  that  the  offer  would 
meet  with  instantaneous  acceptation — double  dumb- 
my ; — this,  however,  was  teo  much. 

"No  more  cards,  sir,  I  thank  you,"  said  the 
Prince ;  "  if,  however,  you  have  a  mind  for  an 
hour's  conversation,  I  am  quite  at  your  service." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you — I  never  talk — good  night, 
Mr.  Von  PhiUpson." 

Mr.  Beckendorff  left  the  room.  His  Highness 
could  contun  himself  no  longer.    He  rang  the  bell. 

"Pray,  Mrs.  Clara,"  said  he,   "where  are   my 

"Mr.  Beckendorff  will  have  no  quadrupeds  with- 
in a  mile  of  the  house,  eiccpt  Owlface." 

"How  do  you  mean?— let  me  see  the  man-ser- 

"Tho  household  consists  only  of  myself,  sir." 

"Why!  where  is  my  luggage,  then?" 

"That  has  been  brought  up,  sir;  it  is  in  your 

"  I  tell  you  i  must  have  my  horses." 

"  It  is  quite  impossible  to  night,  sir.  I  think, 
sir,  you  had  better  retire ;  Mr.  Beckendorff  may  not 
be  homo  again  these  wi  hours." 

"What!  is  your  master  gone  out!" 

"Yea,  air,  ho  is  just  gone  out  to  take  his  ride." 

"Why  !  where  ia  his  horse  kept  then!" 

"  It's  Owliaoe,  sir." 

"Owlface,  indeed!  what,  is  your  master  in  the 
habit  of  riding  out  at  night  ?" 

"Mr.  Beckendorff  rides  Out,  sir,  just  when  it 
happens  to  suit  him." 

"It  is  very  odd  I  cannot  ride  out  when  it  hap- 
pens to  suit  me  !  However,  I'll  be  off  to-morrow ; 
and  so  if  you  please,  show  me  my  bed-room  at 

"  Your  room  is  the  library,  sir." 

"  The  hbrary  I  why,  there's  no  bed  in  the  library." 

"We  have  no  beds,  dr;  but  the  sofa  is  made 


The  morning  sun,  peej^ng  through  the  wmdow  of 
the  little  summer-house,  roused  its  inmate  at  an 
early  hour ;  and  finding  no  signs  of  Mr.  Becken- 
dorff and  Ms  guest  having  yet  arisen  from  their 
alumbers,  Vivian  took  the  opportunity  of  strolling 
about  the  gardens  and  the  grounds.  Directing  his 
way  along  the  margin  of  the  river,  he  soon  left  the 
lawn,  and  entered  some  beautiful  meadows,  whoae 
■y  verdure  glistened  in  the  brightening  beams  of 


hedge-rowB,  rich  with  all  the  varieties  of  wild  fruit 
and  Qower,  and  animated  with  the  cheering  pr«B- 
ence  of  tlie  busy  birds  chirping  from  every  bough 
and  spray,  altogether  presented  a  scene  which 
greatly  reminded  him  of  the  soft  beauties  of  his 
own  country.  With  some  men,  to  remember  is  to  be 
sad;  and  unfortunately  for  Vivian  Grey,  there  were 
few  objeetB  which  with  him  did  not  give  rise  to  as- 
sociations of  a  moat  painful  nature.  Of  what  he 
was  thinking,  as  he  sat  on  a  bank  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  tlie  ground,  it  is  needless  to  inquire.  He  was 
roused  from  Ms  reverie  by  the  sound  of  ft  trottii^ 
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horse.     He  looked  up,  but  tho  winding  road  ] 
vented  him  at  first  from  ageing  the  steed  wl 
evidently  nas  approaching.    The  sound  came  nej 
and  nearer;  and  at  length,  turning  a  corner, 
Bectendorff  came  in  sight.     He  was  mounted  a 
very  strong  built,  tough,  and  particularly  ugly  pouy, 
with  an  obstinate  mano,  whiuh,  defying  the  exer- 
tions of  the  groom  or  ostler,  fell  in  equal  divisions 
on  both  sides  of  its  bottle  neck ;  and  a  large  white 
face,  which,  combined  with  its -blind,  or  blinking 
Tision,  had  earned  for  it  the  eupbonoua  and  com- 
pUmentary  title  of  Owlface.    Both  master  and  steed 
must  have  travelled  hard  and  far,  fur  both  were 
covered  with  dust  and  mud  from  top  to  toe— from 
mane  to  hoof.    Mr.  Beckendorff  seemed  surprised 
at  meeting  Vivian,  and  pulled  up  his  pony  as  he 
reached  him. 

"An  early  riser,  I  see,  sir.     Where  is  Mr.  Von 
Philipson?" 

"I  have  not  yet  seen  him,  and  imagined  that 
both  he  and  yourself  had  not  yet  nsen," 

"Hum!  how  many  is  it  to  noon!"  asked   Mr. 
Beckendorff,  who  always  spoke  astronomically. 

"  Mora  than  four,  I  imagine." 

"Fray  do  you  prefer  tho  country  about  here  to 
Turriparvii  ?" 

"Both,  I  think   are  very  beautifal." 

"You  live  at  Turriparva!"  asked  Mr,  Becken- 
dorff. 


"When  I  am  there," 
who  was  too  practised  a 
Mr.  Beckendorff. 

"  Pray  has  it  been  a  fi 
"  It  has  been  a  fine 


0  be  pumped  ei 


Bbj 


"I  am  afr^d  Mr.  Von  Philipson  finds  it  rather 
dnUhere?" 

"I  am  not  aware  of  it." 

"  He  eeema  a  ve— ry— ?"  said  Mr.  Beckendorff, 
looking  keenly  in  his  companion's  face.  But  Vivian 
did  not  supply  the  desired  phrase ;  and  so  the  Min- 
ister was  forced  to  finish  the  sentence  himself — "  a 
very — gentlemanly  sort  of  man  ?"  A  low  bow  was 
the  only  response. 

"I  trust,  sir,  I  may  indulge  the  hope,"  continued 
Mr.  BeekendorH  "that  you  will  honor  me  with 
your  company  another  day." 

"You  are  most  eioeedingly  obliging,  sirl" 

"  Mr.  Von  Philipson  is  fond,  I  think,  of  a  country 
lifef"  sBJd  BeckendorfF. 

"  Most  men  are,  I  think,  air." 

"  I  suppose  he  has  no  innate  objection  to  live  oo- 
ca^onally  in  a  citv  ?" 

"Few  men  have,  I  think,  sJr." 

"  You  probably  have  known  him  long  ?" 

"Not  long  enough  to  wish  our  acquaintance  at 

They  proceeded  in  dlenee  for  about  five  minutes, 
and  then  Beckendorff  again  turned  round,  and  this 
time  with  a  direct  question. 

"  I  wonder  if  Mr.  Von  Philipson  can  make  it  con- 
venient to  honor  me  with  hia  company  another  day. 
Can  you  tell  me  ?"  • 

"  I  think  the  best  person  to  inform  you  of  that,  sir, 
would  be  hie  Highness  himself"  said  Vivian,  using 
his  friend's  title  purposely  to  show  Mr.  Beckendorff 
how  very  ridiculous  he  considered  his  present  use 
of  the  incognito. 

"You  think  so,  sir,  do  you?"  answered  Becken- 
dorff, very  sarcastically, 

6a 


They  had  now  arrived  at  the  gate  by  which  Vi. 
vian  had  reached  the  door. 

"Your  course,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Beckendorff,  "lies 
that  way.  1  see,  like  myself,  you  are  no  great 
talker.  We  shall  meet  at  breakfast."  So  saying, 
the  Minister  set  spurs  to  hia  pony,  and  was  soon 
out  of  sight. 

When  Vivian  reached  the  house,  he  found  the 
bow  window  of  the  hbrary  thrown  open;  and  as  he 
approached,  he  saw  Mr.  Beckendorff  enter  the  room 
and  bow  to  the  Prince.  Hia  Highness  had  paaaed 
a  most  excellent  night,  in  spite  of  not  sleeping  iu  a 
hed{  and  he  was  at  this  moment  commencing  a 
moat  deUcious  breakfast.  Hia  ill-humor  had  conse- 
quently all  vanished.  He  had  made  uphiai  mind  that 
Beckendorff  was  a  madman;  and  although  he  had 
^ven  up  all  the  secret  and  flattering  hopes  which 
Ee  had  dared  to  entertain  when  the  interview  waa 
first  arranged,  he  nevertheless  did  not  regret  hia 
visit,  which  on  the  wliole  had  been  very  amusing, 
and  had  made  him  acquainted  with  the  person  and 
habits,  and,  as  ho  believed,  the  inteUectua!  powera 
of  a  man  with  whom,  moat  probably,  he  shonld  soon 
be  engaged  in  open  hostility.  Vivian  took  his  seat 
at  the  breakfast  table,  and  Beckendorff  stood  con- 
versing with  them  with  his  back  to  the  fire-place, 
and  oceaaionally,  during  the  pauses  of  couveraation, 
pulling  the  strings  of  his  viohn  with  his  fingers. 
It  did  not  escape  Vivian's  observation  that  the  Hin- 
later  was  particularly  courteoua,  and  even  attentive 
to  hia  Highness ;  and  that  he  endeavored  .by  hia 
quick,  and  more  coniniunieative  answers,  and  occa- 
sionally by  a  stray  observation,  to  encourage  the 
good  humor  which  was  visible  on  the  cheerful  coun- 
tenance of  the  Prince. 

"  Have  you  been  long  up,  Mr.  Beckendorff?"  ask- 
ed theTrinoe  ;  for  his  host  had  resumed  his  dress- 
ing-gown and  slippers. 

"I  generally  see  the  sun  rise." 

"And  yet  you  retire  late! — out  riding  last  oigbt, 
I  understand  F" 

"  Indeed  I"  said  the  Prince.  "  Well,  for  my  part, 
without  my  regular  rest,  I  am  nothing.  Have  vou 
breakfasted,  Mr.  Beckendorff?" 

"  Clara  will  bring  niy  breakfast  immediate- 
ly." 

The  dame  accordingly  soon  appeared,  bearing  a 
tray  with  a  basin  of  boiling  water,  and  one  very 
large  thick  biscuit.  This,  Mr.  Beckendorff  having 
well  soaked  in  the  hot  fluid,  eagerly  devoured  ;  and 
tlien  taking  up  his  violin,  amused  himself  until  his 
guests  had  flnisbed  their  breakfast. 

When  Vivian  had  ended  his  meal,  he  left  the 
Prince  and  Mr.  Beckendorff  alone,  determined  that 
his  presence  should  not  be  the  occasion  of  the 
Minister  any  longer  retarding  the  commencement 
of  business.  The  Prince,  who  by  a  private  glance 
had  been  prepared  for  his  departure,  immediately 
look  the  opportunity  of  asking  Mr.  Beckendorff,  in 
a  very  decisive  tone,  whether  he  might  flatter  him- 
self that  be  could  command  his  present  attention  to 
a  subject  of  great  importance.  Mr.  Beckendorff 
said  that  be  was  always  at  Mr.  Von  Philipson'a  ser- 
vice ;  and  drawing  a  chair  opposite  bim,  the  Prince 
and  Mr.  Beckendorff  now  sat  on  each  side  of  the 

"Hem!"  said  the  Prince,  clearing  his  throat; 
and  he  looked  at  Mr.  Beckendorff,  who  sat  with 
his  iieeis  close  together,  his  toes  out  square,  hia 
hands  resting  on  his  knees,  which,  as  well  aa  hia 
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elbowB  were  turned  out,   bis   shoulders  bent,  his 
head  reclinec!,  and  his  ejea  glancing. 

"  Heni  I"  said  the  Prince  of  Little  Lilliput.  "  In 
compliance,  Mr.  Beckendorit^  with  your  wish,  de- 
veloped in  the  eommunioation  receiTcd  by  me  on 
the  —  inst.,  I  assented  in  my  answer  to  the  arrange- 
ment then  proposed;  the  object  of  which  was,  to 
use  jour  own  words,  to  facihtate  the  ocuurrence  of 
an  oral  interchange  of  the  aentiments  of  Tarioua 
partlea  interested  in  certain  proceedings,  by  which 
interchange  it  was  anticipated  that  the  mutual  in- 
terests might  be  respectiTely  considered  and  finally 
arranged.  Prior,  Mr.  Beckendorff,  to  either  of  us 
going  into  any  detdl  upon  these  points  of  probable 
discussion,  which  will,  in  all  likelihood,  form  the  fun- 
damental features  of  this  interview,  I  wish  lo  recall 
your  attention  to  the  paper  which  I  had  the  honor 
of  presenting  to  hil  Royal  Highness,  and  which  is 
alluded  to  in  your  communication  of  the  —  inst. 
The  principal  heads  of  that  document  I  have  brought 
with  me  abridged  iu  this  paper." 

Here  the  Prince  handed  to  Mr.  BeckendoriT  a 
HS.  pamphlet,  consisting  of  about  sixty  foolscap 
sheets,  closely  written.  The  Minister  bowed  very 
graciously,  as  he  took  it  from  his  Highness'a  hand  ; 
and  then,  without  even  looking  at  it,  ho  laid  it  on 
the  table. 

"You,  sir,  I  perceive,"  continued  the  Prince, 
"  are  acquainted  with  its  contents ;  and  it  will  there- 
fore be  unnecessary  for  me  at  present  to  expatiate 
upon  their  individnal  expediency,  or  to  argue  for 
their  particular  adoption.  And,  sir,  when  we  ob- 
serve the  progresfl  of  the  hnmau  mind,  when  we 
lake  into  consideration  the  quick  march  of  intellect, 
and  the  wide  espanaon  of  enlightened  views  and 
liberal  principles — when  we  take  a  bird's  eye  view 
of  the  history  of  man  from  the  earliest  agesto  the 
present  moment,  I  feci  that  it  would  be  folly 
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finally  receive  the  approbation  of  his  Royal  High- 
ness. As  to  the  exact  origin  of  slavery,  Mr.  Beck- 
endorff, I  confess  that  I  am  not,  at  this  moment, 
prepared  distinctly  to  speak.  That  the  divine 
author  of  our  religion  was  its  decided  enen 
informed,  is  clear.  Tliat  the  slavery  of 
times  was  the  ori^n  of  the  feudal  service  ol 
modem  period,  is  a  point  on  which  men  of  learning 
have  not  precisely  made  np  their  minds.  With  re 
gard  lo  the  eiact  state  of  the  ancient  German  pe( 
pie,  Tacitua  affords  us  a  great  deal  of  most  interesl 
ing  information.  Whether  or  not,  certain  passage 
wbicb  i  have  brought  with  me  marked  in  the  Gei 
mania,  are  incontestable  evidences  that  our  ancei 
tors  enjoyed  or  understeod  the  practice  of  a  wise 
and  well  regulated  liberty,  is  a  point  on  which  I 
shall  be  happy  to  receive  the  opinion  of  so  distin- 
guished a  statesman  as  Mr.  Beckendorff.  In  stcp- 
png  forward,  as  I  have  felt  it  my  duty  to  do,  as 
the  advocate  of  popular  rights  and  national 


^lai 


I  that  I  have 


coDie  the  votary  of  innovation  and  the  professor  of 
revolutionary  doctrines.  The  passages  of  the  Ro- 
man author  in  question,  end  an  ancient  charter  of 
the  Emperop  Charlemagne,  are,  I  consider,  decisive 
and  Bufticicnt  precedents  for  the  measures  which  I 
have  thought  proper  to  sanction  by  my  approval, 
and  to  support  by  my  influence.  A  Uinialer,  Mr. 
Beckendorff,  muat  take  care  that  in  the  great  race 
of  politica,  the  minds  of  his  countrymen  do  not 
leave  bis  own  behind  them.    We  must  never  forget 


the  powers  and  capabilities  of  man.  On  this  very 
spot,  perhaps,  some  centuries  ago,  aavi^es  clothed 

skins  were  committing  cannibalism  in  a  forest, 
e  must  not  forget,  I  repeat,  that  it  is  the  business 
of  those  to  whom  Providence  has  allotted  the  re- 
sponsible possession  of  power  and  influence — that  it 
is  their  duty,  our  duty,  Mr.  BeckendorfF — to  become 
gnardians  of  our  weaker  fellow-creatures — that  all 
power  is  a  trust — that  we  are  accountable  for  its 
exercise — that,  from  the  people,  and  for  the  people, 
all  springs,  and  all  must  exist;  and  that,  unless  we 
conduct  ourselves  with  the  requisite  wisdom,  pm- 
ence,  and  propriety,  the  whole  system  of  sodety 
ill  be  disorganized;  and  this  country,  in  particu- 
lar, fall  a  victim  to  that  system  of  corruption  and 
misgovemment,  which  has  already  occasioned  the 
destruction  of  the  great  kingdoms  mentioned  in  the 
Bible;  and  many  other  Stales  beeiiio — Greece, 
Rome,  Carthage,  etc. 

Thus  ended  the  peroration  of  an  harangue  con- 
sisting of  an  incoherent  arrangement  of  imperfectly 
remembered  facta,  and  misunderstood  principles; 
all  gleaned  by  his  Highness  from  the  enlightening 
articles  of  the  Beisenberg  journals.  Like  Brutus, 
the  Prince  of  Uttle  Lilflput  paused  for  a  reply. 

"  Mr.  Von  Philipson,"  said  his  companion,  when 
his  Highness  had  finished,  "you  speak  like  a  man 
of  sense."  Having  given  this  answer,  Mr.  Becken- 
dorff rose  from  his  seat,  and  walked  straight  out  of 
the  room. 

The  Prince,  at  first,  took  the  answer  for  a  com- 
pliment ;  hut  Mr.  Beckendorff  not  returning,  he  be- 
gan to  have  a  very  faint  idea  that  he  was  neglected. 
Id  this  uncertainty,  be  rang  the  beU  for  his  old 
friend  Clara. 

"Mrs.  Clara!  where  is  your  master ?" 

"Just  gone  out,^r." 

"How  do  you  mean?" 

"  He  baa  gone  out  with  his  gnu,  air." 

"  You  are  quite  sure  he  has  gone  out  ?" 

"  Quite  sure,  sir.  I  took  him  his  coat  and  boots 
myself." 

"  I  am  to  understand,  then,  that  your  master  has 

"Yes,  sir,  Mr.  Beckendorff  has  gone  out.  lie 
will  be  home  for  his  noon  meal." 

"That  is  enough! — Orey!"  hallooed  the  indig- 
nant Prince,  darting  into  the  garden;  "Grey! 
Grey !  where  are  you,  Grey  ?" 

"Well,  my  dear  Prmce,"  said  Vivian;  "what 
can  possibly  be  the  matter  ?" 

"The  matter!  insanity  can  be  the  only  excuse; 
insanity  can  alone  account  for  his  preposterous  con- 
duct. We  have  seen  enough  of  him.  The  repeti- 
tion of  absurdity  is  only  wearisome.  Pray  assist 
me  in  getting  our  horses  immediately." 

"Certainly,  if  you  please;  but,  remember,  yon 
brought  me  hero  as  your  friend  and  counsellor.  Aa 
I  have  accepted  the  trust,  I  cannot  help  being  sen- 
sible of  the  responsibility.  Before,  therefore,  you 
finally  resolve  upon  departure,  pray  let  me  be  fully 
acquainted  with  tl       "      m  ta  hich  has  im- 

pclicd  you  to  this  s        n  re 

"  Willingly,  my  good  d  I  only  com- 

mand my  temper;  to  a  passion 

with  a  madman  is  aim  m    k        madness;  but 

his  manner  and  his        d  re        p  ovoking  and 

so  puzzling,  that  I  -na  al  g  h  repress  my 
irritability.     And  d  gnitoiwhyl 

sometimes  begin  to  h  am  Mr.  Von 

Philipson!    An  iacognito,  forsooth)  for  what?  to 
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deceive  whom?  His  household,  apparently,  only 
consists  of  two  pereotis,  one  of  whom  has  visited  in'e 
in  my  own  castle  ;  and  the  other  is  a  cross  old  hag, 
who  would  not  be  able  to  comprehend  my  rank  if 
ihe  were  aware  of  it.  But  to  the  point!  When 
you  left  the  room,  I  was  determined  to  be  trifled 
with  no  longer,  and  I  asked  him  in  a  firm  voice,  and 
very  marked  manner,  whether  I  might  command 
his  immediate  attention  to  very  important  business. 
He  professed  to  be  at  my  service.  I  opened 
the  af&ir  by  taking  a  cursory,  yet  definite,  re- 
view of  the  principles  in  which  my  political  conduct 
had  originated,  and  on  which  it  was  foonded.  I 
flattered  myself  that  I  had  produced  an  impression. 
Sometimes,  my  dear  Grey,  we  are  in  a  better  cue 
for  these  eipoutiona  than  at  others,  and  to-day  I 
was  really  unusually  felicitous.  My  memory  never 
deserted  me.  I  was,  at  the  same  time,  luminous 
and  profound ;  and  while  1  was  guided  by  the  phi- 
losophical spirit  of  the  present  day,  Ishowed,  by  my 
various  reading,  Uiat  I  respected  the  experience  of 
antiquity.  In  short,  I  was  perfectly  satisfied  with 
myself;  and  with  the  exception  of  one  single  point 
about  the  origin  of  slavery,  which  unfortunately  got 
entan^cd  with  the  feud  J  ayslem,  I  could  not  have 
got  on  better  had  Sievera  himself  been  at  my  aide. 
Nor  did  I  spare  Mr.  BeckendorlF;  but  on  the  con- 
trary, my  good  fefiow,  lawd  a  few  things  which, 
had  he  been  in  his  senses,  must,  I  imagine,  have 
gone  home  to  his  feelings.  Do  you  know  I  finished 
by  drawing  his  own  character,  and  showing  the  in- 
evitable effects  of  hia  ruinous  policy ;  and  what  do 
you  think  he  did  ?" 
,  "  Left  you  in  a  passion  ?" 

"Not  at  all.  He  aeemed  very  much  struck  by 
what  I  had  said,  and  apparently  understood  it.  I 
have  heard  that  in  some  species  of  insanity  the  pa- 
tient is  perfectly  able  to  comprehend  every  thing 
addressed  to  him,  though  nt  that  point  his  sanity 
ceases,  and  he  is  unable  to  answer  or  to  act.  This 
must  be  Beckendorff's  case ;  fuv  to  sooner  had  I 
finished,  than  he  rose  up  immediately,  and  saying 
that  I  spoke  Uke  a  nian  of  senae,  he  abruptly  quitted 
the  room.  The  housekeeper  says  he  will  not  be  at 
home  again  till  that  infernal  ceremony  takes  place, 
called  the  noon-meal.  Now  do  not  you  advise  me 
to  be  off  aa  soon  as  possible?" 

"  It  win  require  some  defiberation.  Pray  did  you 
not  speak  to  him  last  night?" 

"  Ah  I  I  forgot  that  I  had  not  been  able  to  speak 
to  you  since  then.  Well  1  last  night,  what  do  you 
think  he  did?  When  you  were  gone,  he  had  the 
ineoleneo  to  congratulate  me  on  the  opportunity 
then  afforded  of  iJaying  double  dumbmy ;  and  when 
I  declined  his  proportion,  but  said  that  if  he  wished 

he  very  coolly  (old  me  that  he  never  talked,,and 
bade  me  good  night!  Did  you  ever  know  such  a 
madman?  He  never  goes  to  bed.  I  only  had  a 
sofa.    How  the  deuce  did  you  sleep  ?" 

"Well,  and  safely,  considering  that  I  was  in  a 
summer-house  without  lock  or  bolt." 

"  WeU !  I  need  not  ask  you  now  as  to  your  opin- 
ion of  our  immediately  getting  off.  We  ahall  have, 
however,  aome  trouble  about  our  horses,  for  he  will 
not  allow  a  quadruped  near  the  house,  eicept  some 
monster  of  an  animal  that  he  rides  himself;  and  by 
St.  Hubert!  I  cannot  find  out  where  our  steeds 
are.  What  shall  we  do?"  But  Vivian  did  not  an- 
swer. "Grey,"  continued  his  Highness,  "what  are 
you  tbiuking  of?    Why  don't  jou  answer!" 


"Your  Highness  must  not  go,"  said  Vivian,  shak- 
ing his  head. 

"  Not  gp  I  why  ao,  my  good  fellow  ?" 

"Depend  upon  it,  you  ore  wrong  about  Becken- 
dorff.  That  he  is  a  humorist,  there  is  no  doubt; 
but  it  appears  to  me  to  be  equally  clear,  that  his 
queer  habits  and  aingular  mode  of  life  are  not  of 
kte  adoption.  What  he  ia  now,  he  must  have  been 
these  ten,  perhaps  these  twenty  years,  perhaps 
more.  Of  this  there  are  a  thousand  proofs  about 
UH.  As  to  the  overpowering  cause  which  has  made 
him  the  character  he  appears  at  present,  it  is  need- 
less for  us  to  inquire.  Probably  aome  incident  in 
hia  private  life,  in  all  likelihood  connected  with  the 
mysterious  picture.  Let  ua  he  aatiafied  with  the 
effect.  If  the  case  be  as  I  state  it,  in  his  private  life 
and  habits  Beckeodorff  must  have  been  equally  in- 
comprehensible and  equally  Angular  at  the  very  time 
that,  in  his  public  capacity,  he  waa  producing  such 
briUiant  results,  as  nt  the  present  moment.  N^ow 
then,  can  we  believe  him  to  be  insane  ?  I  anticipate 
your  objections.  I  know  you  will  enlarge  upon  the 
evident  absurdity  of  his  inviting  hispohtical  opponent 
to  hia  house,  for  a  grave  consultation  on  the  most 
important  affairs,  and  then  treating  him  as  be  has 
done  you;  when  it  must  be  clear  to  him  that  you 
cannot  be  again  duped,  and  when  he  must  feel  that 
were  he  to  amuse  you  for  aa  many  weeks  as  he  has 
days,  your  plans  and  your  position  would  not  be  in- 
juriously affected.  Be  it  so. — Probably  a  humorist 
like  Beckendorff  cannot,  even  in  the  moat  critical 
moment,  altogether  restrain  the  bent  of  his  capri- 
cious inclinations.  However,  my  dear  Prince,  I 
will  lay  no  stress  upon  this  point.  My  opinion, 
indeed  my  conviction,  is  that  Beckendorff  acts 
from  design,  I  have  con^dered  hia  conduct  well; 
and  I  have  observed  aU  that  you  have  seen,  and 
more  than  you  have  seen,  and  keenly.  Depend 
upon  it,  that  wDce  you  assented  to  the  interview, 
Becltendorff  has  been  obhged  to  shift  his  intended 
position  for  negotiation.  Some  of  the  machinery 
has  gone  wrong.  Fearful,  if  he  had  postponed 
your  visit,  you  should  imagine  that  he  was  only 
again  amusing  you,  and  consequently  listen  to  no 
future  overtures,  he  has  allowed  you  to  attend  a 
conference  for  which  he  is  not  prepared.  That  he 
is  making  desperate  eiertiona  to  bring  the  business 
to  a  point,  is  my  firm  opinion;  and  you  would  per- 
I  haps  agree  with  me,  were  you  as  convhiced  as  I  am, 
that  since  we.parted  kst  night  Our  host  has  been  to 
Reisenberg  and  bauk  again. 

"  To  Reisenberg,  and  back  again  [" 

"Ay!  I  rose  this  morning  at  an  early  hour,  and 
imagining  that  both  you  and  Beckendorff  had  not 
yet  made  your  appearance,  I  escaped  from  the 
grounds,  intending  to  explore  part  of  the  surreund- 
mg  country.  In  my  stroU  I  came  to  a  narrow  wind- 
ing road,  which  I  am  convinced  Hea  in  the  direc- 
tion towards  Reisenberg ;  there,  for  some  reason  or 
other,  I  loitered  more  than  an  hour,  and  very  proi- 
bahly  should  have  been  loo  late  foe  breakfast,  had 
I  not  been  recalled  to  myself  by  the  approach  of  a 
horseman.  It  waa  Beckendorff,  covered  with  dust 
and  mud.  His  horse  had  been  evidently  hard  rid- 
den. I  did  not  think  much  of  it  at  the  time,  be- 
cause I  supposed  be  might  have  been  out  for  three 
or  four  hours,  and  hard-worked,  but  I  nevertheless 
waa  struck  by  his  appearance;  and  when  you  men- 
tioned that  he  went  out  riding  at  a  kte  hour  last 
night,  it  immediately  occurred  to  me,  that  had  he 
come  borne  at  one  or  two  o'clock,  it  was  not  very 
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probable  that  he  would  have  gone  o 
or  five.     I  have  no  doubt  that  my  conjecrare  la  cor- 
rect— Beekendorff  has  been  at  Reiaenberg." 

"  Tou  have  placed  this  businesa  in  a  new  and 
Important  light,"  said  the  Prince,  his  expiring  hopes 
reviving  ;  "  what,  then,  do  jou  advise  me  to  do  ?" 

"To  be  quiet.  If  your  own  view  of  the  Case  be 
right,  JOU  can  act  as  well  to-morrow  or  the  nest 
day  as  this  moment;  on  the  contrary,  if  mine  be 
the  correct  one,  a  moment  may  enable  Beekendorff 
himself  to  bring  afTdrs  Co  a  crisis.  In  either  case,  I 
should  recommend  you  to  be  silent,  and  in  no  man- 
ner to  allude  any  more  to  the  object  of  your  visit. 
If  vou  apeak,  JOU  only  give  opportunities  to  Bcck- 
endorlf  of  ascertaining  your  opinions  und  your  in- 
chnations,  and  your  silence,  after  such  frequent 
attempts  on  your  side  to  promote  disenssion  upon 
business,  mil  soon  be  discovered  by  him  to  be  sys- 
tematic This  will  not  decrease  his  opinion  of  your 
aagacitv  and  firmness.  The  first  principle  of  ncgo- 
tialion  IS  to  make  your  adversary  reapect  you." 

Aiter  long  consultation,  the  Prince  determined 
to  follow  Vivian's  advice  ;  and  so  firmly  did  he  ad- 
here to  his  purpose,  that  when  he  met  Mr.  Beeken- 
dorff at  the  noon  meal,  he  asked  him,  with  a  very 
embarraaaed  voice  and  manner,  "  what  sport  he  had 
had  in  the  rooming!" 

The  noon  meal  again  consisted  of  a  single  dish, 
■s  exquisitely  dressed,  however,  as  the  preceding 
one.    It  was  a  splendid  haunch  of  venison. 


prised  when  Mr.  Beekendorff  asked  him  the  ma^i- 
tude  of  Mirao  In  Bodies  ;  and  the  Prince  confessing 
his  utter  ignorance  of  the  subject,  the  Minister 
threw  aside  his  unfinished  Planisphere,  and  drew 
his  chur  to  them  at  the  table.  It  was  with  great 
pleasure  that  his  Highnesa  perceived  a  bottle  of  his 
favorite  Tokay  ;  and  with  no  little  astonishment  he 
observed,  that  to-day,  there  were  three  wine-glasses 
placed  before  them.  They  were  of  peculiar  beauty, 
and  almost  worthy,  for  their  elegant  shapes  and 
great  antiquity,  of  being  included  in  the  collection 
of  the  Duke  of  Schloss-Johannisberger. 

"  Your  praise  of  my  cellar,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Beek- 
endorff, very  graciously,  "has  made  roe  turn  wine- 
drinker."  80  saying,  the  Minister  took  up  one  of 
the  rare  glasaea  and  held  it  to  the  light.  His  keen, 
glancing  eye,  detected  an  almost  inviaible  cloud  on 
the  side  of  the  delicate  glass,  and  jerking  it  across 
him,  he  flung  it  into  Uie  farthest  corner  of  the 
room — it  was  shivered  into  a  thousand  ]neces.  He 
took  up  the  second  glass,  examined  it  very  narrow- 
ly, and  then  sent  it,  with  equal  force,  after  its  com- 
panion. The  third  one  shared  the  same  fate.  He 
rose  and  rang  the  bell. 

"  Clara  I"  sdd  Mr.  Beekendorff,  in  his  usual  tone 
of  voice,  "aome  clean  glasses,  and  sweep  away  tliat 
litter  in  the  comer." 

"  He  is  road,  then !"  thought  the  Prince  of  Little 
Lilliput,  and  he  shot  a  glance  at  his  companion, 
which  Vivian  could  not  misunderstand. 


"This 
dorff;  "! 
your  dinner  at  sunaet." 

After  having  eaten  a  slice  of  the  haunch,  Mr. 
Beekendorff  rose  from  table,  and  said,  "  We  will 
have  our  wine  in  the  drawing-room,  Mr.  Von  Philip- 
Bon,  and  then  you  will  not  be  disturbed  with  roy 

He  left  the  room. 

To  the  drawing-room,  therefore,  his  two  gueata 
soon  adjourned.  They  found  him  busily  employed 
with  his  pencil.  The  Prince  thought  it  roust  be  a 
chart  or  a  fortification  at  least,  and  was  rather  aur- 


Aftcr  eihauating  their  bottle,  in  which  they  were 
asaisted  to  the  extent  of  one  glass  by  their  host, 
who  drank  Mr.  Von  Philipaotfa  health  with  cor- 
diality, thej  assented  to  Mr.  Beokendorff'a  proposi- 
tion of  visiting  his  &ui(ery. 

To  the  Prince's  great  relief,  dinner  time  soon  ar- 
rived; and  having  employed  a  couple  of  hours  on 
that  meal  very  aatisfactorily,  he  and  Vivian  ad- 
journed to  the  drawing-room,  having  previously 
pledged  their  honor  to  each  other,  that  nothing 
should  again  induce  them  again  to  play  dumbmy 
whist.  Their  resolutions  and  their  promises  were 
needless.    Mr.  Beekendorff,  who  was  sitting  oppo- 
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Bite  thp  fire  when  ttey  caroe  into  the  room,  neither 
by  word  nor  motion  acknowledged  that  he  was 
aware  of  their  entrance.  VLvian  found  refuge  in  a 
boois;  and  the  Prince,  after  having  examined  and 
re-examined  the  brilliant  birds  that  figured  on  the 
drawing-room  paper,  fell  asleep  upon  the  sofn. 
Mr.  Beckendorff  took  down  the  guitar,  and  accom- 
panied hitnaelf  in  a  low  voice  for  some  time;  then 
he  suddenly  ceaaed,  and  atretching  outhia  lege,  and 
supporting  his  thumbs  in  the  arm-holes  of  his  waist- 
coat, he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  remained  per- 
fectly motionless,  with  his  eyea  fixed  upon  the  pic- 
ture. Vivian,  in  turn  gazed  upon  this  singular 
being,  and  the  t^r  pictured  form  which  he  seemed 
to  idolize.  Was  he,  too,  unhappy?  Had  he,  too, 
been  bereft  in  the  hour  of  his  proud  and  perfect 
joy  ?  Hiid  he,  too,  lost  a  vjr^n  bride  ? — His  agony 
overcame  bim,  the  book  fell  from  his  hand,  and  he 
groaned  aloud  1  Mr.  Beckeiidorff  atarted,  and  the 
Prince  awoke.  Tivian,  confounded,  and  unable  to 
overpower  his  emotiona,  uttered  some  hasty  words, 
exphtnatory,  apologetical,  and  contradictory,  and 
retired.  In  his  walk  to  the  eummer-huuse,  &  man 
passed  him.  In  spite  of  a  great  cloak,  Vivian  re- 
cognized him  aa  their  messenger  and  guide ;  and 
bis  ample  mantle  did  not  conceal  bis  riding-boota, 
and  the  spurs  which  ghateued  in  the  moonlight. 

It  was  an  hour  past  midnight  when  the  door  of 
the  Bunimer-house  softly  opened,  and  Mr.  Becken- 
dorif  entered.  He  started  when  he  found  Vivian 
eUll  undressed,  and  pacing  up  and  down  the  little 
chamber.  The  young  man  made  an  effort,  when  he 
witnessed  an  intrader,  to  compose  a  counl^uaace 
whoae  agitation  could  not  be  concealed, 

re  you  up  again?"  aaidMr.  Beckendorff. 


"Are  y. 

"  Would  I  were  as  well  in  min^ 
have  not  yet  been  to  rest.    We 
our  feelinga  at  all  moments,  sir;  and  at  this,  espe- 
cially, I  felt  that  I  had  a  right  to  consider  myaelf 

"  I  most  exceedingly  regret  that  I  have  disturbed 
you,"  Bud  Mr.  Beckendorff,  in  a  very  kind  voice, 
and  in  a  manner  which  responded  to  the  sympathy 
of  his  tone,  "  I  thought  that  yon  had  been  long 
asleep.  There  is  a  star  which  I  cannot  exactly 
make  out.  I  fancy  it  must  be  a  comet,  and  so  I 
ran  to  the  observatory;  but  let  me  not  disturb 
you,"  and  Mr.  Beckendorff  was  retiring, 

"  You  do  not  disturb  me,  sir.  I  cannot  sleep ; — 
pray  ascend," 

"Oh,  no!  never  mind  the  star.  Butif  you  really 
have  no  inclination  to  sleep,  let  us  sit  down,  and 
have  a  little  conversation ;  or  perhaps  we  had  bet- 
ter take  a  stroll.  It  is  a  very  warm  night."  As  he 
spoke,  Mr,  Beckendorff  gently  put  hia  arm  within 
Vivian's  and  led  him  down  the  steps. 

"Are  jou  an  astronomer,  sir?"  asked  Becken- 
dortF. 

"I  can  tell  the  Great  Bear  from  the  Little  Dog; 
but  I  confess  that  I  look  upon  the  stars  rather  in  a. 
poetical  than  a  scientific  spirit." 

"Hum!  I  confess  I  do  not." 

"There  are  moments,"  continued  Vivian,  "when 
I  cannot  refrain  from  believing  that  these  myateci- 

tunes  than  modern  times  are  disposed  to  believe. 
I  feel  that  I  am  getting  lesa  sceptical,  perhaps  I 
shoald  Bay  more  credulous,  every  day ;  but  sorrow 
makes  us  superstitious." 

"I  discord  all  such  fantasies,"  said  Mr,  Becken- 


dorff; 


they  only  tend  to  enervate  our  mental 
energies,  and  paralyze  alt  human  eiertion.  It  is 
the  belief  in  these,  and  a  thousand  other  deceits  I 
could  mention,  which  teach  man  that  he  is  not  the 
master  of  his  own  mind,  but  the  ordiuned  victim, 
or  the  chance  sport  of  circumstances ;  that  makes 
millions  pass  through  life  unimpressive  as  shadows ; 
and  has  gained  for  this  eiistence  the  stigma  of  a 
vanity  which  it  does  not  deserve." 

"  I  wish  that  I  could  think  as  you  do,"  add  Vi- 
vian; "but  the  experience  of  my  life  forbids  me. 
Within  only  these  laat  two  years,  my  career  has,  in 
BO  many  instances,  indicated  that  I  am  not  the  ma^ 
ter  of  my  own  conduct,  that,  no  longer  able  to  re- 
sist the  conviction  which  is  hourly  impressed  on  me, 
1  recognize  in  every  contingency  the  preordination 
of  my  fate." 

"  A  delusion  of  the  brain !"  said  Beckendorff, 
very  quickly.  "Fate,  Destiny,  Chance,  particular 
and  special  Providence — idle  words  1  Dismiss  them 
all,  sir  t  A  man's  Fate  is  his  own  temper ;  and  ac- 
cording to  that  wilt  be  hia  opinion  as  to  the  parti- 
cular manner  in  which  the  course  of  events  is  re- 
gulated. A  consistent  man  believes  in  Destiny — a 
capricious  man  in  Chance." 

"But,  sir,  what  is  a  man's  temper?  It  may  be 
changed  every  hour.  I  started  in  life  with  very 
different  feelings  to  those  which  I  profess  atthis 
moment.  With  great  deference  to  you,  I  imagine 
that  you  mistake  the  effect  for  the  cause  ;  for  surely 
temper  is  not  the  ori^n,  but  the  result  of  those  cir- 
cumstances of  which  we  are  all  the  creatures." 

"  Sir,  I  deny  it.  Han  is  not  the  creature  of  cir- 
cumstances. Circumstances  are  the  creatures  of 
men.  We  are  free  agents,  and  man  is  more  pow- 
erful than  matter.  I  recognize  no  intervening  in- 
fluence between  that  of  the  established  course  of 
Nature  and  my  own  mind.  Truth  may  be  distorted 
— may  be  atified — be  suppressed.  The  invention  of 
cunniug  deceits  may,  and  in  some  instances  does, 
prevent  man  from  eserciang  his  own  powers.  They 
have  made  him  reapoo^bie  to  a  realm  of  shadows, 
and  a  suitor  ina  court  bf  shades.  He  is  ever  dreading 
authority  which  does  not  exist,  and  fearing  the  occur- 
rence of  penalties  which  there  are  none  to  enforce. 
But  the  mind  that  daree  to  eitricate  itaelf  from 
theae  vulgar  prejudices,  that  proves  its  loyalty  to 
its  Creator  by  devoting  all  its  adoration  to  His 
glory — such  a  spirit  as  this  becomes  a  maatcr-mind, 
and  that  master-mind  will  invariably  find  that  cir- 

"  Mr.  Beckraidorff,  youra  ia  a  very  bold  philoso- 
phy, of  which  1,  myself,  was  once  a  votary.  How 
aueeeseful  in  my  service,  you  may  judge  by  finding 
me  a  wanderer." 

"Sir I  your  pres«it  age  is  the  age  of  error; 
your  whole  system  is  founded  on  a  lallacy  ;  you  be- 
lieve that  man's  temper  can  change.  1  deny  it.  If 
you  have  ever  seriously  entertained  the  views  which 
I  profess;  if,  as  you  lead  me  to  suppose,  yftu  have 
dared  to  act  upon  them,  and  failed ;  sooner  or  later, 
whatever  may  be  your  present  conviction  and  your 
present  feelings,  you  will  recur  to  your  original 
wishes  and  your  original  pursuits.  With  a  mind 
experienced  and  matured,  you  nmy  hi  all  proba- 
bility be  successful;  and  then  I  suppose,  stretching 
your  legs  in  your  easy  chair  you  will  at  the  same 
moment  be  convinced  of  your  own  genius,  and  re- 
cognize your  own  Destiny!" 

"With  regard  to  myselft  Mr.  Beckendorff,  I  am 
convinced  of  the  erroueotisneas  of  your  views.    It 
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is  my  opinion,  tliat  no  one  who  hal  dared  to  think, 
can  look  upon  this  vorld  ia  any  other  than  a 
mournful  apirit.  Toung  aa  I  am,  nearly  two  years 
hare  elapsed  Binee,  diagugted  with  the  world  of 
politics,  I  retired  to  a  foreign  solitude.  At  length, 
with  passions  subdued,  and,  aa  I  fiatier  myself,  with 
a  mind  matured,  convinced  of  the  yanity  of  all 
human  a&irs,  I  felt  emboldened  once  more  partially 
to  mingle  with  my  ipeciea.  BLtter  as  my  lot  had 
been,  as  a  philosopher,  I  had  discovered  the  origin 
of  my  misery  in  my  own  uobridled  pas^ons;  and, 
tranquil  and  subdued,  I  now  trusted  to  pass  through 
life  as  certain  of  no  fresh  sorrows,  as  I  was  of  no 
fresh  joys.  And  yet,  sir,  I  am  at  this  moment  sink- 
ing under  the  infliction  of  unparalleled  misery — 
misery  wiiich  I  feel  I  have  a  right  to  believe  was 
undeserved.  But  why  eipatiate  to  a  stranger  on  | 
Borrow  which  must  be  secret!  I  deliver  myself  up 
to  my  remoraelesa  Fate." 

"  What  ia  Grief?"  said  Mr.  Beckendorff ;— '|if  it  be 
exhibited  by  the  feac  of  soma  contingency,  instead 
of  grieving,  a  man  should  esert  Ms  ener^es,  and 
prevent  its  occurrence.  If,  on  the  contrary,  it  bo 
caused  by  an  event,  that  which  has  been  occaaioned 
by  any  thing  human,  by  the  co-operation  of  human 
circumetanoea,  can  be,  and  invariably  ia,  removed 
by  the  same  means.  Grief  is  the  aeony  of  an 
instant:  the  indulgence  of  Grief,  the  blunder  of  a 
life.  Uii  in  the  world,  and  in  a  month's  time  you 
will  speak  to  me  very  ditferently.  A  young  man, 
you  meet  with  disappointment, — in  Epite  of  all  your 


oialted  notions  of  your  own  powers,  you  immediate- 
ij  sink  under  it.  If  youj  belief  of  jour  powers  were 
sincere,  you  should  have  proved  it  by  the  manner 
in  which  you  struggled  against  adver^Cy,  not  mere- 
ly by  the  mode  in  which  you  labored  for  adraoce- 
ment.  The  latter  is  but  a  very  inferior  merit.  If 
in  fact  you  wiah  to  succeed,  success,  I  repeat,  is  at 
your  command.  You  talk  to  me  of  your  expe- 
rience; and  do  you  think  that  my  sentiments  are 
the  crude  opinions  of  an  unpractised  man  ?  Sic  !  I 
am  not  fond  of  conversing  with  any  person;  and 
therefore,  far  from  being  inclined  to  maintain  an 
argument  in  a  spirit  of  inaincerity,  merely  for  the 
salie  of  a  victory  of  words.  Mark  what  I  say ;  it  is 
truth.  No  minister  ever  yet  fell,  but  from  his  own 
inefficiency.  If  his  downfall  be  occasioned,  as  it 
generally  ia,  by  the  intrigues  of  one  of  his  own 
creatures,  his  downfall  is  merited  for  having  been 
the  dupe  of  a  tool,  which,  in  all  probability  he 
should  never  have  employed.  If  he  fall  through 
the  open  attacks  of  his  political  opponents,  hia 
downfall  is  equally  deaerved,  for  having  occasioned 
by  hia  impolicy,  the  formation  of  a  party  ;  for  hav- 
ing allowed  it  to  be  formed;  of  for  not  having 
crushed  it  when  formed.  No  conjecture  can  poasi- 
biy  occur,  however  fearful,  however  tremendous  it 
may  appear,  from  which  a  man,  by  hia  own  energy, 

tling  of  his  cannon  can  dissipate  the  i 
waler-spout !" 


ABEKNETHYAN 


Abeiuigtht's  mind  disqualified  him  from  adopting 
that  affected  inCereat  which  distinguishes  many  of 
the  well-bred  physicians,  and  he  heartily  despised 
their  little  arts  to  acquire  popularity.  He  seemed 
to  feel  as  if  he  mentally  expressed  himself  thus  ; — 
. "  Here  I  am,  ready  to  give  my  advice  if  you  want 
it ;  but  you  must  take  it  aa  jou  find  it,  and  if  you 
don't  like  it,  egad  (hia  fevorite  word),  you  may  go 
about  your  business — I  don't  want  any  thing  to  do 
with  you  ;  hold  your  tongue  and  be  off."  In  some 
Buch  mood  as  this,  he  received  a  visit  from  a  lady 
one  day,  who  was  well  acquunted  with  his  invinci- 
ble repugnance  to  her  sei's  predominant  disposi- 
tion, and  who  therefore  forbore  speaking  but  sim- 
ply in  reply  to  his  laconic  queries.  The  consulta- 
tion was  conducted  during  three  visits  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner  : — First  day. — Lady  enters  and 
holds  out  her  flnger.  Abernethy ;  "  Cut  f '  Lady : 
"Bite."  A.;  "Dog?"  L. ;  "Parrot."  A.;  "Go 
home  and  poultice  it."  Second  day. — Finger  held 
out  again.  A.;  "Better!"  L. ;  "Worse."  A.: 
"  Go  home  and  poultice  it  again,"  Third  day.— 
Finger  held  out  as  before.  A.;  "Better!"  L. r 
"  Well."  A. :  "  You're  the  most  sensible  woman 
I  aver  met  with.    Good-by.    Get  oat." 

Another  lady,  having  scalded  her  arm,  called  at 
the  usual  hour  to  show  it  three  successive  days, 
when  similar  laconic  conversations  took  place. 
First  day. — Patient,  exposing  the  arm,  says — 
"Burnt."  A.;  "  I  see  it,"  and  having  prescribed 
a  lotion,  she  departs.  Second  day. — Patient  shows 
die  arm,  and  saya — "Better."    A.;  "I  know  it." 


Third  day. — .Igain  showing  the  arm.  Patient : 
"Well."  A. ;  "Any  fool  can  tell  that.  What  do 
you  come  again  for  ?     Get  away," 

A  very  talkative  lady,  who  had  wearied  the  tem- 
per of  Mr.  Abernethy,  which  was  at  all  times  im- 
patient of  gabble,  was  told  by  him,  the  first  time 
that  be  could  get  a  chance  of  speaking,  to  be  good 
enough  to  put  out  her  tongue.  "  Now,  pray, 
madam,"  said  he,  playfully,  "keep  it  out."  He 
rarely  met  with  his  match  except  upon  one  occa- 
sion, when  he  was  sent  for  by  an  inn-keeper,  who 
had  had  a  quarrel  with  hia  wife,  and  who  had  scored 
his  face  with  her  nails,  so  that  the  poor  man  was 
bleeding  and  much  disfigured.  Mr.  Abernethy 
considered  this  an  opportunity  not  to  be  lost  for 
admonishing  the  offender,  and  said,  "  Madam,  are 
you  not  ashamed  of  yourself  to  treat  jour  hus- 
band thus,  who  is  the  head  of  you  all — your  head, 
madam!"  "Well,  Doctor,"  fiercely  retorted  the 
virago,  "  and  may  I  not  scratch  my  own  head  ?" 

A  patient  consulted  Mr.  Abernethy  for  a  pain  in 
the  arm,  and  holding  it  up  in  the  ur,  said,  "  It  al- 
ways ^vca  me  pain  when  I  hold  it  up  so."  A. : 
"  Then  why  the  devil  do  you  hold  it  up  so  !" 

In  all  cases  of  obeaity  and  repletion,  Mr.  Aber- 
nethy was  especially  impatient,  and  indisposed  to 
prescribe.  A  portly  gentieman  from  the  country 
once  called  on  him  for  advice,  and  received  tlie  fol- 
lowing answer; — "You  nasty  beast,  jou  go  and 
fill  your  g — ,  and  then  yon  come  to  me  to  empty 
them." 

A  young  lady  was  brought  one  morning  by  ber 
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mammii,  complaining  of  ditSoulty  of  breath[ng 
when  taking  e'xerciBe,  and  after  her  meals.  Fer- 
oetviiig  her  to  be  very  tightly  laced  round  the 
yniat,  Mr.  Abcrnetby  seized  a  pair  of  scissors,  and, 
without  saying  a  word,  ripped  up  (he  stays  from 
top  to  bottom,  and  then  de^red  ber  to  walk  about 
for  ten  minutea.  The  injunction  being  complied 
with  accordingly,  he  demanded  how  she  felt. 
"Better,"  naa  the  reply.  The  mandate  was  re- 
peated, and  the  walk  being  finished,  he  asked, 
"How  now?"  "Quite  well,"  was  the  answer. 
Abernetby;  "That  will  do.  Take  her  away,  and 
don't  let  her  wear  tight  stays."  In  such  a  case  a 
common  physician  would  probably  prescribe  to 
oblige  the  apothecary,  and  to  please  the  patient. 
The  eccentric  professor  went  directly  to  the  cause 
at  once,  and  remoied  it,  without  caring  who  was 
pleased  or  who  not  bo,  having  no  fliniater  object  in 
Tiew. '  Another  young  lady  was  one  summer  room- 
ing brought  to  him  by  her  mother,  in  consequence 
of  the  former  having  swallowed  _a  Spider.  Mr. 
Abernethy  deiterously  caught  a  blue-bottla  fly  as 
it  Sew  by  him,  and  tM  the  patient  to  put  it  into 
her  mouth,  and  if  she  spit  it  out  in  a  few  minutes, 
the  spider  would  come  out  with  it. 

A  lawyer  having  called  to  show  the  slate  of  his 
leg,  proceeded  to  remove  the  bandages,  which  Mr. 
Abernethj  endeavored  to  prevent,  every  now  and 
then  repeating,  "  No,  no,  that  will  do  ;  shut  it  up— ' 
shut  it  up."  Accordingly,  the  lawyer  yielded  at 
length,  but  determined  on  revenge.  Mr.  Aberne- 
thj having  amply  prescribed  for  the  stomach,  with- 
out regard  to  the  leg,  the  patient  tendered  a  shil- 
ling, and  prepared  to  depart,  when  the  former. 


aissingthe  eipected  sovereign,  observed  that  there 
nust  be  some  mistake.  "  No,  no,"  s^d  the  lawyer, 
idvancing  to  the  door,  "that  will  do — that  will  do; 
shut  it  up — shut  it  up." 

Thb  Scelimb  and  the  EiDictTLOCS. — "  Now," 
(said  Mr.  Abernethy,  in  a  lecture  upon  the  muscles 
of  the  scalp,)  "  I  will  tell  you  a  perfectly  ridiculous 
story  about  this,  with  a  view  to  impress  this  pact  of 
the  subject  on  your  minds.  It  happened  in  the 
early  part  of  my  time,  to  become  quite  the  lashion 
to  put  half  a  pound  of  grease,  and  another  half- 
pound  of  fiour,  on  a  man's  head — what  they  called 
hoir-dresdng  ;  it  was  the  fashion,  too,  to  bind  this 
round  with  a  piece  of  tape  or  riband,  and  make  a 
tail  of  it,  and  it  was  the  mode  to  wear  those  tails 
very  thick  and  rather  short.  Now,  a  gentleman 
who  possessed  great  power  in  the  motion  of  Ms 
from  occipilalU,  used  to  go  to  the  boKes  of  the 
theatre  when  Mrs.  Siddona  Grst  appeared,  and  I  don't 
believe  there  ever  will  be  such  an  actress  again  as 
she  was,  nor  do  I  believe  there  ever  was  her  equal 
before  her.  However,  when  people  were  affected 
beyond  all  description,  and  when  they  were  all 
drowned  in  tears  at  her  performance,  this  chap 
wagged  his  tail  enormously,  and  all  the  people  burst 
out  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  In  vun  did  they  cry, 
'  Turn  him  out !"  in  vain  did  they  cry,  '  Throw  him 
over !'  When  he  had  produced  this  effect  upon  the 
audience,  then  he  kept  his  tail  quiet ;  but  again,  no 
sooner  was  their  attention  engaged,  than  wag  went 
his  tail,  and  again  were  the  burala  of  laughter  re- 
echoed," 
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Tae  Silver  Spook.— Amongst  Mathews's  pratdis 
of  yOBuger  days,  that  is  to  say,  when  he  first  came 
from  York  to  the  Haymarket  theatre,  he  was  in- 
vited, with  F and  some  other  perfonners,  to 

dine  with  Mr.  A ,  now  an  eminent  silversmith, 

but  who,  at  that  period,  followed  the  business  of  a 

pawnbroker.    It  so  happened  that  A was  called 

out  of  the  parlor,  at  the  back  of  the  shop,  during 
dinner.  Mathews,  with  wonderful  celerity,  altering 
bis  hair,  countenance,  hat,  etc.,  took  a  large  gravy- 
Bpoau  off  the  dinner-table,  ran  instantly  into  the 
street,  entered  one  of  the  httle  dark  doors  leading 
to  the  pawnbroker's  counter,  and  actually  pledged 

to  the  unconscious  A his  own  gravy-spoon. 

Hatbews  contrived  with  equal  rapidity  to  return 
and  seat  himself,  (having  left  the  street  door  open,) 

before  A re-appeared  at  the  dinner-table.    As 

a  matter  of  course,  the  spoon  was  made  the  subject 
of  a  wager.  An  eelaireiasement  took  place  before 
the  party  broke  up,  to  the  inlinite  astonishment  of 
A . 

The  Fiest  Dead-Head. — "Who  was  the  first  man 
recorded  in  history  who  didn't  pay?"  said  Mathews, 
as  he  was  handing  a  theatrical  order  to  a  friend, 
"Why,  really,  I  never  gave  it  a  thought,"  replied 
the  ftiend.  "Why,  Joseph,  of  course,"  said  Ma- 
thews; "did  not  hia  brothers  put  him  in  the  pit 
for  nothing  ?" 


brought  a  bottle  of  choice  brandy  into  the  green 
room,  with  bis  name  and  direction  written  on  the 
back  of  the  seven  of  clubs,  attached  to  the  neck  of 
the  bottle.  Mathews,  observing  the  bottle  on  the 
table,  sdd,  "Are  you  not  afraid  of  losing  that 
brandy  f"  "How  90?"  "Why,  some  one  might 
come  into  the  room  with  the  eighi  of  clubs,  and 

Lots  or  Bebries. — Our  comedian  was  served  by 
a  green-grocer,  named  Berry,  and  generally  settled 
his  bill  once  a  quarter.  At  one  time  the  account 
was  sent  in  before  it  was  due,  and  Mathews,  labor- 
ing under  an  idea  that  his  credit  was  doubted,  said, 
"Here's  a  pretty  iittdl,  Btrrt/.  You  have  sent  in 
your  bill.  Berry,  before  it  is  da^,  Bern/.  Your 
bther,  the  elder  Berry,  would  not  have  been  such  a 
gooie.  Berry  ;  but  you  need  not  look  so  blaet.  Berry, 
for  I  don't  care  a  siravi,  Berry,  and  shan't  pay  you 
(ill  ChriitiTUM,  Berry," 

The  Builder  of  his  own  Fortune. — Charles 
Mathews,  Jr.,  was  brought  up  as  an  architect. 
The  father  was  once  asked  by  a  friend,  what  pro- 
fession the  young  man  was  to  be.  "Why,"  said 
''-  -  comedian,  "  he  is  to  Jrow  Aouui,  aa  hia  father 


Queer  CourosT. — Mathews  used  to  tell,  with 
great  zest,  a  remark  made  to  liim  by  a  Warwick 
goaler,  while  exhibiting  the  spctnahties  of  the  pris- 
on.   When  he  came  to  "the  place  of  eiecutjon," 
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Malhewa  remarked  that,  considering  the  extent  of 
the  oountrji  and  the  number  of  esecutioiiB  which 

might  lake  pkce,  the  drop  

small;  "I  don't  know,"  sa 
His  'ould  be  crowded,  but 
comfortable !" 


i.  hira  aa  being  very 
i  'ould  hang  vcij 


A  Spanish  AxBisaiDOR. — Mathewa  once  perso- 
nated a  Spanish  Ambassador;  a  frolic  enacted  by 
him  at  an  inn  it  Dartford.  An  account  of  the 
freak  was  written  by  the  late  Mr.  Hill,  who  took 
VBit  in  the  joke,  acting  aa  Mathews's  interpreter. 
He  called  it  hia  "  Recollections  of  his  Eicellency, 
the  Spanish  Ambassador's  visit  to  Captain  Selby,  on 
bowd  the  Prince  Regent,  one  of  his  Majesty's  frig- 
ates stationed  at  the  Nore,  by  the  Interpreter." 

The  party  hired  a  private  coach,  of  large  capa- 
city, and  estremeij  showy,  to  convey  them  to 
GraTesend,  as  the  tvite  of  slathews,  who  personated 
aa  ambaaaador  from  Madrid  to  the  Englibh  Got 
emment;  and  fonr  smart  lada,  who  were  intrusted 
with  the  secret  by  the  payment  of  a  liberal  fee 
The  drivers  proved  faithful  to  thtir  promise 
When  they  arrived  at  the  posting-house  at  Dart- 
ford,  One  of  the  drivers  dismounted,  and  commiini 
called  to  the  inn-fceeper  the  character  of  (he  noble 
man  (Mr.  Mathews)  inside  the  coach,  and  that  hia 
mission  to  London  had  been  attended  with  the  hap- 
t  result.     The  report  spread  through  Dartford 


like  wiidlire,  and  in  about  tc 


carnage 


(having  by  previous  arrangement  been  detained) 
was  surrounded  by  at  least  two  hundred  people,  all 
with  cheers  and  gratulations,  anilous  to  gdn  a  view 
of  the  important  personage,  who,  decked  out  with 
nearly  twenty  different  stage  jewels,  repreaeoting 
sham  orders,  bowed  with  obsequious  dignity  to  the 
assembled  multitude.  It  was  settled  that  the  party 
should  dine  and  sleep  at  the  Falcon  Tavern,  Graves- 
end,  where  a  sumptuous  dinner  was  provided  for 
his  eicellency  and  luUe.  Previously,  however,  to 
dinner-time,  and  Ui  heighten  the  joke,  they  prome- 
naded the  town  and  its  environs,  followed  by  a  lai^e 
asBembtage  of  men,  women,  and  children,  at  a  re- 
spectful distance,  all  of  whom  preserved  the  greal> 
est  decorum.  The  interpreter  (Mr.  Hill)  seemed  to 
communicate  and  explain  to  the  amba^ador  what- 
ever was  of  interest  in  their  perambulation.  On 
their  return  to  the  inn,  the  crowd  gradually  dis- 
persed. The  dinner  was  served  in  a  sumptuous 
style,  and  two  or  three  additional  waiters,  dressed 
in  their  hohday  clothes,  wore  hired  for  the  occa- 

The  ambassador,  by  medium  of  bis  interpreter, 
asked  for  two  soupa,  and  a  portion  of  four  different 
dishes  of  fish,  with  oil,  vinegar,  mustard,  pepper, 
salt,  and  sugar,  in  the  same  plate,  which,  apparently 
to  the  eijes  of  the  waiters,  and  to  their  utter  as- 
tonishment and  surprise,  he  eagerly  devoured.  The 
waiters  had  been  cautioned  by  one  of  the  iuite  not 
to  notice  the  manner  in  which  his  Eicellenev  ate  hia 
dinner,  lest  it  should  offend  him  ;  and  their  o'ccaaon- 
al  absence  from  the  room  gave  Mathews  or  his  com- 
panion an  opportunity  of  depositing  the  incongruous 
medley  in  the  aahes  under  the  grate— a  large  fire 
having  been  provided.  The  ambassador  conrinued 
to  mingle  the  remaining  viands,  during  dinner,  in  a 
similar  heterogeneous  way.  The  chamber  in  which 
his  Eicellency  slept  was  brilliantly  illuminated  with 
wai  candles,  and  in  one  corner  of  the  room  a  table 
was  fitted  up,  under  the  direction  of  one  of  the 
party,  to  represent  an  oratory,  with  such  appro- 


priate apparatus  as  could  best  be  procured.  A  pri- 
vate sailing-barge  was  moored  at  the  stairs  by  the 
Fountain  early  the  next  morning,  to  convey  the 
ambassador  and  his  attendants  to  the  Prince  Regent, 
at  the  Nore.  The  people  again  assembled  in  vast 
multitudes  to  witness  the  embarkation.  Carpets 
were  placed  on  the  stairs  at  the  water's  edge,  for 
the  state  and  comfort  of  his  Eicellency,  who,  the 
instant  he  entered  the  barge,  turned  around  and 
bade  a  grateful  farewell  to  the  multitude,  at  the 
same  time  phicing  his  hand  upon  bis  bosom,  and 
taking  off  hia  huge  cocked  hat.  The  captain  of  the 
barge,  a  supremely  illiterate,  good-humored  cock- 
ney, was  introduced  most  ceremoniously  to  the 
ambassador,  and  purposely  placed  on  his  right 
hand.  It  is  impossible  te  describe  the  variety  of  ab- 
surd and  eitravagant  stratagems  practised  on  the 
creduhty  of  the  captain  by  Mathews,  and  with  con- 
summate success,  until  the  barge  arrived  in  sight  of 
the  King's  frigate,  which,  by  a  previous  under- 
standi^,  recognized  the  ambaaaador  by  signals. 
The  ofHcera  were  aU  dressed  in  full  uniform,  and 
prepared  to  receive  him.  When  on  board,  the 
whole  party  threw  off  their  disguises,  and  were  en- 
tertained by  Captain  Selhy  with  a  splendid  dinner, 
to  which  the  heutenants  of  the  ship  were  invited. 
After  the  banquet,  Mathews,  in  bis  0i*n  character, 
kept  the  company  in  a  high  state  of  merriment  by 
his  incomparable  mimic  powers  for  more  than  ten 
hours,  incorporating  with  admirable  effect  the  en- 
tire narrative  of  the  journey  to  Gravesend,  and  his 
"acts  and  deeds"  at  the  Falcon.  Towards  the 
close  of  the  feast,  and  about  half  an  hour  before 
the  party  took  their  departure,  in  order  to  give  the 
commander  and  his  oliicers  a  "  touch  of  his  quail- 
tv,"  Mathews  assumed  his  ambassadorial  atlire,  and 
the  captain  of  the  barge,  still  in  ignorance  of  the 
joke,  was  introduced  Into  the  cabin,  between  whom 
and  his  Eicellency  an  indescribable  scene  of  rich 
burlesque  was  enacted,  the  party  left  the  ship  for 
Gravesend  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning — Ma- 
thewa,  in  his  "  habit  as  he  hved,"  with  the  addition 
of  a  pair  of  spectacles,  which  he  had  a  peculiar 
way  of  wearing  to  conceal  his  identity,  even  from 
the  most  acute  observer.  Mathews  again  resumed 
his  station  by  the  side  of  the  captain,  as  a  person 
who  had  left  the  frigate  for  a  temporary  purpose. 
The  simple  captain  recounted  to  Mathews  all  that 
the  Spanish  ambassador  had  enacted,  both  in  hia 
transit  from  Gravesend  to  the  Nore,  and  whilst  be 
(the  captain)was  permitted  to  join  the  festive  board 
in  the  cabin,  with  an^lar  fidelity,  and  to  the  great 
amusement  of  the  ori^nal  party,  who,  during  the 
whole  of  this  ambassadorial  eicursion,  never  lost 
their  gravity,  except  when  they  were  left  to  them- 
selves. They  landed  at  Gravesend,  and  from 
thence  departed  to  London,  luiuriating  upon  the 


John  P.  Kemdlb  and  nia  Cat. — Mr,  Mathews 
and  Mr.  Kemble  had  lieen  dining  together  at  Mr. 
Charlea  Kemble's  house.  Mr.  John  Kemble  had 
taken  much  wine,  and  when  the  party  broke  up, 
Mr.  Mathews  determined  to  accompany  the  tra- 
gedian to  his  own  door.  Giving  him  his  arm, 
therefore,  they  proceeded  slowly  to  Mr.  Kemble's 
bouse  in  Great  Russell  street,  Bloomsbury.  'The 
tragedian  was  full  of  talk,  and  '  very  happy,'  aa  it  ia 
called;  and  although  the  hour  was  late,  his  pressing 
invitation  to  his  friend  to  enter  the  house  with  him 
mduced  the  comedian  to  obey.    It  was  evident  that 
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the  man  who  opened  the  door  was  the  otilj'  person 
who  was  up  in  the  estabUshment.  Mr.  Eeinble 
went  into  his  library,  accompanied  by  Mr,  Mathewa, 
and  deeired  the  attendant  to  bring  a  tray,  at  the 
same  time  with  great  formality  introducing  him  to 
the  notice  of  his  guest  as  the  '  gentleman  who  did 
Mm  the  honor  t«  take  Care  of  his  wine,'  etc  It  was 
in  Tun  that  Mr.  Mathews  protested  against  further 
hospitality,  Mr.  Kemble  was  too  much  excited  to 
have  bis  spirits  easily  laid;  and,  anrrounded  as  he 
was  with  books,  he  began  a  disquisition  upon  their 
authors,  above  all,  his  'beloiied  Skakspere,'  on 
whom  he  discoursed  most  eloquently,  after  taking  a 
volume  from  the  shelf,  and  devoutly  kissing  the 
binding.  At  length,  the  traj  was  brought  in  with 
wine,  wine  and  water,  etc.,  and  with  it  entered  an 
enormous  cat,  decorated  with  a  red  coUaF  and  a 
beU. 

The  appearance  of  his  favorite  cat  called  forth 
its  master's  most  affectionate  notice,  and  many  re- 
lations of  its  extraordinary  power  of  understanding, 
its  devoted  attachment  to  its  master's  person,  etc., 
were  detailed  to  Mr.  Mathews.  Mtatapha,  Mr. 
Eemble  declared,  had  much  of  hnman  feeimg  of  the 
best  kind  in  his  composition ;  he  described  how  he 
watched  hia  return  home,  mourned  his  absence,  etc., 
and  grew  maudlin  in  his  praise.  The  animal  seemed 
happy  in  its  master's  presence,  and  looked  up  in  his 
face,  as  it  composedly  lay  down  before  him.  Mr. 
Mathews  mewed;  Mr.  Kemhle,  turning  round  at 
this  sound,  which  he  believed  to  proceed  from  the 
cat,  observed,  'There,  my  dear  Mathews,  do  you 
hear  that  ?  Now  that  creature  knows  all  I  say  of 
him,  and  is  replying  to  it.'  This  amused  the  come- 
dian, and  he  repeated  the  eiperiment  in  all  the  va- 
rieties of  feline  intonation,  mewing,  purring,  etc. 
Mr.  Kemble  at  last  said  to  him,  in  his  slow  and 
measured  tones,  'Now,  you  don't  know  what  he 
means  b;  Ihat,  but  I  do.  Mus  I  Mus '.  (on  every  re- 
iteration of  this  alTectionate  diminutive  raising  his 
voice  to  its  most  tragic  eipresaion  of  tenderness) — 
■iimph !  My  dear  sir,  that  creature  tnoins  that  it  is 
beyond  my  usual  time  of  sitting  up,  and  he's  uneasy ! 
Musi  Mual' — but  Mob  was  sleepy  and  inattentive, 
^d  his  master  reaumed  his  criticisms  upon  the  dif- 
ferent readings  of  Sbakspere ;  (ilked  also  of  Lope 
de  Vega,  and  was  agtun  interrupted  by  a  tnete,  as 
he  believed,  from  the  dissatisfied  Mus.  'What,' 
ashed  his  fond  master,  looking  donrn  upon  him, 
'what  is  it  jou  desire,  my  good  friend!'  (Mus, 
alias  Mathewa,  mewed  once  more,  in  a  more  suppU- 
cating  and  more  touching  tone.)  'Well,  well!  I 
understand  you;  you  want  to  go  to  bed.  Well,  I 
suppose  I  must  indulge  you,' 
'  Here  Mr.  Kemble  deliberately  arose,  put  down 
his  book  upon  the  table,  with  its  face  open  at  the 
page  to  which  he  referred,  took  a  measured  pinch 
of  snuff,  and  tottered  to  the  door,  which  he  with 
difficulty  opened.  He  then  awaited  Huetapha's 
eiit ;  but  Mustapha,  having  no  voice  in  the  affair, 
preferred  remaining  where  he  was ;  and  his  master 
kindly  reproached  him  with  being  a '  lUlU  capriciota 
in  first  asking  to  ga,  and  then  preferring  to  stay.' 
With  asmile  and  look  at  Mr,  Mathews  of  the  gentlest 
indulgence  towards  his  favorite's  humor,  he  tottered 
back  again  to  his  chair,  resumed  his  declamatory 
observations  upon  the  relative  powers  of  dramatic 
writers  and  their  esaential  requisites,  dll  the  trou- 
blesome Mustapha  again  renewed  his  mewing  solici- 
tations. Mr.  Kemble  once  more  stopped,  and  look- 
ing agam  at  the  imaginary  cause  of  hJB  interruptioo, 


with  philosophic  patience,  aaked :  '  Well,  Mua,  what 
would  you  have?'  Then,  ailer  another  pause,  turn- 
ing to  his  gueat,  said;  'Now,  my  dear  Mathews, 
you  are  fond  of  animals,  and  ought  to  kn<fw  this 
one;  he's  a  perfect  character  for  you  to  study. 
Now,  sir,  that  cat  knows  that  I  shall  be  ill  to-mor- 
row, and  he's  uneasy  at  my  sitting  up.'  Then,  be- 
nevolently looking  at  the  cat,  he  added  ;  '  Umph  1 
my  dear  Mus,  I  must  beg  your  indulgence,  my  good 
friend;  I  really  cannot  go  to  bed  yet,'  Mus  whined 
his  reply,  and  his  master  declared  that  the  cat  aaked 
to  be  allowed  to  go  away. 

On  the  door  being  a  aecond  time  opened,  after 
^milar  exertion  on  Mr.  Kcmble's  part  to  effect  this 
courtesy,  and  several  grave  chirpings  in  order  to 
entice  Mus  from  the  fire-place,  the  animal  at  length 
left  the  room.  Mr.  Kemble  then  returned,  as  be- 
fore, to  his  seat,  drank  another  glass  of  wine  and 
water,  and  just  as  he  was  comfortably  established, 
the  incorrigible  Mus  was  heard  in  the  passage  again, 
in  loud  lament  and  importunate  demand  for  re-ad- 
mittance. 'Umph!'saidMr.  Kemble,  with  another 
pinch  of  snuff,  'now  that  animal  is  not  happy,  after 
all,  sir,  avray  &om  me.'  (Mus  was  louder  than  ever 
at  this  moment.)  'Why,  what  ails  the  creature? 
Surely  there  is  more  in  this  than  we  dream  of,  Ma- 
thews, You,  who  have  studied  such  beings,  ought 
to  be  able  to  explain.'  Poor  Mus  made  another 
pathetic  appeal  for  rc^admission,  and  his  master's 
heart  was  not  made  of  flint.  Mr,  Kemble  apolo- 
gized to  his  guest  for  these  repeated  interruptions, 
and  managed  once  more  to  make  his  way  to  the 
door.  After  opening  it,  and  waiting  a  minute  (br 
the  re-entrance  of  his  lavorite,  but  not  seeing  it,  he 
smiled  at  the  comedian  with  the  same  indulgent 
expression  as  before,  and  remarked : — '  Now,  would 
you  believe  it,  Mathews,  that  exlraorditiar^  animal 
was  affronted  at  not  being  let  in  again  on  his  first 
appeal !  and  now  it  is  his  humor  not  to  come  at  all ! 
Mia  I  Mutlaplta  !  Mia  P  But  as  no  Hus  appeared, 
the  door  was  closed  with  the  same  deliberation,  and 
Mr.  Kemble  once  more  contrived  to  regain  his 
chair,  and  recommenced,  quite  unobservant  of  the 
almost  hysterical  Bt  of  laughter  to  which  the  come- 
dian was  by  this  time  reduced,  at  the  imposition 
he  had  so  successfully,  though  in  ttia  first  place  so 
unintentionally,  practised  upon  the  credulity  of  his 
grave  and  unsuspecting  friend.  But  It  did  not  end 
here ;  for  Mr.  Mathews  reiterated  his  imitationa, 
and  Mr.  Kemble  again  remarked  upon  hia  favorite's 
peculiarities  of  temper,  etc.,  again  went  to  the  door 
— agam  returned,  till  even  'Mr.  Midnight'  (as  some 
intimate  friends  christened  Mr.  Mathewa,  fi-om  his 
love  of  late  hours)  felt  it  time  to  retire,  and  leave 
Mr.  Kemble,  which  he  did  as  he  saw  him  fall  asleep, 
in  the  act  of  representing  his  idea  of  the  sick  king 
in  '  Henry  IV.,'  with  his  pocket  handkerchief  spread 
over  his  head  as  a  substitute  for  the  characteristic 
drapery  of  the  dying  monarch. 

His  Last  Juke. — Mathews's  attendant,  in  his  last 
illness,  intended  to  give  the  patient  some  medicine, 
but,  a  few  moments  after,  it  was  discovered  that 
the  medicine  was  nothing  but  ink,  which  had  been 
taken  from  the  phial  by  mistake,  and  his  friend  ex- 
claimed, "Good  Heavens!  Mathews,!  have  given 
you  ink."  "Never — never  mind,  my  boy— never 
mind,"  sud  Mathews,  &intly-^"  I II  siiallatij  a  bit  of 
MottiTtg-paper."    This  was  the  last  joke  Mathews 
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Jews. — Coleridgo  relates r  "I  hare  had  a  good 
deal  to  do  with  Jews  in  the  course  of  my  life,  al- 
though I  never  borrowed  any  money  of  them.    The 
other  day,  I  wes  what  you  may  call  fioored  by 
Jew.     He  pasaed  me  several  times,  crying  for  ol 
clothea  in  the  most  nasa!  and  extraordinary  tone 
ever  heard.     At  last,  I  was  so  provoked,  that  I  said 
to  him;  'Pray,  why  can't  jou  say  "old  clothes"  ' 
a  plain  way,  as  I  do  now!'     The  Jew  stopped,  ao 
looking  very  gravely  at  me,  said,  in  a  clear  a^ 
even  fine  accent,  'Sr,  I  can  say  "old  clothes" 
well  as  you  eun ;  but  if  yon  had  to  say  so  ten  times 
t,  minute,  for  an  hour  together,  you  wonld  say  ogh 
do  as  I  do  now  ;'  and  bo  he  marched  off.    I  was  sc 
confounded  with  the  justice  of  hia  retort,  that  I  fol- 
lowed and  gave  him  a  shilling,  the  only  one  I  had. 

"  Once,  I  aat  in  a  coach  opposite  a  Jew  ;  a  sym. 
bol  of  old  elothea-bags ;  an  laaiah  of  Hoiywell- 
Street.  He  would  close  the  window ;  I  opened  it. 
He  elosed  it  again  ;  upon  which,  in  a  very  solemn 
tone,  I  sua  lo  him :  '  Son  of  Abraham !  thou  smell- 
est;  sonoflsaaol  thonart  ofifeogive;  sonofJacobl 
thou  Btinkeet  foully.  See  the  man  in  the  moon  I  he 
is  holding  his  nose  at  that  distance :  dost  thou  think 
that  I,  Bitting  here,  can  endure  it  any  longer?'  My 
Jew  was  astounded,  opened  the  window  forthwith 
himself,  and  said,  'he  was  sorry  he  did  not  know 
before  1  was  so  great  a  gentleman.'" 

School  DisciPLraR.— In  Coleridge's  time,  t 
cipline  at  Chriat's  Hospital  was  ultra-Sparti 
domestic  ties  were  to  be  put  aside.  "  Boy !"  Cole- 
ridge remembered  Bona  saying  to  him  once,  when 
ho  was  crying,  the  first  day  after  hia  return  from 
the  hohdays,  "Boy!  the  school  ia  yonr  father! 
Boyl  the  schoolisyourmotherl  Boy!  the  achooi 
ia  your  brotherl  the  school  is  your  sisiAr!  the 
school  ia  your  first  cousin,  and  your  second  cousin 
and  all  the  rest  of  your  relations !  Let's  have  no 
more  crying." 

TsKLWiLi,  AND  CoLEKiDQE  wcre  sitdng  oDcc  in  a 
beautiful  recess  in  the  Quantoek  hilla,  when  the  lat- 
ter add,  "  Citizen  John,  this  is  a  fine  place  to  talk 
treason  in!"  "Nay,  citizen  Samuel,"  replied  he; 
"it  is  rather  a  place  to  make  a  man  foi^et  that 
there  la  any  necessity  for  treason  I" 

Stammering  is  sometimes  the  cause  of  a  pun. 
Some  one  waa  mentioning  in  Lamb's  presence  the 
eold-heartedness  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  in  re- 
straining the  Duchess  in  rushing  up  to  the  embrace 
of  her  son,  whom  she  had  not  seen  for  a  considera- 
ble Ome,  and  in^ting  on  her  receiving  him  in  slate. 
"How  horribly  cold  it  waa,"  said  the  narrator. 
"  Tea,"  said  Lamb,  in  his  stuttering  way,  "  but  you 


know  hi 


a  the  Duke  of  Cu-eum-ber-land." 


Thk  Poets  in  a  Puzzle.— Cottle,  in  his  fife  of 
Coleridge,  relates  the  following  amasing  incident ; — 
'_'  I  led  my  horse  to  the  stable,  where  a  sad  perplex- 
ity arose.  I  removed  the  harness  without  difficulty  ; 
but,  after  many  strenuoua  attempts,  I  could  not  re- 
move the  collar.  In  despur  I  called  for  assistance, 
when  Mr.  Wordsworth  brought  his  ingenuity  into 
eiercise;  but,  after  several  unsuccessful  efforts,  he 
relinquished  the  achievement  aa  a  thing  altogether 
impracticable.  Mr.  Coleridge  now  tried  his  hand, 
but  showed  no  more  skill  than  his  predecessor ;  for, 
after  twisting  the  poor  horse's  neck  almost  to  stran- 
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guiation,  and  the  great  danger  of  hia  eyes,  he  gave 
up  the  useleas  task,  pronouncing  that  the  horse's 
head  must  have  grown  since  the  collar  was  put  on ; 
'  for,'  he  said,  '  it  was  a  downright  Impossibility  for 
such  a  huge  o«/ro»(ia  to  pass  through  so  narrow  an 
aperture.'  Just  at  this  instant,  a  servant-girl  came 
near,  and  understanding  the  cause  of  our  conster- 
nation, ^Ha!  masters,'  said  she,  *  yon  don't  go 
about  the  work  in  the  right  way.  Tou  should  do 
like  this,'  when,  turning  the  collar  upside  down,  she 
slipped  it  otfin  a  moment,  to  our  great  humiliation 
and  wonderment,  each  satisfied  afresh  that  there 
were  heights  of  knowledge  in  the  world  to  which 
we  had  not  yet  attained." 

Falbb  Estimate.— Kean  once  played  Tou«g  Nor- 
vol  to  Mrs.  Siddons's  Lady  Randolph:  after  tlie 
play,  as  Kean  used  to  relate,  Mrs,  Siddons  came  to 
him,  and  patting  him  on  the  head,  said,  "  Tou  have 
phtyed  very  well,  air,  very  well.  It's  a  pity, — but 
there's  too  little  of  you  to  do  any  thing."  Coleridge 
said  of  this  "little"  actor; — "Kean  ia  original;  but 
he  copies  from  himself.  His  rapid  descents  from 
the  hyper-tragic  to  the  infra-colloquial,  though 
sometimes  productive  of  great  effect,  are  often  un- 
reasonable. To  see  him  act,  ia  like  reading  Shak- 
spere  by  flashes  of  lightning.  I  do  not  think  him 
thorough-brod  gentleman  enough  to  play  Olheiio." 
CoLEKiiWE  "Done  Up." — "It  is  not  easy  to  put 
Interrupt  the  feeling  of 
noise  or  circumstance ; 
yet  once  I  was  thoroughly  done  tip,  as  you  would 
say.  I  was  reciting,  at  a  particular  house,  the 
■  Remorse ;'  and  was  in  the  midst  of  Aihadra'i 
description  of  the  death  of  hor  husband,  when  a 
scrubby  boy,  with  a  shining  face  set  in  dirt,  burst 
open  the  door  and  cried  out — '  Please,  ma'am, 
master  says,  Will  jou  ha',  or  will  jou  not  ha',  the 
pin-round  V  " 

Ear  and  Taste  fob  Mcsic. — "An  ear  for  mu^o 

is  a  very  different  thing  from  a  taste  for  muaio.     I 

have  no  ear  whatever;  I  could  not  sing  an  air  to 

my  life  ;  but  I  have  the  intonsest  delight   in 

!,  and  can  detect  good  from  bad.     Naldi,  a 

fellow,  remarked  to  me  once  at  a  concert,  that 

not  seem  much  interested  with  a  piece  of  Ro8- 

which  had  just  been  performed.     I  said  it 

sounded  to  mo  hke  nonsense  verses.     But  I  could 

rcely  contaaa  myself  when  a,  thing  of  Beethoven's 

followed." 

Shakspkbe. — It  is  Shakspere's  pecuh'ar  excellence 
that,  throughout  the  whole  of  his  splendid  picture- 
gallery,  (the  reader  wiil  eicuse  the  confessed  inade- 
quacy of  this  metaphor,)  we  find  individuality  every 
portrait  nowhere.  In  all  his  various 
characters  we  still  feel  ourselves  conimnning  with 
he  same  human  nature,  which  ia  every  where  pres- 
ent, aa  the  vegetable  sap  in  the  branches,  apravs, 
eaves,  buds,  blossoms,  and  fruits, — their  Bhapes, 
astes,  and  odors. 

CRmoiSM.— As  soon  as  a  critic  betrays  that  he 
Jiows  more  of  bis  author  than  the  author's  publi- 
lations  could  have  told  him ; — as  soon  as  from  this 
nore  intimate  knowledge,  elsewhere  obtuned,  he 
ivails  himself  of  the  slightest  trait  against  tJie  au- 
thor, his  censure  immediately  becomes  personal  in- 
jury— his  sarcasms  personal  insults.    He  ceases  to 
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be  a  OBCTic,  and  takes  on  him  the  most  contemptible 
character  to  which  a  rational  creatnre  can  be  de- 
graded— that  of  a  gossip,  backbiter,  and  pasquilant : 
but  with  this  heuTj'  aggravation,  that  bo  steals  with 
Che  unqniet,  the  deforming  paasiona  of  the  nortd, 
into  the  mnsenm ;  into  the  very  place  which,  neit 
to  the  chapel  and  oratory,  should  be  our  sanctnary, 
and  securo  place  of  refuge ;  offers  abominations  on 
the  altar  of  the  muaea,  and  makes  ila  aacred  paling 
the  very  circle  in  which  he  coiyiires  up  the  lying 
and  profane  spirit. 

MoiiKKN  Satibists. — In  this  age  of  personality — 
this  age  of  hterary  and  political  gossiping,  the 
Dieanest  insects  are  worshipped  with  a  sort  of  Egyp- 
tian auperstition,  if  only  the  brainless  head  be 
atoned  for  by  the  sting  of  personal  malignity  in  the 
tMl.  The  most  vapid  satires  have  become  the  ob- 
jects of  a  keen  public  interest,  purely  from  the 
number  of  contemporary  characters  named  in  the 
patchwork  notes,  (which  possess,  however,  the 
comparative  merit  of  being  more  poetical  than  the 
teit,)  and  becanae,  to  increase  the  stimulus,  the 
author  has  sagaciously  left  his  own  name  for  whim- 
pers and  coiyectures. 


Mjtekials  of  Poetry. — Good  sense  is  the  tod^ 
of  poetic  genius,  fancy  its  drapery,  motion  its  li/e, 
and  imagination  the  soul  that  is  every  where,  and 
in  each ;  and  forms  all  into  one  graceful  and  intelli- 
gent whole. 

Ill-uesehved  Commendatton. — Praises  of  the  un- 
worthy are  fell  by  ardent  minds  aa  robberies  of  the 
deserving. 

Shaksfehe  and  Milton. — Shakepere,  no  mere 
child  of  nature — no  automaton  of  genius — no  pas- 
sive vehicle  of  inapiration,  possessed  by  the  spirit, 
nof  possessing  it,— -first  studied  patiently,  meditated 
deeply,  understood  minutely,  till  knowledge  became 
habitual  and  intuitive,  wedded  itself  to  his  habitual 
feelings,  and  at  length  gave  birth  to  that  stupen- 
dous power,  by  which  he  stands  alone,  with  no  equal 
or  second  in  his  own  class — to  that  power  which 
seated  Mm  on  one  of  the  two  glory-smitten  summits 
of  the  poetic  mountain,  with  Hilton  as  bis  compeer, 
not  rival.  While  the  former  darts  himself  forth, 
and  passes  into  all  the  forms  of  human  character 
and  passion, — the  one  Proteus  of  the  fire  and  the 
flood;  the  other  attracts  all  forma  and  things  to 
himself,  into  the  unity  of  his  own  icfeirf. 


THE    REPROOF    AND    REPLY: 

Or,  the  Flower-thief's  Apology  for  a  Bobberg  eommitted  in  Mr.  and  Mrt. '»  Garden,  on  Sunday  Monv- 

im/,  25lk  of  May,  1833,  betieeen  the  Houri  of  Eleven  and  Tmelve. 


"Fib,  Mr.  Coleridge l-^^ind  can  this  be  you? 
Breaktwo  commandments?  and  in  church-time  too? 
Have  you  not  heard,  or  have  you  heard  in  vain. 
The  birth-and-parentage-recording  strain  • 
ConfesKons  shrill,  that  ahrill-cried  mack'rel  drown — 
Fresh  from  the  drop — the  youth  not  yet  cut  down — 
Letter  lo  sweet-heart — the  last  dying  speech — 
And  didn't  all  this  begin  in  Sabbath-breach  ? 
You,  that  knew  better  I      In  broad  open  day 
Steal  in,  at«al  out,  and  steal  our  flowers  away  ? 
What  could  possess  you  ?    Ah !  sweet  youth,  I  fear. 
The  chap  with  horns  and  t^  was  at  your  ear!" 

Such  sounds,  of  late,  accusing  Ihncy  brought 

From  fair  C to  the  poet's  thought. 

Now  hear  the  meek  Parnassian  youth's  reply  ; — 
A  bow — a  pleading  look — a  downcast  eye — 
And  then : 

"Fair  dame!  a  visionary  wight. 
Hard  by  your  hill-aide  mansion  sparkling  white. 
His  thought  all  hovering  roond  the  muaee"  home, 
Long  hath  it  been  your  Poet's  wont  to  roam,  ■ 
And  many  a  mom,  on  his  bed-charmed  sense, 
So  rich  a  stream  of  music  issued  thence. 
He  deem'd  himself,  as  it  flow'd  warbiing  on, 
Beside  the  vocal  fount  of  HeUcon ! 
But  when,  as  if  to  settle  the  concern, 
A  nymph  too  he  beheld,  in  many  a  turn, 
Goiding  the  sweet  rill  from  its  fontal  um  ; 
Say,  can  you  blame! — No,  none,  that  saw  and  heard, 
Could  blame  a  bard,  that  he,  thus  inly  stirr'd, 
A  muse  beholding  in  each  fervent  trait, 
Took  Mary  H for  Polly  Hymnia? 


,  Or,  haply,  as  thou  Stood  beside  the  maid, 
One  lotlier  form  in  sable  stole  arrayed. 
If  with  regretful  thought  he  hall'd  in  thee, 

C m,  his  long  lost  friend,  Mol  Pomone  ? 

But  most  of  ymt,  sotl  warbiings,  I  complain ! 
'Twas  ye,  that  from  the  bee-hive  of  my  brah 
Did  lure  the  fancies  forth,  a  freakish  rout, 
And  witched  the  air  with  dreams  turn'd  insi 


Thus  all  conspired — each  power  of  eye  and  ear, 
And  this  gay  month,  th'  enchantress  of  the  year, 
To  cheat  poor  me  (no  conjurer,  God  wot!) 

And  C m's  self  accomplice  hi  the  plot. 

Can  you  then  wonder  if  I  went  astray  f 
Not,  bards  alone,  nor  lovers  mad  as  they — 
All  nature  day-dreams  in  the  month  of  Hay, 
And  if  I  pluck'd  '  each  flower  that  luieeleit  blows ' — 
Who  walks  in  sleep,  needs  follow  most  his  non. 
Thus  long  accustomed  on  the  twy-fork'd  hill. 
To  pluck  both  flower  and  floweret  at  my  will ; 
The  garden's  maze,  like  No-man's  land,  I  tread. 
Nor  common  law,  nor  statute  m  my  head ; 
For  my  own  proper  smell,  sight,  fancy,  feeling, 
With  autocratic  hand  at  once  repealing 
live  acts  of  Parliament  'gainst  private  stealing! 
But  yet  tVom  C-  —  m,  who  dospfurs  of  grace? 
There's  no  spring-gun  nor  man-trap  in  that  fkco ! 
Let  Mosea  then  look  black,  and  Aaron  blue. 
That  look  as  if  they  had  little  eise  to  do : 

ForC m  speaks.  "Fooryouthl  he's  but  a  waif ! 

The  spoons  all  right  f    The  hen  and  chickens  safe  * 

Well,  well,  he  shall  not  forfeit  our  regards — 

The  Eighth  Commandment  was  not  ui^e  for  Bards !" 
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AN    EXPECTORATION, 
Or,  Splenetic  Extempore,  on  my  joyful  BfparluTe  from  the  City  of  Coloi/ne. 


As  I  am  Rhymer, 

Anil  now  at  lenst  a,  merry  one, 
Mr.  Mum's  Rudesheimer 

And  the  church  of  St.  (Jeryon 
Are  the  two  things  alone 
That  deserve  to  bo  known 
In  the  body-and-soul-sUnking  town  of  Cologne. 

EXPECTORATION  THE  SF.COKD. 
In  Coin,  a  town  of  mocks  and  bones. 
And  pavtrments  fang'd  witb  murderous  stones ; 


And  rags,  and  hage,  and  hideous  wenches ; 


Ic 


eiity  f 


All  well-defined,  and  Several  stjnka  '. 
Ye  nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  ai 
The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known, 
Don't  wash  your  city  of  Cologne ; 
But  toil  nie,  nymphs  I  what  power  < 
Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhi 


OUR     FIGHTING     EDITOR. 


The  "  John  Bui! "  newspaper,  a  high  Tory  week- 
ly, edited  by  Theodote  Hook,  frequently  indulged 
in  oifensive  personalities  in  remarking  on  the  con- 
duct and  character  of  public  men.  A  military  hero, 
who  would  peraist  in  placing  himself  conspicuously 
befbre  the  world's  gaze,  received  a  copious  share  of 
what  be  considered  malignant  and  llbelloua  abuse, 
ill  the  colimiDs  of  the  said  "  Bull."  His  soldier's 
spirit  resolved  on  revenge.  An  officer  and  a  gen- 
tleman could  not  demean  himself  by  calling  on  a 
hireling  scribbler  for  honorable  satisfaction  I  no ; 
he  would  horsewhip  the  miscreant  in  his  own  den ! 
the  Bull  should  be  taken  by  the  horna!  Donning 
his  uniform,  and  arming  himself  with  a  huge  whip, 
he  called  at  the  office  of  the  paper,  and,  scarcely 
concealing  his  agitation,  inquired  for  the  editor. 
He  was  invited  by  a  clerk  to  take  a  seat  in  an  inner 
room — he  complied,  and  was  kept  wiuting  while  the 
clerk,  who  recognJEed  the  visitor,  ran  np  stiurs  and 
informed  tbe  editorial  responsibilities  of  his  name 
and  evident  parport.  After  an  a^ravating  delay, 
mMch  served  considerably  to  increase  the  ill-temper 
of  the  officer,  the  door  opened,  and  a  coarse,  rough 
looking  man,  over  six  feet  in  height,  with  a  propor- 
tionate breadth  of  shoulder,  and  armed  with  a  ter- 
rilic  bludgeon,  entered  the  room;  walking  up  to 
the  surprised  and  angry  visitor,  he  said,  in  a  voice 
of  thunder, — "  Are  you  the  chap  as  wants  to  see 


"You!  r 
"  That's ! 


Iw 


3  the  editor  of  the  pa- 


n  the  werry  man." 

"inere  must  oe  some  mist^e." 

"  Not  B  morsel !  Fm  the  head-kUter  of  the  Bull," 
said  the  fellow,  bringing  the  nobbed  end  of  his 
bludgeon  within  fearful  proclivity  to  the  officer's 

"You,  the  editor?    impossible!" 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  as  I'm  a  telling  a  lie  ?" 
roared  the  ruffian,  as  he  again  raised  his  "  knotty 
argument." 

"Certainly  not — by  no  means!"  said  the  officer, 
rapidly  cooling  down  ;  and  dropping  the  horsewhip 
and  his  wrath  at  the  same  time. 

"Werrj  well,  then!    what  are  you  wanting  wi' 

a  mistake.    I  ex- 
e  valiant  complainant  backed  to- 


ards  the  door,  bowing  politely 

"  And  don't  let  me  ketch  you  coming  again  i 
out  knowing  what  you  want  and  who  you  w 
We're  always  ready  here  for  all  sorts  o'  oustoi 
— army  or  navy — civil  or  military — horse,  foot,  and 
drag-goons." 

The  officer  retired,  resolving  to  undergo  another 
goring  by  the  "  Bull,"  before  he  again  ventured  to 
encounter  the  Herculean  proportions  of  the  fighting 

When  the  clerk  informed  the  occupiers  of  the 
editorial  sanctum  of  the  vi^t  of  the  irate  colonel, 
neither  Hook  nor  his  publisher  cared  to  face  the 
horsewhip.  A  well-known  pngilist,  the  landlord  of 
a  tavern  in  the  vicinity,  was  uislantly  sent  for;  a 
slight  preparation  fitted  him  for  the  part,  in  which 
he  acquitted  himself  wiiJi  complete  Success-  The 
story  rapidly  drcuiated ;  and  the  reputation  of  the 
Jifflilinff  editor  of  the  Bull  prevented  furthi 
strances  from  persons  who  fancied  ' 
grieved  by  the  liberty  of  the  presa. 
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THE   STAGE    COACHMAN. 


Let  US  revert  to  the  old-fashioned  Coachman  of 
former  days ;  and  we  know  not  how  we  can  better 
develop  hia  charncter  and  calling,  than  b;  letting 
him  at  once  speak  for  himself.  We  will,  then,  in- 
troduce him  in  conversation  with  bis  boK-passen- 
ger,  on  his  first  start  from  a  country  town,  a  hun- 
dred and  fiftj  miles  west  of  the  metropolis.  But, 
reader,  obBerve  this: — no  coachman  of  the  old 
school,  nor  many  of  the  new,  saj  a  word  to  their 
passengers  for  the  first  two  miles  of  the  journey. 
They  have  sundry  important  matters  to  occupy,  if 
not  monopolize,  their  ideas  for  the  time.  There  is 
the  way-bill ;  the  parcels  to  be  dropped  on  tbe 
road;  the  state  of  the  horses  since  their  last  jour- 
ney ;  a  calculation  of  their  own  lawful  receipts,  to- 
gether with  how  much  may  be  added  U)  them  by 
the  help  of  the  short  pocket;  and  sundry  other  af- 
fiilrs  which  concern  only  themselves.  Let  ns,  how- 
ever, suppose  the  ice  to  be  broken,  and  after  a 
sUght  survey  of  his  person,  imagine  our  Jehu  of 
the  old  school,  thus  addressing  his  fellow-travel- 

CoaehmaTi. — Booked  through,  dr  ? 

Paanen^r. — Yea. 

C.  Nice  day  for  your  journey,  and  you'll  find  this 
a  good  coach. 

P.  Not  very  fast. 

C.  If  she  aint  fast,  she  aint  slow;  and  though 
she  loads  heavy,  she  keeps  her  time.  You'll  be  in 
Lunnun  to-morrow  morning,  sir,  as  the  clock  hits 

jP.  a  good  coach  for  coachman  and  guard,  FU 
be  bound. 

C.  No  great  things,  sir.  We  does  contrive  to 
make  tongue  and  buckle  meet,  as  the  saying  is,  and 
that's  all ;  although  I  have  been  a  coachman  thirty 
years  come  next  May,  I  am  worth  next  to  nothing. 
Then,  to  be  sure,  I've  bad  a  heavy  family,  and  if  it 
wasn't  for  the  help  of  the  short  pocket  now  and 
then,  1  know  not  what  would  have  'come  on  us. 

P.  Short  pocket! 

C,  Some  calls  it  shouldering,  sir. 

P.  O,  I  understand  you  ;  you  mean  oecaaonally 
pntting  some  money  into  your  own  pockets,  instead 
of  into  your  employer's  ? 

C.  Why,  to  be  sure,  sir  ;  I  can't  say  but  it  is  a 
bit  wrong,  but  a  coachman's  place  is  no  'heritance, 
and  there  aint  half-a'klozen  in  England  as  doesn't 
do  it,  and  very  few  proprietors  as  doesn't  know  it. 

F.  And  will  they  stand  it? 

0.  Not  all  on  'em,  sir;  nor  some  passengers 
wont  if  they  knows  it.  For  instance :— the  last 
journey  but  one,  I  aied  a  passenger  who  sat  be- 
hind me  on  the  roof,  if  he  would  walk  on  a  lit- 
tle way  on  the  road,  while  I  changed  horsea,  and 
he  said  he  would.  At  last,  he  asked  me  « '  ' 
"  Why,  sir,"  said  I,  "  I  means  to  avtaltom  yoa 
morniny."  "  Swallow  me,"  said  he,  "  what  do  yon 
mean?"  On  my  telling  him  I  meant  to  put  his  faro 
Ot  was  bnt  a  trifle,  as  he  wamt  going  very  far,  nor 
wamt  on  the  bill)  into  my  own  pocket,  he  said,  he 
should  do  no  uch  thing.  Now,  says  I  to  myself, 
what  sort  of  a  chap  can  this  be*  And  who  do 
you  think  he  was?  Why,  a  Methodist  parson! 
Blow  me,  says  I  to  the  guard,  but  I  didn't  think 
there  was  as  much  honesty  in  all  the  Methodist 
parsons  in  the  world. 


P.  Then  all  proprietors  will  not  stand  shoulder, 
ing? 

C.  No,  sir.     I  lost  a  sarvice  by  only  shouldering 

soldier  two  stages,  and  made  it  a  rule  never  to 

shoulder  another  of  that  sort  of  live  lumber.     A 

proprietor  can  see  'em  a  mile  off  by  the  color  of 

'  eir  coat,  and  the  feathers  in  their  cap. 

P.  Well,  it  was  no  feather  in  your  cap  ? 

0.  No,  nor  out  of  it,  for  the  coach  was  no  great 
things,  and  I've  been  on  this  ever  since. 

F.  Driving  must  be  a  healthy  occupation,  and  as 
you  say  you  have  been  a  coachman  neariy  thirty 
years,  you  prove  it  to  be  such,  for  you  look  hale 
and  Itearty. 

C.  No  doubt  but  it's  healthy,  sir  ;  that  is  to  say, 
provided  a  man  takes  his  natural  rest,  and  keeps 
the  right  hand  down.  For  my  own  part,  I  never 
lay  rest  a  score  journeys  in  my  life,  except  when  I 
broke  this  here  leg,  and  had  my  hand  frost-bitten. 

P.  What  do  you  mean  by  keeping  the  right  hand 

G.  Why,  you  know,  sir  (smiling),  we  takes  the 
glass  in  the  right  hand  ;  what  I  means  is,  not  to  take 
too  much  liquor. 

P.  What  do  you  call  too  much  liquor? 

C.  Why,  sir,  d'ye  see,  we  stands  in  need,  and  es- 
pecially oer  this  high  and  cold  ground,  of  some- 
thing comfortable  to  keep  out  the  weather.  For 
my  own  part,  1  never  called  myself  much  of  a 
dnnker;  but  what  curious  notions  some  persons 
have  about  what  a  man  like  me  should  drink. 

P.  You  rather  might  say,  what  a  man  like  you 
does  drink,  or  oujfti  to  drink. 

C.  Well,  sir,  have  it  that  way,  if  you  hhe  ;  a  few 
journeys  back,  I  had  a  doctor  on  the  box  along 
with  me,  and  he  would  have  it  that  hot  rum-and- 
water — and  that's  the  liquor  I  always  takes  on  the 
road — is  poison. 

i>.  Poison! 

C.  Yes,  sir,  downright  poison;  so  much  so,  he 
said,  he  was  quite  sure  that  two  glasses  every  day 
would  kill  a  man  in  three  years. 

P.  And  what  did  you  say  to  that  remark  ? 

C.  Why,  you  know,  sir,  it  warnt  for  me  to  con- 
tradict a  doctor ;  but  T  made  bold  to  ask  him,  what 
sort  of  stuff  he  thought  I  must  be  made  of,  for, 
said  I,  I  have  drunk  no  less  than  six  every  day,  on 
the  road,  for  the  last  nineteen  years,  besides  what 
I  takes  with  my  dinner  and  supper,  and  something 
comfortable  with  my  pipe  at  night;  and  I  don't 
know  now,  whether  the  'surance  office  people 
wouldn't  have  my  life  before  the  doctor's,  for  he 
looks  as  white  in  the  &c«  as  my  near  leader  does. 

P.  You  must  meet  with  all  sorts  of  people  in 
your  daily  vocation. 

C  Yes,  and  of  all  sizes,  too  ;  I  con^der  myself 
no  small  weight ;  but  I  had  a  gentleman  along^de 
me  on  the  box  a  few  journeys  back  that  n  a  <e  me 
look  like  a  shrimp.  1  axed  h  m  what  he  w  ghed, 
and  he  said,  ^i-and-twcnty  stone  on  tk  we  gh- 
bridge — for  no  scales  would  hold  h  n 

P.  Now  what  description  of  passengers  pav  you 

C.  Why,  &ir,  neit  to  a  drunken  sa  o  just  pa  d 
off,  there  is  nothing  like  Eton  s  hoolboys  and  Ox- 
ford gentlemen.  Ton  see,  sr  vihen  th  y  leaves 
school,  or  the  'varsity,  they  are  very  happy  at  tha 


,,  Google 


C   STAGE   CXJACHMAN. 


thoughts  af  getting  away  from  the  tig  wigs,  and 
their  booiia ;  and  when  they  returns,  they  are  full 
of  money,  and  don't  think  much  of  a  tew  shil- 

P.  But  the  drunlien  sailor  ? 

0.  Pardon  me,  sir;  I  don't  mean  to  say  all  biuI- 
oca  are  drunkards,  but  I  mean  to  say  this,  there's 
nothing,  in  our  line,  comes  near  a  sailor,  a  little 
tprtmg,  with  money  in  hie  pocket.  When  I  dro»e 
the  old  "Liverpool  Marcury,"  commonly  called  on 
the  road  (saving  your  presence),  the  "  Lonay  Liver- 
pool," I  have  sacked  two  pounds  on  a  journey  for 
■weeks  together,  in  tlie  time  of  war;  and  the  land- 
lord of  the  inn,  at  which  the  cooeh  stopped  to 
breakfast,  has  been  heard  to  say,  it  waa  worth  five 
hundred  a-year  to  him. 

i*.  How  could  that  be  ? 

C.  How,  sir?  Why,  Jack,  you  see,  could  never 
eat  nothing  at  that  time  in  the  morning ;  but  call- 
ing for  something  to  drink  for  himself  and  mess- 
mates, would  chuck  down  half-a-guinea,  saying  he 
never  l^ok  no  change. 

P.  Aud  how  came  jou  to  lose  such  a  coach  as 
thatf 

0.  Aye,  that's  the  job,  sir,  I  told  you  before 
our  place  is  no 'heiitaiiee;  we  had  a  bad  mishap; 
we  had  four  horses  and  three  passengers  all 
drowned  at  one  go. 

F.  And  was  you  the  cause  of  it? 
-     G.  Worse  luck,  I  was. 

P.  Drunk,  I  fear. 

C.  No,  sir,  I  wamt  drank,  nor  wamt  sober.*  I 
woa  what  we  calls  stale  drunk ;  the  liquor  wos  a 
dying  in  me,  like;  but  that  wamt  the  cause.  It 
wos  a  terrible  foggy  night ;  we  had  a  terrible  awk- 
ward  bridge  to  go  over ;  and  as  bad  luck  would 
have  it — wo  were  shocking  badly  horsed  in  that 
coach— every  one  of  the  team  that  night  was  blind. 
Now  what  could  be  eipected  in  such  a  case  as  this, 
wilh  only  oneoye  among  us,  and  that  onewoa  mine? 
I  missed  the  bridge  ;  into  the  river  we  went,  drown- 
ing all  the  horses,  and  three  drunken  sailors  asleep. 


lide.     Of  course,  I 


P.  And  what        _  -.-.  ^ -^ 

C.  Why,  God  bless  them,  sir— for  I  loves  them 
to  my  very  heart,  for  all  that,  and  have  had  two 
heavy  families  by  two  wives — women  are  the  worst, 
and  parsons  nest.  Many  a  woman  thinks  she  be- 
haves handsome  if  she  gives  a  coachman  sijpenee 
for  driving  her  fifty  miles,  and  helping  her  to  swear 
that  her  child  aint  seven  years  old,  when  she  knows 
it  is  ton,  and  ought  to  pay  full  fare;  and  as  to 
parsons,  you  might  as  well  ejpect  to  squeeze  blood 
out  of  turnips,  as  more  than  a  shiiling  out  of  them, 
especially  those  who  have  their  hats  turned  up  be- 
hind, and  a  bit  of  a  rose  in  front,  like  that  at  the 
Bide  of  our  coach-horse's  bridle-fronts.  But  I 
sarved  one  of  them  out,  some  years  bock,  I  hap- 
pened to  swear  twice  on  the  journey,  when  he  made 
that  an  excuse  for  not  giving  me  any  thing.  Well, 
sir,  when  I  sets  him  down  at  hia  house,  he  wanted 
his  carpet-bag;  and  also  a  heavy  trunk  that 


do  miJW.     I  shall  take  your  trunk  t 

0  the  office,  and 

pay  for  it."    If 

,  he  would  have 

had  nothing  to  pay  for  his  trunk. 

P.  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know  how 

your  horses,  when  you  have  occas 

on  to  speak  of 

n  the  road. 

C.  Ton  see  E  r  some  on  em  are  named  bv  ns 

and  others  bv  the  I  orse  keepers     For  example  

this  here  near  wheiler  wos  cl  r  stened  Alderman  in 
the  stable,  b  cause  he  ii  such  a  devil  to  eat  ai  d 
his  partner  I  liIIb  Lawyer  because  he  wont  do 
nothing  without  bemg  well  paid  for  it,  and  as  httle 
as  he  can  help  then.  In  short,  he  is  a  shifty  ras- 
cal, and  no  more  minds  the  whip  than  a  lobstci 

P.  And  what  do  yoa  call  your  present  leaders  ? 

O.  Why,  sir,  I  christened  them  both  myself 
The  little  bay  horse  on  the  neariside,  I  calls  Bar- 
leycorn,  becanae  he  was  bought  of  a  publican,  wht 
brews  the  i>esl  ale  on  this  road ;  and  his  partner, 
the  gray  mare.  Virago, 

P.  Why  Virago? 

C.  Well ;  to  tell  you  the  plain  truth,  sir,  she  is 
much  hke  my  first  wife ;  God  rest  her  soul,  she 
wamt  a  bad  kind  of  woman  neither;  but  terrible 
violent  if  put  out.  And  that's  the  case  with  that 
there  mare.  If  I  was  to  hit  her  two  or  three  times, 
smartly,  under  the  bars — not  that  I  am  agoing  to 
insinuvate  that  my  poor  missis  and  I  ever  came  to 
blows— she  wouldn't  be  herself  again  for  all  the 
rest  of  the  stage.  Then  again  you  see,  she  wears 
something  like  a  shade  before  her  eyes,  what  we 
calls  a  mope,  and  this  because  she's  apt  to  be  what 
we  calls  megrimy. 

P.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

0.  Why,  if  she  runs  with  the  sun  in  her  face,  she 
is  apt  to  be  taken  with  the  megrims,  and  then  she's 
down  on  her  back  in  a  crack,  if  not  pulled  up. 

P.  Has  that  any  thing  to  do  with  temper? 

C.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  has,  for  the  neigh- 
bors nsed  to  say,  my  wife  was  very  full  of  megrims, 
and  I  see  no  reason  why  it  shouldn't  be  the  same 
case  with  horses. 

P.  From  what  does  it  proceed  ? 

G.  I  can't  aay  exactly ;  but  our  &rrier  says  it 
has  something  to  do  with  the  bead.  Now  if  I  waa 
to  give  my  opinion,  it  comes  from  the  head  in 
horses,  and  ftom  the  heart  in  women ;  but  both 
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are  apt  to  be  queer  m  their  tamper,  and  difficult  to 
handle,  so  as  alwaje  to  keep  them  iu  thu  struight 
road.  Both,  jou  itnow,  air,  are  given  to  bolt  at 
times,  and  now  and  then  kicit  over  a  trace,  or  jump 
over  the  pole ;  not  that  I  am  a-going  to  iuBinuvate 
that  nij  first  missis  ever  went  bo  b.r  as  this,  at  least, 
not  to  mj  Imowledgu. 

i".  But,  Coachman,  I  fear  your  tcadc  will  soon  be 
over;  they  tell  me  we  are  to  have  steam-carriages 
on  the  road  aa  well  aa  elaewhere. 

0.  Oh,  Mr,  that  wont  be  in  mj  time  nor  in  yours ; 
the  guard  tctls  me,  though,  that  our  Lunnun  man 
has  been  talking  about  them. 

J*.  Who  do  you  mean  by  your  London  man  ? 

C  He  who  drives  over  the  upper  ground  into 
Lunnun.  These  Lunnun  men,  you  see,  sir,  knows 
a,  many  thinga  that  we  down  in  the  country  knows 
nothing  about. 

F.  Waa  yoB  never  in  London  ? 

C.  Never  could  reach  it,  ^r;  never  could  get  be- 
yond the  middle  ground.  It  unt  on  account  of 
coachmanship,  for  I  wouldn't  turn  my  back  to  any 
man  in  England,  in  our  line,  and  that  our  proprie- 
tora  knows,  Or  I  shouldn't  have  been  on  this  coach 
for  the  last  nineteen  years;  the  stock  speaks  for  that ; 
but  the  truth  ia,  we  country  coachmen  ornt  thought 
quite  'cute  enough  to  bring  a  coach — eapecially  a 
night  coach — in  and  out  of  Lunnun :  so  many 
thieves,  you  know.  A  brother  of  mine,  who  druv 
the  Holyhead  mail  through  Wales,  where  a  man 
aint  hanged  above  once  in  fifty  years,  waa  done 
brown  the  first  week  he  druv  a  coach  into  Lunnun : 
a  man  comes  up  to  him  in  Piccadilly,  with  fine  lace 
on  his  hat,  and  says, — "Now,  coachman,  be  alive: 
ray  master's  luggage ;  there  it  is,  that  ere  carpet 
bag;  so,  taking  the  first  that  was  handed  down  to 
him,  0^  he  goes  with  it;  and  of  course,  before 
night,  my  brother  waa  off  the  coach.  Then  they 
tells  me,  some  of  them  Lunnun  coachmen  are  quite 
like  gentlemen,  and  able  to  talk  with  gentlemen  on 
any  matter,  and  in  any  language.  Our  Lunnun 
man,  indeed,  the  passengers  tells  me,  speaks  Greek 
and  Latin,  and  that  which  the  Jews  talks,  as  well. 
But  for  my  part,  I  thinks  some  of  those  fine  Lun- 
nun coachmen  are  a  little  above  their  Mtuvation  ; 
not  but  what  I  would  have  every  man,  in  our  line, 
keep  himself  respectable.  Indeed,  I  could  not 
help  saying  to  our  guard,  t'other  day,  when  he  told 
me  he  met  one  of  what  they  calls  the  "  swell-drags- 
men"  out  of  Lunnun,  at  work  in  kid  gloves,  and 
with  a  bunch  of  curls  sticking  out  on  the  off-side 
of  his  hat,  that  I  should  like  to  put  a  twitch  on  his 


nose,  and  trim  him  about  the  head  as  we  do  a 
horse.  I'd  put  the  dog-skins  on  him,  too;  what 
real  coachman  ever  druv  in  any  thing  but  dog-skin 
gloves?  It's  coming  it  too  strong,  sit.  Then  our 
guard  told  me  another  queer  go.  He  aaid  an  old 
fellow-servant  of  mine  had  given  notice  lo  quit  bis 
place  at  the  end  of  the  month,  and  what  do  you 
think  that  place  ia  ?  Why  no  lesa  than  thirty  niiles 
in  and  out  of  Lunnun,  two  coaches  in  twenty-four 
hours,  and  all  night-work  I  Why,  1  reckon  the 
blockhead  wants  a  place  iu  the  House  of  Commons. 

P.  I  think  your  friend  is  somewhat  unreasona- 
ble; hut  I  don't  understand  one  expression  of 
yours.  You  speak  of  "  night- work,"  as  a  recom- 
mendation, 

C.  Nolhmg  like  "  night-work,"  air,  for  a  coach- 


b-roprie 


snug 


1  bed   a 


hour;  always  something  to  be  picked  up  on  such  a 
road  aa  his. 

C.  But  you  must  suffer  in  cold  weather? 

C.  Can't  say  we  doesn't,  sir.  I've  liad  my  boi- 
coat  BO  froze  that  it  could  not  be  unbuttoned  ;  ac- 
tually obliged  to  have  the  buttons  cut  off  before  I 
couid  get  out  of  it,  and  then  it  would  stand  up  for 
all  the  world  as  stilF  as  if  I  had  been  in  it.  Then 
meeting  a  storm  of  hail — sore  work  for  the  eyes, 
because,  you  see,  sir,  we  arc  obliged  to  raise  the 
eyelid,  or  we  can't — 

JP.  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

a  Why,  sir,  if  you'll  try,  yoa  will  find  that, 
though  you  can  see  the  wheel-horses,  and  half  way 
along  tlie  leaders'  backs,  with  your  eyelids  down, 
and  yoar  head  in  its  natural  place,  you  can't  see 
their  heads,  atitl  less  the  road  before  them,  unless 
you  raise  your  eyeUds,  and  then  you  expose  your 
eyes  to  the  storm.  I  have  had  a  pellet  of  hail  strike 
my  one  good  eye,  ready  to  knock  it  out  of  the 
socket,  and  what  a  pretty  go  would  that  have  been. 

J*.  Well,  driving  and  guarding  a  coach  through 
a  winter's  night,  or  even  a  winter's  day,  muat  bo 
punishing  work,  and  doubtless  attended  with  no 
small  degree  of  danger.  It  is  on  this  con^deration 
that  I  always  feel  disposed  to  reward  coachmen  and 
guardawetl;  here  are  three  ahillingsfor  yourself, 
and  I  shall  pay  the  guard  where  we  leave  him. 

0.  Much  obliged  to  you,  sir;  I  shall  drink  your 
health  after  my  dinner,  with  my  usual  toast. 

F.  Pray  what  may  be  your  usual  toast  S 

C.  "  As  we  travel  through  life,  may  we  live  on 
the  road." 

F,  (to  himself).  Ihna  vimmus,  vivamia;  and 
very  well  transited. 


CELESTIAL  CONFUSION. 
Of  Juno  the  shrew,  Jove  was  husband  and  brother — 

d  anoth 
How 

Venus  was  Vulcan's  half  wife  and  half  sister, 
And  proved  to  his  breast  a  perpetual  bliater : 
Had  he  sold  her,  he  ne'er,  by  the  bye,  would  have 
missed  her — 

How  strange  1 

Such  things  are  recorded  in  heathenish  song  ; 
Such  things,  we  on  earth  say,  to  scandal  belong. 
But  the  gods — oh!    they're    always   above  doing 


EPIGRAMS. 
"  You're  a  thief,"  said  a  wag.  "  and  I'll  show  it," 

To  a  butcher,  with  angry  feeling ; 
"  'Tis  a  scandalous  fact,  and  you  know  it, 

That  knives  you  are  constantly  eteelittg  f 
Cries  Sue  to  Will,  'midst  matrimonial  strife, 
"  Cursed  be  the  hour  I  first  became  your  wife  I" 
"By  aU  the  powers,"  said  Will,  "  hut  that's  too  badi 
You've  cursed  the  only  civil  hour  we've  had." 
A  cockney  sportsman,  gunning,  to  a  country  squire 

declares. 
That  he,  one  morn,  'ere  break&st  time,  shot  three 

and  thirty  hares. 
"Indeed!    shot  three  and  thirty  hares?"     "Yes, 

truly  I"  looking  big; 
"Then,"  sava  the  squire,  "yoa  surely  must  have 
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PROVERBS  OF  SOLOMON  LEVI,  ESQ.,  ATTORNEY-AT-LAW. 


Ofr  Eurprisfi  that  Mr.  Levi  had  never  married 
was  participated  in  bj-  Mr.  Levi's  friends.  In  early 
youth,  he  is  reported  to  have  loved — aje,  loved 
madly,  deeply  (he  gave  her  a  watch  and  chain, 
which  cost  him  thirty  pounds).  Hiss  Maud  Dogge- 
ry was  not  what  might  strictly  be  called  handsome, 
owing  to  a  large  port  wine  stain  on  the  left  cheek, 
shaped  exactly  like  a  huge  red  gooseberry.  (It  ap- 
pears that  two  days  before  Miss  Maud  was  born, 
her  mother  felt  an  iiiordimite  deaire  to  drink  cham- 
pagne. It  was  not  gratified,  and  hence  the  poor 
child  was  marked  with  a  gooseberry.) 

Mr.  Levi  has  since  confessed  that  whenever  he 
made  love  to  her,  it  was  always  on  the  right  side, 
with  the  damaged  cheek  turned  to  the  wall.  He 
invariably  spole  of  her  as  one  who,  even  if  she  had 
a  slain  upon  her  cheek,  had  none  upon  her  charac- 
ter; and  who,  if  not  positively  handsome  {even  on 
the  other  side  of  her  face  there  were  freckles  as  big 
as  chocolate  drops),  at  least  was  itie  perfection  of 
maidenly  modesty.  But  she  deceived  Mr.  Levi  in  a 
most  shameful  manner.  She  had  always  led  him  to 
suppose  that  her  fortune  amounted  to  £15,C0O;  and 
it  was  only  a  few  days  before  the  wedding  was  to 
have  taken  place  that  he  fortunately  discovered  that 
the  money  was  invested  in  Pennsylvanian  bonds. 
One  morning,  twenty  years  after  his  love  fit,  some- 
body told  Mr.  Levi  that  Mias  Maud  Doggery  was 
still  livmg.  I  fancy  I  can  see  the  governor — pale 
as  a  ground-glass  lamp  shade — throw  up  his  hands 
as  be  exclaimed,  "Living?  HeavensI  what  an  es- 
cape I  have  had !  and  the  villains  told  me  she  was 
consumptive !"  In  the  afternoon,  he  came  into  our 
office,  and  spoke  the  following  wonderful  proverbs : 

ON  WOMAN,  ETC. 

Remember  this,  my  boys.  In  Eden  there  was 
only  one  woman,  and  it  is  the  symbol  of  happiness. 
Would  that  it  had  been  a  J'earadise,  for  then  the 
apple  had  not  been  there.  The  source  of  all  evil 
was  apple  sauce. 

With  the  rib  of  man  was  woman  made.  In  her 
daughters  you  may  easily  trace  the  love  of  rib- 
bones. 

At  the  first  wedding  ceremony,  the  bridegroom 
slept.  How  many  have  since  been  led  to  the  altar 
lulled  by  some  soft  soap-orific. 

Woman  shared  the  apple  with  man,  but  she  took 
the  first  bite. 

This  was  the  cnrse  of  the  world :  "  Woman  shall 
love  fine  clothes,  and  man  shall  pay  for  them." 

No  sooner  had  Eve  seen  Sal(j)n  than  she  wished 
to  clothe  herself. 

Ask  a  woman  what  is  meant  by  happiness,  and 
she  will  reply,  "  A  velvet  dress,  with  fourteen 
breadths  to  the  skirt." 

How  many  marry  that  they  may  wear  rich  gar- 
ments!  Cambric  handkerchiefs  are  not  the  only 
things  that  can  be  drawn  through  a  wedding  ring. 

This  is  the  vanitv  of  women ;  "  Court  plumes  and 
the  largest  buseel.'* 

When  cats  wash  their  faces,  bad  weather  is  at 
hand;  when  women  use  washes  to  their  complei- 
iona,  it  is  a  true  sign  that  the  beauty  of  the  day  is 
gone. 

Many  powder  their  &ces,  that  their  skins  may 


that 


onder i 


1  old  hen, 


Bow  many  women  have  been  ruined  by  diamonds, 
as  bird-catchers  entice  the  lark  from  heaven  to  earth 
with  sparkling  glass. 

As  the  child  crows  at  the  shining  candle,  so  do 
women  at  glittering  gems ;  and  both  shall  bum 
their  fingers  if  they  touch  them. 

The  stepping-stone  to  fortune  is  not  to  be  found 
in  ajeweller's  shop. 

Some  women  have  hearts  brittle  as  glass ;  he  that 
~-i\d  engrave  his  name  on  them  must  use  dia- 


B  given  to 


monds. 

Brilliants  of  the  first  watei 
stay  the  wife's  first  fiood  of  te 

Any  woman  wiU  listen  to  your  suit  if  you  first 
^ve  her  an  'earing ;  but  it  must  be  an  emerald  one. 

There  are  some  men  who  beat  their  wives,  and 
then  seek  the  hand  of  for^veness  by  placing  jewels 
upon  their  fingers.  They  follow  the  inscriptions  On 
their  street-doors,  "Knock  and  ring!" 

All  women  have  hearts,  but  often  it  is  with  them 
as  with  oaks — the  heart  is  the  hardest  part. 

No  chain  is  so  strong  as  the  banns  of  marriage. 

She  who  wears  false  ringlets  is  like  a  fire  of  green 
wood ;  it  has  curls  of  smoke,  but  he  who  would  kin- 
dle the  fiame  mnst  puff  vigorously. 

As  birds  are  snared  with  hairs,  so  are  many  men 
with  a  woman's  head-dress. 

She  who  dyes  her  locks,  is  like  a  desperate  gam. 
bier,  who  makes  his  last  venture,  and  risks  all  upon 
the  hazard  of  the  die; 

You  may  tell  the  ages  of  horses  and  of  women 
by  their  teeth — with  a  horse  by  looking  at  them, 
with  a  woman  by  asking  how  old  she  is;  and  if  she 
shows  her  teeth,  be  sure  that  she  is  advanced  in. 

Like  the  colored  bottles  in  a  chemist's  window,  is 
rouge  on  the  cheeks  of  a  maiden ;  it  attracts  the 
passers  by,  but  all  know  the  drug  they  advertise. 

Shun  vermilion  cheeks.  They  are  the  red  danger 
,.; — 1,  —  .1 irriage  lines. 


Showmen  hang  paintings  before  their  booths, 
and  women  carry  color  on  their  faces.  Let  any  ex- 
amine the  inward  worth,  and  it  shall  be  nothing  to 
the  outward  show. 

She  who  is  in  haste  for  the  wedding  says,  "  The 
more  bussel  the  more  speed." 

The  voice  of  the  vii^in  is  soil  as  the  cooing  of 
the  wood-pigeon  on  St.  Valentine's  day.  Her  laugh- 
ter is  like  flie  sound  of  distant  bells  ringing  for  a 
wedding. 

She  is  timid  as  a  Highland  doe.  He  who  would 
creep  near  to  her  must  do  it — as  deer-stalkers  do — 
on  his  knees. 

At  the  voice  of  a  man  she  files,  as  a  gazelle  at 
the  roaring  of  a  Hon. 

But  no  sooner  has  she  tasted  wedding-cake,  than 
she  grows  bold,  as  the  tiger  that  has  eaten  raw  food. 

Henceforth  she  shall  be  bold,  as  a  servant  that 
has  discovered  your  secret. 

Her  voice  shall  sound  like  a  circus-gong  at  a  fair, 
telling  that  the  scenes  in  the  ring  are  about  to  com- 
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Chooao  not  your  wives  as  jou  do  grapes,  from 
the  bloom  on  thum. 

He  who  marries  a.  pretty  feoe  only,  is  like  s  buyer 
of  cheap  furniture-— the  rarnieh  that  caught  the  eye 
will  not  endure  the  fire-side  blaze. 

Bettor  is  love  and  gingham,  than  coldness  and 
cashmeres. 

Woman  is  the  only  female  in  creation  that  sings : 
have  no  piano  in  your  house. 

How  many  go  to  be  mamed  because  there  will 
be  a  carriage  to  bring  them  home  from  church. 

None  can  tell  how  much  they  love  their  husbands 
as  those  that  marry  for  money. 

To  be  married,  women  will  endure  much.  Though 
they  be  caged  up  as  a  parrot,  still  they  complain 
not  if  they  have  Hie  ring  to  play  with. 

The  house-keeiMng  book  is  the  thunder-cloud  of 
macriage.  It  is  accompanied  with  the  lightening 
of  the  husband's  purse. 

It  is  as  the  magic  portfolio  shown  by  conjurers. 
The  trick  conwsts  in  getting  out  of  il—without  be- 
ing found  out — bonnets,  shawls,  and  dresses  enough 
to  fill  a  wardrobe. 

The  girl  who  chooses  her  husband  for  his  gold, 
has  a  heart  of  quartz  attached  to  a  nugget. 

Every  woman  leaves  her  husband  "  for  ever "  at 
least  three  Hmes  in  her  life,  as  folk  striking  a  bar- 
gain pretend  to  leave  the  shop,  hoping  to  be  called 
back,  and  gun  by  the  artifice. 

The  heart  that  breaks  too  easily  is  like  an  empty 
nut,  that  cracks  readily  from  its  very  emptiness. 

As  harp-strings  snap  with  the  damp,  so  do  a  hus- 
band's strongest  resolves  with  the  tears  of  his  wife. 

Beware  of  girls  with  red  hair :  they  arc  deceitful 
as  foxes. 

Shun  them,  as  the  mariner  shuns  (he  lighthouse 
with  its  head  of  flames.  For  there  are  the  hidden 
rocks  of  deceit  that  would  wreck  your  happiness. 

Though  they  should  grease  their  curls  into  dark- 
ness :  still  will  their  redness  be  shown  by  their  ac- 

The  foolish  Vilnius  were  rod-haired  ^rls  who  had    1 
no  oil ;   so  that  the  bridegroom  discovered  their 
locks  of  fire. 
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Avoid  dark-haired  girls  :  their  love  is  as  the  blow 
of  a  cudgel. 

Thej  are  fierce  as  strong  drink,  but  lack  sweet- 
ness; sugar  will  not  dissolve  in  their  high  spirit. 

They  remember  long  an  angry  word ;  as  ale  turns 
sour  with  thunder. 

Maidens  with  brown  hair  are  pleasant  as  bread 
that  has  been  well  baked— all  kissing  crust. 

She  who  has  golden  halt  should  be  loved  by  a 
heart  of  leather,  for  that  cannot  break'. 

They  are  loving  as  spaniels,  and  as  faithless ;  and 
he  who  whistles  last  shall  be  followed. 

Hfimember  this,  ye  wives.  Be  not  too  affection- 
ate ;  without  bitters  there  were  no  sweets. 

As  men  take  sour  olives  that  they  may  relish  their 
wine  the  more,  so  well-administered  crossness  will 
give  fresh  flavor  to  your  love. 

Women,  beware  of  scandal,  or  it  will  crush  you ; 
as  sometimes  a  word  spoken  in  the  snowy  Alps  will 
bring  down  an  avalanche. 

The  girdle  of  beauty  is  not  a  stay-lace. 

This  is  the  only  eicuse  for  tight  lacing.  A  good 
housewife  should  have  no  waste. 

The  wisest  man  is  a  batch  o'lore. 

All  women  dislike  the  words,  "Love,  honor,  and 
obey."  According  to  them  it  should  be,  "Love, 
honor,  and  a  ba-6e." 

Forty  is  the  turnpike-gate  on  the  road  to  the 
church  ;  none  can  pass  it  unless  thej  have  money. 

When  a  maid  takes  to  spaniels  or  parrots,  it 
means  that  her  beauty  is  gone  to  the  dogs,  and 
that  henceforth  her  life  is  a  birden  to  her. 

The  mouth  of  a  wise  woman  is  Uko  a  money-boi 
which  is  seldom  opened,  so  that  much  treasure 
comes  forth  from  it. 

Store  up  this  truth,  0  womanl  Be  charitable 
unto  thy  fallen  sister.  Imitate  not  the  stags,  that 
chase  from  their  herd  their  wounded  companion. 

The  wise  wife  opposes  wrath  with  kindness.  A 
sand-bag  will  stop  a  cannon-ball  by  its  yielding. 

The  smell  of  the  diimer  is  the  incense  of  doraes- 
;  love. 

A  good  woman  is  like  a,  Cremona  fiddle;  age 
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Did  you  ever  know  a  eentinel  who  could  (ell 
what  building  he  was  keeping  guard  over  1 

Did  you  ever  know  a  cab-man,  or  a  ticket  porter, 
with  any  change  about  him  f 

Did  you  ever  know  a  tradesman  asking  for  his 
account,  who  had  not  "a  bill  to  take  up  on  Fri- 
day?" 

Did  jou  ever  know  an  omnibus  cad  who  would 
not  engage  to  set  you  down  within  a  few  yards  of 
any  place  within  the  bills  of  mortality? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  turnpike  man  who  could  be 
roused  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  when  it 
wanted  that  much  of  midnight  ? 

Did  you  ever  see  a  pair  of  6mily  snuffers  which 
had  not  a  broken  spring,  a  leg  deficient,  or  half  an 
inch  of  the  point  knocked  off? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  lod^ng-house  landlady  who 
would  own  to  bugs  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  the  Boots  at  an  inn  call  you 
too  early  for  the  morning  coach? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  daneing-master's  daughter 
who  was  not  to  excel  TagUonif 
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Did  you  ever  know  a  man  who  did  not  think  he 
could  poke  the  fire  better  than  you  couid  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  Frenchman  admire  Water- 
loo Bridge  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  housemaid  who,  on  your 
discovering  a  fracture  in  a  vduable  China  Jar,  did 
not  tell  you  it  was  "  done  a  long  time  ago,"  or  that 
it  was  "cracked  before?" 

Did  you  ever  know  a  man  who  didn't  conader 
Ms  walking-stick  a  better  walking-stick  than  your 
walking-stick  S 

Did  you  ever  know  a  penny-a-liner  who  was  not 
on  intimate  terms  with  Lytton  Bulwer,  Capt.  Mar- 
ryatt,  Sheridan  Knowles,  Tom  Hood,  Washington 
Irving,  and  Rigdum  Funnidos? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  hatter  who  was  not  pre- 
pared to  sell  you  as  good  a  hat  for  ten  and  siipenco 
as  the  one  you've  got  on  at  five  and  twenty  shil- 

Did  you  ever  know  a  red-haired  man  who  had  a 
very  clear  notioa  of  where  scarlet  began  and  auburn 
terminated  ? 
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THE    SAYINGS    OF    STDKET    SMITH. 


HiBiTCii  Bore. — Lord  Chesterton  we  haye 
often  met  with,  and  suffered  tt  good  deal  from  his 
lordship:  a  heavy,  pompous,  meddling  peer,  occu- 
pying a  great  share  of  the  converaation — saying 
things  in  ten  words  which  required  only  two,  and 
evidently  convinced  that  he  is  makuig  a  great  im- 
pression ;  a  large  man  with  a  large  head,  and  a  vei7 
candid  manner.  Knowing  enough  to  torment  his 
fellow  creatures,  not  to  instruct  them ;  the  intimate 
of  young  ladies,  and  the  natural  hutt  and  target  of 
wit.  It  is  easy  to  talk  of  carnivorous  animals  and 
beasts  of  prey ;  but  does  such  a  man,  who  lays  waste 
a  whole  civiliied  party  of  beings  by  prosing,  reflect 
Tipbn  the  Joy  he  spoils,  and  the  misery  he  creates, 


le  of  bis  life 
tens  to  him  through 
ache  or  earache  to  hi 
sidcr  the  eitreme  une 
the  company  have  disc 
tremel;  absurd  person, 
absolutely  imposuble  t< 


id  that  any  on( 

luld  prefer  tooth- 
1?  Does  he  con- 
which  ensues  when 
a  man  to  be  ai 


that  it  la 
convey,  by  words  or  man- 
ispicion  of  the  lUscovery? 
And,  then,  who  punishes  this  bore  ?  What  sessions 
or  what  assizes  for  him  !  What  bill  is  found  against 
him?  Who  indicts  him?  When  the  judges  have 
gone  their  vernal  and  autumnal  rounds,  the  sheep- 
Etealer  disappears — the  swindler  gets  ready  for  the 
Bay — the  solid  parts  of  the  murderer  are  preserved 
in  anatomicd  collections.  But  after  twenty  years 
of  Clime,  the  bore  is  discovered  in  the  same  house, 
in  tiie  same  attitude,  eating  the  same  soup — untried 
— unpunished — undissected. 

MosK  Lewis's  Triokdt  of  Alfonso. — This  tra- 
gedy delights  in  eiplosions.  Alfonso's  empire  is 
destroyed  by  a  blast  of  gunpowder,  and  restored  by 
s  clap  of  thunder.  After  the  death  of  Ctesario,  and 
a  short  eihortation  to  that  purpose  by  Orsino,  all 
the  conspirators  fal!  down  in  a  thunderclap,  ask  par- 
don of  the  king,  and  are  forgiven.  This  miiture 
of  physical  and  moral  power  ia  beautiful  I  How  in- 
teresting a  water-spout  would  appear  among  Mr. 
Lewis's  kings  and  queens.  We  anxiously  look  for- 
ward, in  his  nest  tragedy,  to  a  &I1  of  snow,  three 
or  four  feet  deep,  or  expect  a  plot  shall  gradually 
unfold  itself  by  means  of  a  general  thaw, 

AMERiciN  Ice. — Shortly  after  the  repudiation  of 
the  Pennsylvanian  bonds,  Sydney  Smith  was  shown 
a  lump  of  American  ice,  upon  which  he  remarked, 
"  That  he  was  glad  to  see  any  thing  solvent  oo-  - 
Irom  America." 

CiNNiBi LB.— Sydney  Smith  is  said  to  have  gi> 
Bome  advice  to  the  bishop  of  New  Zealand,  previi 
W  bis  departure,  recommending  him  to  have  regi 
to  the  minor  aa  well  as  to  the  more  grave  duties  of 
his  station — to  be  ^ven  to  hospitably — t 
der  to  meet  the  tastes  of  hia  native  guests . 
be  without  a  smoked  little  boy  in  the  bacon  sack,  and 
a  cold  clergyman  on  the  side-board.     "Ar 
myself,  my  lord,"  he  concluded,  "all  I  cai 
that  I  hope  you  will  not  disagree  with  the  i 

A  DiNSER  Party. — An  excellent  and 
ranged  dinner  is  a  most  pleasing  oociirren<?  , 
great  triumph  of  civilized  life.  It  is  not  only  the 
descending  morsel  and  the  enveloping  sanoe,  but 
the  rank,  wealth,  wit,  and  beauty  which  surround 


..  _  .  aeats ;  the  learned  management  of  light  and 
heat;  the  silent  and  rapid  services  of  the  attend- 
ants; the  smiling  and  sedulous  host,  proffering 
gnats  and  relishes;  the  eiotic  bottles;  the 
bossed  plate ;  the  pleasant  remarks ;  the  h 
dresses;  the  Gunning  artifices  in  fi^it  and  iuiiuh; 
The  hour  of  dinner,  in  short,  includes  every  thing 
usual  and  intellectual  gratification,  which  a 
great  nation  glories  In  producing. 

DiTELLiKn. — Though  barbarous  in  civilized,  is  a 
highly  civilized  institution  among  barbarous  people ; 
and  when  compared  to  assassination,  is  a  prodigious 
victory  gained  over  human  passions. 
Btjhnino  Chimset-Sweeps. — A  large  party  are 
vited  to  dinner,  a  great  display  is  to  be  made ; 
and  about  an  hour  before  dinner,  there  is  an  alarm 
that  the  kitchen  chimney  is  on  fire!     It  is  impossi- 
ble to  put  off  the  distuiguiahed  persons  who  are  ei- 
peeted.    It  gela  very  late  for  the  soup  and  fish; 
the  cook  is  frantic ;  all  eyes  are  turned  upon  the 
ible  consolation  of  the  master  chi  mncy -sweeper ; 
id  up  into  the  midst  of  the  burning  chimney  is 
■nt  one  of  the  miserable  Utile  infants  of  the  brush  1 
There  is  a  positive  prohibition  of  this  practice,  and 
lactment  of  penalties  in  one  of  the  acts  of  Par- 
lUt  which  respect  chimney-sweepers.    But  what 
jra  acts  of  Parliament,  when  the  pleasures  of 
genteel  people  are  concerned  ?  or  what  is  a  toasted 
child,  compared  to  the  agonies  of  the  mistress  of 
the  house  with  a  deraaged  dinner? 

EsiiOTUEST  OF  LiFE. — Eunul,  wTctchedness,  me- 
lancholy, groans,  and  sighs,  are  the  offering  which 
these  unhappy  Methodists  make  to  a  Deity,  who  has 
covered  the  earth  with  gay  colors,  and  scented  it 
with  riub  perfumes ;  and  shown  us,  by  the  plan  and 
order  of  his  works,  that  he  has  ^vea  to  m  some 
thing  better  than  a  bare  existence,  and  scattered 
over  his  creation  a  thousand  superfluous  jo  a  wh  ch 
arc  totally  unnecessary  to  the  mere  support  of  hfe 
Bulls. — A  bull  is  exactly  the  counterpart  of  a 
witticism;  for  as  wit  discovers  real  relat  ona  that 
are  not  apparent,  bulls  admit  apparent  r  lat  o  s 
that  are  not  real.  The  pleasure  arising  f  on  I  nils 
proceeds  from  our  surprise  at  suddenly  di  cove  ng 
two  things  to  be  dissimilar  in  which  a  resemblance 
might  have  been  suspected.  The  same  doctrine 
will  apply  to  wit  and  bulls  in  action.  Pract  al  w  t 
discovers  conneotioti  or  relation  betwec  act  ons 
in  which  duller  understandings  discover  none  and 
practical  bulls  oripnale  from  an  apparent  relation 
between  two  actions  which  more  corre  t  under 
standings  immediately  perceive  to  have  none  at  all 
In  the  5te  rebelhon  in  Ireland,  the  rebels,  who  had 
conceived  a  high  degree  of  indignation  against 
some  great  banker,  passed  a  resolution  that  they 
would  burn  his  notes  ;— which  they  accordingly  did, 
with  great  assiduity;  forgetting,  that  in  burning 
his  notes,  they  were  destroying  bis  debts,  and  that 
for  every  note  which  went  into  the  flames,  a  corres- 
pondent value  went  into  the  banker's  pocket,  A 
gentleman,  in  speaking  of  a  nobleman's  wife,  of 
great  rank  and  fortune,  lamented  very  much  that 
she  had  no  children.  A  medical  gentleman  who 
was  present  observed,  that  to  have  no  children  was 
a  great  misfortune,  but  he  thought  he  had  remarked 
it  was  here^tary  in  some  ftmilies.    Take  any  in- 
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stance  of  this  branch  of  the  ridiculous,  and  you  will 
always  find  an  apparent  relation  of  ideas  leading  to 
a  complete  incoasjstencj.  There  are  some  bulls  eo 
extremely  fallacious,  chat  any  man  maji  imagine 
himself  to  have  been  betrayed  into  them ;  but  these 
are  rare ;  and,  in  general,  it  is  a  poor,  contemptible 
species  of  amusement;  a  delight  in  which 


badtn 


n  wit. 


Clasbicai  Glory. — Dr.  Gongc,  the  celebrated 
Grecian,  upon  hearing  the  praises  of  the  great  king 
of  Prussia,  entertained  considerable  doubts  whether 
the  king,  with  all  his  victorlee,  knew  bow  to  conju- 
gate a  Greek  verb  in  ft. 

CmRADHE. — If  thej  are  made  at  all,  they  should 
be  made,  without  benefit  qt  clergy,  the  offender 
Bhouid  be  instantly  hurried  off  to  eiecution,  and 
be  cut  otr  in  the  middle  of  his  dutness,  without 
being  allowed  to  explain  to  tlic  ciccutioner,  why  his 
first  is  like  his  second,  Or  what  is  the  resemblance 
between  his  fourth  and  his  ninth. 

Materialisk. — Sydney  Smith  was  once  dining 
with  a  French  gentleman,  who  was  indulging,  not, 
perhaps,  in  the  best  pos^ble  taste,  both  before  and 
during  dinner,  in  a  variety  of  freethinking  specula- 
tions,  and  ended  by  avowing  himself  a  materialist. 
"Very  good  soup  this,"  said  Mr.  Smith.  "  Oui, 
Monsieur,  c'est  excellentey  *'Pray,  sir,  do  you  be- 
lieve in  a  cook  S" 

OrFioiiL  Drbb3, — The  Americans,  wo  believe, 
are  the  first  persons  who  have  discarded  the  tailor 
in  the  administration  of  jusljee,  and  his  auxiliary 
tlie  barber— two  perflona  of  endless  importance  in 
codes  and  pand  f  £       p        A  judge  adminis- 

ters justice,  with  t  cal  nfi  w  g  and  party-color- 
ed gown,  in  a  c  t  dp  t  I  n^.  He  is  obeyed, 
however;  and  Lf  d  p  p  y  e  not  badly  pro- 
tected in  the  Cm  d  St  le  We  shall  be  de- 
nounced by  the  I  as  th  ts  and  jacobins ; 
but  we  must  sa  th  t  w  h  d  bts  whether  one 
atom  of  useful  fl  dd  d  to  men  in  impor- 
tant situations  by  any  color,  quantity,  or  configura- 
tion of  cloth  and  hair.  The  true  progress  of  refine- 
ment, we  conceive,  is  to  discard  all  the  mountebank 
drapery  of  bartiarous  ages.  One  row  of  gold  and 
fur  falls  off  after  another  from  the  robe  of  power, 
and  is  picked  up  and  worn  by  the  parish  beadle  and 
the  eihibitor  of  wild  beasts.  Meantime,  the  affict- 
ed  wiseacre  mourns  over  equality  of  garment,  and 
wotteth  not  of  two  men,  whose  doublets  have  cost 
alike,  how  one  shall  command  and  the  other  obey, 

PcLPiT  Eloquence. — Pulpit  discourses  have  in- 


cloquence.  It  is  only  by  the  fresh  feelings  of  the 
heart,  that  mankind  can  be  very  powerfully  affect- 
ed. What  can  be  more  ludicrous  than  an  orator 
delivering  stale  indignation,  and  fervor  of  a  week 
o!d;  turning  over  whole  pi^es  of  violent  passions, 
written  out  in  German  teit ;  reading  the  tropes 
and  apostrophes  into  which  iie  is  hurried  by  the  ar- 
dor of  his  mind;  and  so  afiected  at  a  proconcorted 
line  and  page,  that  he  is  unable  to  proceed  any 

Imp'Aitinence  of  an  Ofinion. — It  is  always  con- 
sidered as  a  piece  of  impertinence  in  England,  if  a 
man  of  less  than  two  or  three  thousand  a  year  has 
any  opinions  at  all  upon  important  aubjecta. 


Prison  ReriREMEST. — Since  the  benevolent  How- 
ard attacked  our  prisons,  incarceration  has  become 
not  only  healthy,  but  elegant ;  and  a  county  jail  is 
precisely  the  place  to  which  any  pauper  might  widi 
to  retire,  to  gratify  his  taste  for  magnificeuce  as 
well  as  comfort.  Upon  the  same  principle,  there  ia 
some  risk  that  transportation  will  be  considered  one 
of  the  surest  roads  to  honor  and  wealth ;  and  that 
no  felon  will  hear  a  verdict  of  "  not  guilty"  without 
considering  himself  as  cut  off  in  the  fairest  career 
of  prosperity. 

Parasites, — Nature  descends  down  to  infinite 
smallness.  A  great  man  has  his  parasites ;  and  if 
you  take  a  large,  buzzing  blue-bottle  fly,  and  look 
at  it  in  a  microscope,  you  may  see  twenty  or  thirty 
little  u^ly  insects  crowhiig  about  it,  which,  doubt- 
less,  think  their  fly  to  be  the  bluest,  grandest,  mer- 
riest, most  important  animal  in  the  universe;  and 
are  convinced  the  world  would  be  at  an  end  if  it 
ceased  to  buzz. 

The  Theatre. — There  is  someth'ng  'n  the  wo  d 
Playhoaie  which  seems  so  closely  connec  ed  n  he 
minds  of  some  people,  with  ^  and  &  Un  hat  t 
stands  in  their  vocabulary  for  e  e  y  spec  es  of 
abomination.  And  yet  why?  Whe  e  e  e  y 
feeling  more  roused  in  favor  of  vi  ue  ha  at  a 
good  play?  Where  ia  goodness  so  e  Ingy  so 
enthusiastically  learned  f  What  so  so  e  o  as  o 
see  the  excellent  passions  of  the  human  h  art  caUed 
forth  by  a  great  actor,  animated  by  a  great  poet  ? 
to  hear  Siddons  repeat  what  Shakspere  wrote  ?  To 
behold  the  child  and  his  mother — the  noble  and 
the  poor  artisan — the  monarch  and  his  subjects — 
all  ages  and  all  ranks  convulsed  with  one  comnon 
passion — wrung  with  one  common  anguish,  and, 
with  loud  sobs  and  cries,  doing  involuntary  homage 
to  the  God  that  made  their  hearts  I  What  wretch- 
ed infatuation  to  interdict  such  amusements  as 
these  1  What  a  blessing  that  mankind  can  bo  al- 
lured from  sensual  gratification,  and  find  relaiatiot) 
and  pleasure  in  such  pursuits  1 

Use  and  Abuse. — A  certain  authoress  interdicts 
cards  and  assemblies.  No  cards,  because  cards  are 
employed  in  gaming ;  no  assemblies,  because  many 
dissipated  persons  pass  their  lives  in  assemblies. 
Carry  this  but  a  little  further,  and  we  must  say,  no 
wine,  because  of  drunkenness;  no  meat,  because  of 
gluttony ;  no  use,  that  there  may  be  nu  abuse  \ 

Mev  and  Beasts, — I  have  sometimes,  perhaps, 
felt  a  little  nncasy  at  Gxeter  'Change,  from  contrast- 
ing the  monkeys  with  the  'prentice-boys  who  are 
tenzing  them ;  but  a  few  pages  of  IiOcke,  or  a  few 
fines  of  Milton,  have  always  restored  me  to  tran- 
quilUty,  and  convinced  mo  that  the  superiority  of 
men  had  nothing  to  fear. 

Nahrow-kinded  FEBSONg.  —  A  narrow-minded 
person  has  not  a  thought  beyond  the  little  sphere 
of  his  own  vision.  "The  snail,"  say  the  Hindoos, 
"sees  nothing  but  his  own  shell,  and  thinks  it  the 
grandest  palace  in  the  universe." 

FRiaHTFCL  TO  Think  OF. — An  injudicious  adhe- 
rent of  Mr.  Pereival,  the  coUeague  of  Canning,  hav- 
ing mentioned  drugs  among  the  articles  to  be  inter- 
cepted by  the  English  ships,  in  order  to  make  the 
French  more  disposed  for  peace,  the  opportunity 
which  it  ofibred  to  Sydney  Smith  for  displaying  his 
powers  of  ridicule,  was  too  tempting  to  be  lost,  and 
he  has  thus  '  shown  up '  the  affair,  in  the  '  Letter! 
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of  Petec  Pliimley:'  "What  a  sublime  Ihoiight," 
BxciftimB  Puter,  "that  no  pui^e  can  now  be  taken 
batweeo  the  Weaec  and  the  Garonne;  that  the 
buathng  pestle  is  still,  the  canorous  mortar  mute, 
and  the  bonels  of  mankind  lockeij  up  for  fourteen 
degreea  of  latitude!  When,  I  should  be  curions  to 
know,  vere  all  the  powers  of  crudity  and  flatulence 
tnUy  explained  to  his  majesty's  ministers?  At 
■what  period  was  this  great  plan  of  conquest  and 
constipation  full;  developed?  In  whose  mind  waa 
the  idea  of  destroying  the  pride  and  the  plasters  of 
France  first  engendered  f  Without  castor  oil  they 
might,  for  3ome  months,  to  be  sure,  have  carried 
on  a  lingering  wnr;  but  can  they  do  without  bark? 
Will  the  people  hve  under  a  govemraent  where  an- 
timonial  powders  cannot  he  procured  ?  Will  they 
bear  the  loss  of  mercury?  'There's  the  rub.' 
Depend  upon  it,  tlie  absence  of  materia  medica  will 
soon  brmg  them  to  their  senses,  and  the  cry  of 
Bimrbim  and  bolus  burst  forth  &om  the  Baltic  to 
the  Mediterranean," 

EnnCATiON  AT  Botany  Bat.— Sydney  Smith,  in 
enforcing  the  necessity  of  educating  the  children  of 
the  convicts  at  Botany  Bay,  humorously  remarks, 
"Nothing  but  the  earliest  attention  to  the  habits 
of  children,  can  restrain  the  erratic  finger  from  the 
contiguous  scrip,  or  prevent  the  hereditary  tenden- 
cy to  larcenous  abstraetioue." 

Ecclesiastical  Joees. — Sydney  Smith  has  been 
blamed  for  pushing  his  jests  to  an  extremity  that 
deserved  Dr.  Johnson's  rebuke  on  the  employment 
of  "idle  and  indecent  applications  of  aenti 
taken  from  the  Scriptures ;  a  mode  of  merri 
whiiih  a  good  man  dreads  for  its  profaneness,  i 
witty  man  diaduns  for  its  ease  and  rulgarity."  For 
Instance,  his  description  of  Rogers'  dimng  room — 
"a  blaie  of  light  above,  and  below  nothing  but 
darkness  and  gnashing  of  teeth."  Also,  the  oft- 
quoted  reply  to  Landseer,  the  great  animal  painter, 
who  wished  him  to  ut  for  his  picture — "  la  thy  ser- 
vant a  dog  that  he  should  do  this  thing  ?"  And 
again,  his  well-known  answer  to  a  friend,  who,  at 
the  time  of  the  non-payment  of  the  Pennsylvania 
interest,  congratulated  him  on  his  happy  circum- 
stances. "And  you,"  said  Smith,  in  the  words  of 
Paul,  "Would  that  you  weiis  altogether  such 
ttm — except  these  bonds !" 

■FiRGiLiAN  Pdn. — Smith  proposed,  as  a  mott 
Bishop  Burgesa,  brother  to  the  well-known  fish 
sauce  purveyor, 

ffruvt  jompridem  sajtda  carL 

Thi  Wrong  Word. — Preaching  a  charity  sermon, 
he  frequently  repeated  the  aasertion  that  Enghah- 
men  were  distinguished  for  the  love  of  their  species. 
The  collection  happened  to  be  inferior  to  his  ex- 
pectations, and  he  said  that  he  bad  evidently  uaed 
the  wrong  word — his  cKpreeaion  should  hare  been, 
that  they  were  distinguished  for  their  love  of  their 
specie. 

Samarita         \  y        fi  d    p    p 


Stage-Co     h  Tb     e  n       M 

stage-coach        I      w  alk      I 

amusing  jo  m  m  h       ah 

I  had  been   conversing  for  aome 


looked  out  of  the  window  as  we  approached  York 
and  said,  'There  is  a  very  clever  man,  they  say, 
d-—  odd  fellow,  Uves  near  here — Sydney 
_  1  believe.'  '  He  may  be  a  very  odd  fellow,' 
said  I,  taking  off  my  hat  to  him,  and  laughing,  'and 
but  odd  aa  he  is,  he  is  here,  very 
much  at  your  service.'  Poor  man '.  I  thought  he 
.'ould  have  sunk  into  his  boots,  and  vanished 
through  the  bed  of  the  carriage,  he  was  so  dis- 
tressed ;  but  I  thought  I  had  better  tell  him  at 
might  proceed  to  say  I  had  murdered 
my  grandmother,  which  I  must  have  resented,  you 

On  another  occasion,  some  years  later,  when  go- 
ing to  Brougham  Hall,  two  raw  Scotch  girls  got  in- 
to the  coach  in  the  dark,  near  Carlisle.  '  It  is  very 
disagreeable  getting  into  a  coach  in  the  dark,'  ex- 
claimed one,  after  arran^ng  her  bandboxes  ;  '  one 
cannot  see  one's  company.'  'Very  true,  ma'am, 
and  you  have  a  great  loss  in  not  seeing  me,  for  I 
am  a  remarkably  handsome  man.'  'Nt,  sir!  are 
you  really  ?'  said  both.  '  Tes,  and  in  the  flower  of 
my  youth.'  '  What  a  pity !'  said  they.  We  soon 
passed  near  a  lamp-post :  they  both  darted  forward 
to  get  a  look  at  me.  'La.  sir,  you  seem  very  stout.' 
'Ohm 


t  all,  n; 


,'s  only  my  great 
'  To  Brougham 


Where  are 
'Why,  you  must^h 
going  to  Brougham  Hall.'  ■  I  am  a  very  remarka- 
ijle  man,  ma'am."  At  Penrith  they  got  out,  after 
having  talked  incessantly,  and  tried  every  possible 
means  to  discover  who  I  was,  exclfuming  as  they 
went  off  laughing,  '  Well,  it  ia  very  provoking  wo 
can't  sen  you,  but  we'll  find  out  who  you  are  at  the 
hall;  Lord  Brougham  always  comes  to  the  hall  at 
Penrith,  and  we  shall  certainly  be  there,  and  shall 
soon  discover  your  name.' 

Youth  ano  rAMiLiARiTV. — One  evening,  at  a  din- 
ner party,  he  was  eicesaively  annoyed  by  the  fa- 
miliarity of  a  young  fop,  who  constantly  addressed 
him  as  "Smith." — "Smith,  pass  the  wme,"  and  so 
forth.  Presently  the  young  gentleman  stated  that 
he  had  received  an  mvitation  to  dine  with  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  and  asked  the  reverend  canon 
"  what  sort  of  a  fellow  "  he  was. 

"  A  very  good  sort  of  a  fellow,  indeed,"  replied 
the  satirist ;  "  only,  let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  ad- 
vice— don't  call  him  Howley." 

This  rebuff  vastly  amused  tbe  company ;  but  the 
object  of  it,  being  a  fool  at  all  points,  did  not  see 
this  point,  and  talked  on  in  happy  unconsciousness. 
Soon  alter,  one  of  the  company  rose  to  depart, 
pleading  an  engagement  to  a  soiree  at  Gore  House. 

"  Take  me  with  you,"  roars  young  hopeful.  "  I've 
the  greatest  possible  desire  to  know  Lady  Bless- 
ington." 

This  request  was  very  naturally  demurred  to,  on 
the  ground  that  a  visitor  was  not  authorized  to  in- 
troduce uninvited  guests. 

"Oh!"  sud  Sydney  Smith,  "never  mind;  I'm 
sure  that  her  ladyship  will  be  delighted  to  see  our 
young  friend;  the  weather's  uncommonly  hot,  and 
you  can  say  that  you  have  brought  with  you  the 
cnol  of  the  evening. 

Doof. — "No,  I  don't  like  dogs;  I  always  expect 
them  to  go  mad.  A  lady  asked  mo  once  for  a  mot- 
to for  her  dog  Spot.  I  proposed,  'Out,  damned 
Spotr  hut  she  did  not  think  it  sentimental  enough. 
You  remember  the  story  of  the  French  marquise. 
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who,  when  her  pet  lap-dog  bit  a  jwece  out  of  her 
footman's  leg,  eiclaimed,  'Ah,  poor  little  beast!  I 
hope  it  won't  mabe  him  sick.'    I  culled  one  day  on 

Mrs. ,  and  her  lap-dog  flew  at  my  leg  and  bit 

it.  After  pitying  her  dog,  like  the  French  mar- 
quise, she  did  ail  she  could  to  comfort  me,  by  as- 
suring me  the  dog  vbb  a  Dissenter,  and  hated  the 
Church,  and  was  brought  up  in  a  Tory  family.  But 
whether  the  bite  came  from  madness  or  dissent,  I 
knew  myself  too  well  to  neglect  it;  and  went  on 
a  Burgeon  and  liad  it  cut  out,  making 


nthe  w 


T  that  b< 


Dinner  in  the  Cocntrt. — What  misery  hi 
beings  inflict  on  each  other  under  the  nam 
pleasure!     We  went  to  dine  last  Thursday 

Mr. ,  a  neighboring  clet^yman,  a  haunci 

veiiisoa  being  the  stimulos  to  Che  invitation, 
set  out  at  five  o'clock,  drove  in  a  broiling  su: 
dusty  roads,  three  miles  in  our  beat  gowns,  found 
squire  and  parsons  assembled  in  a  small  hot  r 
the  whole  house  redolent  of  frying;  taiked,  as  is 
our  wont,  of  roads,  weather,  and  turnips;    t'    ' 
done,  hegaa  to  grow  hungry,  then  serious,  then 
patient.     At  last,  a  striphng,  evidently  caught 
tor  the  occasion,  opened  the  door  and  beckoned 


ir  host  out  of  the  room.  After  some  moments  of 
vful  suspense,  he  returned  to  us  with  a  face  of 
ranch  distress,  saying,  'The  woman  assisting  in  the 
kitchen  had  mistaken  the  soup  for  dirty  water,  and 
had  thrown  it  away,  so  we  mast  do  without  it ;'  we 
dl  agreed  it  was  perhaps  as  well  we  should,  under 
.he  circumstances.  At  last,  to  our  joy,  dinner  was 
announced;  but  oh,  ye  gods!  as  we  entered  the 
dining-room  what  a  gale  met  our  noses  I  The  Teni- 
son  was  high,  the  venison  was  uneatable,  and  was 
obliged  to  follow  the  soup  with  all  speed. 

Dinner  proceeded,  but  our  spirits  flagged  under 
these  accumulated  misfortunes:  there  was  an  omi- 
nous pause  between  the  first  and  second  course ; 
we  looked  each  other  in  the  face — what  new  disas- 
ter awaited  us?  The  pause  became  fearful.  At 
last,  the  door  burst  open,  and  the  boy  rushed  in, 
calling  aloud,  '  Please,  sir,  has  Betty  any  right  to 
leather  I  ?'  What  human  gravity  could  stand  this  ? 
Wa  roared  with  laughter;  all  took  part  against 
Betty,  obtained  the  second  course  with  some  difG- 
cutty,  bored  each  other  the  usual  time,  ordered  our 
carriages,  eipecting  our  post-boys  to  be  drunk,  and 
were  grateful  to  Providence  for  not  permitting 
them  to  deposit  us  in  a  wet  ditch.  So  much  for 
dinners  in  the  country! 


JKREMT  SCRAP,  THE  OPTIMIST. 


—It  na  haiJiKiiB  fui 


)r  the  best 


SocH  are  the  songs  of  Jeremy,  the  only  ones  (or 
one)  he  ever  heard,  sang,  or  knew  in  this  or  any 
world.  Nay,  it  is  the  only  bit  of  Queen's  English 
that  he  has  by  heart ;  and  at  the  very  core  of  that 
heart,  whenever  it  may  stop,  will  the  sanguine  let- 
ters be  found  stamped. 

He  said  the  thing  soon  after  he  was  weaned,  and 
he  will  say  it  with  nis  last  breath.  He  says  it  in 
spring,  summer,  autumn,  and  winter.  It  is  his  cry 
at  Ladv-dav,  Midsummer,  Michaelmas,  and  Christ- 
mas. He  utt«rs  the  same  note  at  breakfast,  dinner, 
tea,  and  supper.  He  would  alike  proclaim  the 
identical  fact,  or  sentiment,  at  bridal  or  funeral, 
whether  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  or  America.  The 
eong  is  equally  poured  into  the  ear  of  man,  woman, 
and  child.  He  has  but  the  one  salutation,  the  one 
comfortable  maxim,  for  £Hend,  enemy,  or  stranger. 
He  goes  to  bed  with  it  sticking  in  his  throat,  and 
wakes  up  with  it  stipiNog  from  his  lips.  He  trum- 
pets his  fiiTortle  maiim  in  cluba,  highways,  steam- 
boats, churches,  theatres,  omnibuses,  parlors,  sleep- 
ing-rooms, ball-rooms,  Ubraries,  and  holes  and 
corners.  He  gives  breath  to  the  assertion  in  other 
people's  houses,  and  in  hia  own.    He  avows  a  hke 

and  in  country  quarters.  He  said  it  when  he  was 
cobbed  of  a  thousand  pounds,  and  he  would  say  it 
if  he  stood  in  the  felon's  dock  at  the  Old  Bailey, 
charged  with  robbery  in  turn.  If  his  mutton  chop 
were  done  up  to  a  chip,  or  if  the  Bank  of  England 
were  to  break ;  if  he  had  taken  a  bad  half-crown, 
or  if  the  universal  sky  had  faHeo,  his  cry  then,  and 
hi  all  cases,  would  infallibly  be  the  same :— "  It  aU 
happens  for  the  beet." 

It  is  a  grand  idea,  to  be  sure  ;  but  then  it  is  only 
ime.    No  matter  for  ita  not  being  qtute  new, — if  it 


were  divisible — if  it  admitted  of  modification — if  it 
were  less  rigid,  arbitrary,  poMtiv*. 

To  have  but  one  idea,  and  that  not  your  own,  is 
better  than  to  be  quite  notionless;  yet  this  system 
of  measuring  every  crooked  line  of  life  by  one 
straight  rule,  does  involve  some  ditlicallies  and  in- 
accuracies, no  doubt.  It  may  be  very  true — true 
as  truth,  in  every  imaginable  application  of  it — al- 
ways right  when  applied  upon  that  particular  prin- 
ciple which  renders  it  imposable  to  be  wrong ;  yet 
truth  itself,  we  know,  is  sometinnes  attended  with 
inflnite  (apparent)  anomahea  and  contradictions, 
arising  out  of  the  time  chosen  for  the  utterance  of 
it.  The  truth  of  one  hour  seems  gross  falsehood 
the  noit,  though  truth  stiU.  The  rule  of  right  here, 
is  the  wrong  rule  there,  though  in  principle  right  as 

Thus,  the  expression,  "It  all  happens  for  the 
best,"  may  well  become  the  lips  of  a  father,  when 
the  exulting  nurse  places  in  his  surprised  and  insuf- 
ficient arms,  two  little  new-bom  copies  of  him 
instead  of  one ;  but  the  remark  does  not  ao  well 
apply  jeara  aftervarda,  when  one  of  the  twins  push- 
es the  other  into  a  lime-kiln,  or  both  conspire  to 
eilect  B  most  successful  forgery  of  the  paternal 
hand-writing  lodged  at  the  banker's. 

Again,  it  all  happens  fbr  the  best,  haa  a  noble 
and  hospitable  sound,  when  your  wife's  mother,  and 
her  three  unmarried  daughters,  come  to  stay  a 
month  or  two  with  you  in  your  snug  retreat,  they 
having  by  various  cross  purposes  been  turned  tem- 
porarily out  of  their  own  house ;  yet  it  has  not  so 
sweet  a  sound,  but  indeed  a  very  cracked  and  hol- 
low one  at  times,  when  you  find  that  they  do  not 
intend  ever  to  go  away  again. 

It  all  happens  for  the  best,  is  not  by  any  means 
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JEBEHT  SCRAP,  THE  OPTIMIBT. 


trcBpassing,  in  a.  man-trap;  but  it  has  a  horrid 
click,  it,  falla  with  a  painful  report  upon  the  ear, 
when  we  discover  that  our  dearest  friend  has  been 
occidentall;  shot  b;  B  spring  gun,  while  pursuing 
the  rascal. 

But  the  two  circumstances  woulii  be  treated  as 
one  by  the  philosophic,  slngle-thoughted  Jeremy 
Bcrafi.  It  all  happens  for  the  best,  is  his  song  and 
his  sermon.  He  has  some  party  predilections;  but 
whether  Whig  or  Tory  come  in,  he  is  aaliafied  that 
it  happens  for  the  best.  He  is  capable  of  ardent 
friendship ;  but  whether  the  sharer  of  his  heart  win 
or  lose  the  prize  of  honor  and  power  aimed  at,  moves 
not  the  deep  spring  of  feeling  within  him — either 
way,  he  is  sure  that  the  best  has  happened.  He  is 
B  fond  husband,  but  if  his  wife  were  to  run  off  with 
the  penny-postman  next  St.  Valentine's  day,  hia 
wound  would  gape  to  receive  the  same  balm,  and 
the  same  balm  would  be  poured  into  it  profusely : — 
It  alt  happens  for  the  best. 

When  Jeremy  was  horsewhipped  by  mistake, 
simply  because  he  happened  to  put  on  a  blue  coat 
with  bright  buttons,  he  found  immense  comfort — 
it  all  happened  for  the  best: — the  right  man  had 
been  spared  a  doling,  and  the  intemperate  whip- 
per  had  to  pay  damages  alt  the  same. 

When  he  lost  fifteen  hundred  at  whist  at  a  sit- 
tmg,  he  rubbed  hia  palms  together  within  a  few 
weeks,  and  chuckled  at  the  agreeable  recollection. 
With  that  same  gum  of  money,  he  had  been  on  the 
eve  of  buying  a  little  place  in  Eeaei ;  and  the  gen- 
tleman who  had  taken  it  in  ins  slead,  had  just  been 
tossed  by  a  bull. 

Nobody  has  a  right  to  find  fault  with  Jeremy 
Scrap's  practice  in  all  its  irarticulara:  everyone  is 
privileged  if  he  chooses,  without  injury  to  another, 
thus  to  turn  hia  wrongs,  losses,  and  miseries  into 
gains  and  comforts;  and  he  is  wise  in  so  doing, 
provided  his  philosophy  prevent  him  not  from  see- 
ii^,  that  one  thing  is  in  itself— apart  from  its 
'•happening"  to  the  wrong  person,  or  out  of  sea- 


son— decidedly  better  than  another,  and  more  wor- 
thy  the  endeavor  to  secure  it.  Jeremy  has  a  free- 
born  Englishman's  perfect  and  unadulterated  right 
to  rejoice,  when  his  fields  are  flooded,  and  his  crops 
are  destroyed;  when  his  uninsured  house  is  burnt 
to  the  ground;  when  he  takes  a  leap  too  mueh, 
and,  breaking  his  hunter's  neck,  riaka  his  own; — 
in  these  cases,  let  him  cry  as  loud  as  he  will,  "  It 
all  happens  for  the  best,"  and  be  as  happy  as  the 

But  his  right  is  not  so  natural  and  clear,  to  raise 
the  same  cry,  when  his  stack  of  hay  or  wheat  is  de- 
stroyed, not  by  accident,  but  the  incendiary  ;  when 
his  favorite  mare  is  poisoned  on  the  eve  of  a  race, 
in  which  he  was  sure  to  lose ;  when  a  villain  knocks 
hak  his  brains  out  on  the  highway,  but  only  robs 
him  of  three-and-Mipence  after  all !  It  all  happens 
for  the  best,  is  his  sure  note  of  comfort  under 
wrongs  and  calamities  such  as  these ;  but  what 
right  has  he  to  rejoice  in  another's  wrong-doing,  or 
to  assert  that  the  wickedness  of  his  fellow-creatures 
happens  for  the  best. 

Jeremj  is  decidedly  in  the  wrong;  every  thing 
does  mil  happen  for  the  best.  It  may  soothe  his 
bruised  and  aching  head  to  reflect,  that  although 
he  was  sorely  beaten  on  the  sconce  by  the  high- 
wayman, he  had  left  his  purse  of  gold  at  home; 
but  the  good  little  Christian  philosopher  should  not 
forget,  though  the  remembrance  may  trouble  his 
tranqnil  doze,  that  One  who  feels  heat  and  cold,  as 
he  does — who  had  father  and  mother,  as  he  had — 
who  has  thought,  pasaon,  nerves,  sinews,  hopes, 
fears,  as  he  has — who  has  frail  flesh,  and  soul  inde- 
struclible,  as  ho  has — had  committed  a  robbery  and 
outrage  upon  his  fellow — broken,  rashly,  wilfully 
broken,  the  bond  of  brotherhood ! 

No,  Jeremy  Scrap  ;  that  never  yet  happened  for 
the  beat  on  any  highway  of  the  world,  and  it  ia  of 
no  use  to  seek  comfort  in  your  favorite  cry,  or  to 
attempt  a  universal  cure  with  one  precious  medi- 


,,  Google 


INGENIOtrS   DEFENCE.      QUID   PKO   QUO. 


It  considers  tliat  Scrap's  wrongs  and  injuries,  how- 
ever received,  are  his  personal  property,  and  that 
be  may  dance  at  hia  own  funeral  if  be  likes,  without 
being  at  all  bound  to  consider  the  ahoek  to  he  Bus- 
taioed  by  the  injured  and  disappointed  jnoumers. 
The  worid  would  not  esteem  him  «.  be  one  hit  in 
the  wrong,  if  he  wore  to  treat  the  very  woret  that 
could  befal!  himself  with  the  oitreme  of  levity ;— if, 
for  example,  he  were  to  walk  off  conacioualy  and 
deliberately  to  a  hall  and  supper,  having  within  him 
a  large  poisoned  dumpling  wldch  had  hecn  admin- 
istered by  his  housekeeper,  to  whom  he  had  given 
notice  that  he  had  no  idea  of  marrying  at  present. 
No,  no ;  people  would  only  admire  hia  magnanimity 
and  resignation;  and  however  large  the  dumpling, 
and  rep£te  with  eugar  of  lead,  they  would  be  apt 
not  merely  to  approve,  but  to  echo  hia  cry  of  con- 
tent— "  It  all  happened  for  the  best." 

The  cool  world,  however,  as  we  all  know,  warms 
up  fast  enough  upon  occasions ;  and  quarrel  it  will, 
and  does,  with  Jeremy  Scrap  as  oflen  as  he  apphes 
the  balm  of  bis  maxims  to  *ny  other  wounds  than 
his  omt.  This  is  the  point — this  is  where  hia  doe- 
trine  ieada  him  into  dilemmas,  some  of  them  the 
most  grave,  some  the  most  whimaical.  If  Scrap 
had  hia  head  in  the  lion's  month  when  the  lion's 
tal!  wagged,  hia  inward  expiring  cry,  "  It  all  hap- 
pens for  the  best,"  would  he  echoed  from  without, 
with  "  All  right."  But  when  Jeremy  ia  but  a  by- 
stander— mark  this  difference! — and  when  he  aees 
a  hungry  wolf  scampering  off  with  a  mouthful  of 
calf  and  black  ailk  stocking,  taken  from  the  leg  of 
an  unsuspeoting  clergyman,  perambulating  among 
his  flock — then  this  pious  ejaculation,  "It  all  hap 
pens  for  the  beat,"  has  an  unfailing  and  natural 
tendency  (o  render  the  mutilated  prop  of  the  church 
more  wild,  with  passion  and  resentment,  than  his 
four-legged  assailant.  We  don't  c«re  what  forli- 
tude  and  heroism  cleric^  flesh  may  be  capable  of 
at  other  seasons,  when  it  is  not  undergoing  any  suf- 
fering at  all;  but  certain  we  are  that 'no  flesh  and 
blood  could  bear  that  terrible  and  eiaaperating 
combination  of  tooth  and  tongue;  the  balm  must 
be  an  enormous  aggravation  of  the  bite. 

This,  nevertheieas,  to  the  present  hour,  is  the 
gentle  Jeremy's  mode  of  prescribing  comfort,  under 
every  form  of  trouble,  difficulty,  and  afSiction  by 
which  man,  or  woman  either,  can  be  visited.  To 
hear  sorrow  is  the  common  lot — but  to  bear,  such 
consolation  qiiiellf  ia  not  common.  In  the  case 
which  we  have  already  taken  the  great  liberty  of 
supposing — that  Mrs.  Scrap  might  run  away  with 
the  poatman  on  the  14th  of  February,  Jeremy,  if  it 
BO  please  him,  must  indulge  his  old  reflection  ;  but 
to  go  forth  in  the  garb  of  Christian  philosophy,  and 
raise  this  consoling,  this  vindicatory  outcry  at  an- 
other gentleman's  door,  is,  to  use  a  strong  eipree- 
Bion — another  thing. 

To  the  wearv,  way-worn  man,  wandering  in  search 
of  a  workhouse  to  hia  taste,  or  a  parish  that  has 
within  its  boundaries  even  a  pump  of  a  Christian 


turn  of  mind — with  scores  of  miles  yet  to  walk,  wet, 
cold,  famine-smitten — to  such  a  wretch  when,  foot- 
sore already,  he  runs  a  thorn  through  the  crack  in 
his  bit  of  ahoe — the  heaUng  masim,  "  It  oU  happens 
for  the  best,"  ia  worse  than  a  mockery — it  ia  a 
thorn  run  into  his  heart. 

such  a  tale  to  the  seaman,  when  the  ship 
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it  to  the  struggling  trader, 
when  his  chief  debtor  drops  headlong  into  ruin, 
dragging  him  after ;  nor  to  the  inventor  who  lives 
to  see  uie  completed  work  of  his  brain  enriching 
half  the  worid,  and  leaving  him  a  beggar ;  nor  to 
the  author  whose  manuscript  performs  the  grand 
tour  of  the  great  pubiishera  and  ia  still  "  at  home  " 
— until,  pubUshing  at  his  own  cost,  the  critica,  like 
savages,  come  out  on  the  war-path,  track  him  by 
the  print  ho  makes,  and  then  sctJp  him.  Whisper 
it  not  in  the  sandy  desert  (in  fact,  never  go  there, 
if  you  can  help  it)  when  the  great  winds  arise;  nor 
10  the  dwellers  by  Etna  when  the  lava  rushes  down ; 
nor  to  a  luckless  gentleman  who  loses  hia  place 
under  government,  before  he  has  had  time  to  save 
his  country ;  nor  to  the  eoldier  with  hia  frozen 
wounda ;  nor  to  an '  actor  when  he  loses  three 
pounds  seven  by  his  annual  benefit ;  nor  to  a  nice 
little  boy  with  the  toothache.  Children  are  often 
very  credulous,  and  have  strong  and  fleiile  imagi- 
nations; but  when  you  have  toid  a  kind,  trusting 
little  darling  with  the  toothache,  that  "  it  aU  hap- 
pens for  the  best,"  and  he  haa  believed  you,  bake 
him  in  a  pie — he's  not  fit  to  live ! 

However,  Scrap  does  this.  Jeremy  does  it  every 
day,  as  aure  as  you're  bom.  He  told  Kitty  so  when 
Job  broke  off  the  match  after  a  nine  years'  acquaint- 
ance— she  would  have  slapped  his  face,  only  she 
tainted.  Ee  said  the  same  thing  when  hia  brother, 
of  ail  peraons  who  went  up  in  a  balloon,  was  the 
only  one  who  feU  out.  When  the  "  devouring  ele- 
ment," which  long  threatened  to  burn  down  his 
liouse,  burnt  the  next  door  instead,  he  called  upon 
hia  neighbor  and  coolly  apprised  him  that  it  had 
happened  for  the  best. 

Jeremy  dined  with  ua  on  Christmas-day.  Then, 
when  the  fatal  tidings  reached  the  assembled  party 
— when  the  ahell  exploded  upon  the  dinner-table — 
when  the  one  pang  pierced  through  all  hearts,  like 
a  hot  circling  wire — when  the  festival  had  turned  to 
funeral,  and  ocular  demonstration  had  convinced  all 
that  "the  pudding  had  broken,"  and  that  Smash, 
the  first-born  of  Chaos,  had  spiflicated  that  celestial 
globe — then,  in  the  deepest  gulf  of  our  mortification 
and  agony,  a  deeper  was  opened,  by  the  old  famil- 
iar tone — "It  all  happens  for  the  beat!"  "Last 
Christmas-day  (cried  Jeremy,)  Tom  Gulp  look  plum- 
pudding  three  times,  and  he  died  at  Michaelmas, 
just  as  the  goose  waa  comhig  up !" 

Puddings  will  break,  so  will  banks,  and  some  aay 
hearts — but  that  these  things  should  happen  for  the 
bell !  Bless  the  little  Scrap,  what  must  his  woril 
be! 


IscSKSiotrs  Defence. — An  inveterate  tippler,  in  a 
provincial  town  in  England,  was  fined  five  shillings, 
and  costs,  for  being  found  in  a  state  of  inebriation. 
He  made  an  elaborate  appeal  to  the  magistrate,  in 
mitigation  of  punishment — and,  although  confessing 
his  fault,  demanded  his  immediate  discharge,  as  he 
had  already  been  fined  four  several  times  for  the 
same  offence. 


Qrin  FRO  Quo, — Turner,  the  punter,  was  at  a 
dinner,  where  several  artista,  amateurs,  and  literary 
men  were  convened.  A  poet,  by  way  of  being  fa- 
cetious, proposed  as  a  toast,  "  JSe  I'ainlers  and 
Glaaiera  of  England."  The  toast  was  drunk;  and 
Turner,  ^er  returning  thanks  for  it,  proposed 
"SiKceie  to  the  Paper  Stainera"  and  called  on  the 
poet  to  respond. 
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WOMEN    AND    THEIK    MASTERS. 


No  characters !  What  then,  thought  I  the  other 
evening,  as  Martha,  entered  to  light  the  reading- 
lamp,  whilst  I  again  tOOk  up  the  volume  which  had 
been  laid  down  ae  the  shadows  of  twilight  came  on, 
and  prepared  to  pursue  my  pleasant  way  through 
the  curious  and  original  pages  of  "Woman  and  her 
Master," — what  then  must  become  of  that  hapless 
m^'ority  of  the  female  race  (poor  thiiigs!)  who  de- 
pend upon  servitude  in  some  shape  or  other  for  ex- 
istence— who,  in  infinite  forms,  and  endiess  diversi- 
ties of  occupation,  are  handmaidens  unto  us  the 
masculine  ringers  of  bells  and  issuers  of  mandates, 
and  who,  if  destitute  of  "  characters,"  can  have  no 
utuatioD  in  society — no  place  in  creation  I 

It  was,  perhajs,  the  entrance  of  Martha  that 
turned  the  tide  of  my  thoughts  into  this  channel, 
suddenly  diverting  the  course  of  Speculation  from 
the  grand  subject  of  woman  and  her  master  to  a 
single  branch  of  it — to  the  condition  of  one  great 
class^f  womankind,  mdds  of  all-work,  mop-spin- 
ners multitudinous,  household  varieties,  all  coming 
under  one  sweeping  denomination,  though  all  rank- 
ing in  due  degree,  whether  aa  plain  cooks  or  pretty 
nursemaids — Betty  Finnikins  ad  infinilvm. 

Lady  Morgan's  researches  and  reflections  had 
previously  Suggested  a  train  of  ideas  associated,  not 
with  Woman  and  her  Master,  but  with  Man  and  his 
Mistress,  which  it  would  here  be  irrelevant  to  pur- 
sue at  any  length.  Enough,  if  we  turn  from  any 
historical  &cts  that  may  be  adduced  in  proof  of  the 
injustice  and  barbarity  of  the  mastership  which  man 
has  claimed  and  established  over  woman,  to  con- 
template the  state  and  condition  of  the  half-dozen 
powdered  and  gold-laced  lackeys  whose  souls  hang 
on  the  breath  of  auy  mortal  dowager  that  shall  be 
named!  Turn  wc  to  that  picture,  and  see  what  a 
fearfully  avenging  spirit  it  portraysl  It  may  be 
perfectly  true,  for  aught  we  know  quite  poativeiy 
to  the  contrary,  that  the  proSigate  Menelsus  de- 
serted his  fond  and  faithful  wife,  and  then  accused 
her  of  eloping  with  the  Trojan  youth ;  and  it  may 
be  equally  true  tiiat  Mr.  Brownrigg,  about  a  cen- 
tury ago,  was  in  reality  the  perpetratflr  of  that 
atrocity  in  the  coal-hole  upon  two  unfortunate  ap- 
prenUces,  of  which  it  was  the  fate  of  poor  inlioeent 
Mrs.  B.  to  bear  the  punishment  and  Ignominy. 
Still  that  pair  of  flashy  footmen  yonder — spedmeus 
of  lordly  superiority  of  man — having  a  soul  apiece, 
and  hanging  on  behind  my  Lady  Lacklustre's  i 
riage,  as  it  is  whisked  from  shop  to  shop  and  bo 
to  house,  on  errands  the  most  frivolous  and  en 
prises  the  least  digniflod  imaginable — those  < 
samples  of  the  "  beauty  of  the  world,"  the  "  pi 
gon  of  animals,"  the  "quintessence  of  dust," 
duced  to  that  extremity,  are  evidences  of  a  horrible 
system  of  retaliation,  and  prove  woman  to  1 
eeedingly  well  inclined  to  pull  down,  wherever  she 
may,  the  boasted  dignity  of  the  master,  man. 

insists  another  great  authority ;  but  man  is  not  so 
tesque  and  ludicrous  finery,  and  set  them  swinging 


behind  the  vehicle  ho  lolls  in.  Great  conqueror 
and  despot  ashe  is,  he  does  not  absolutely  drag  the 
other  sei  victims  at  his  chariot-whecls  in  triumph. 
From  what  is,  we  infer  what  would  be.  Every  wo- 
man would  be  a  lady  of  quality  if  she  could,  and 
where  is  the  lady  of  quality  that  would  be  content 
with  two  beings  of  the  "superior  ra<e"  behind  her 
coach,  if  she  could  conveniently  have  four?  Who 
are  so  fond  of  parading  the  costly  trappings  of  a 
crowd  of  wretched  coxcombs  in  livery  as  women? 
What  fine  people  take  such  pride  in  their  footmen 
as  fine  ladies?  It  would  be  pleasani  to  know  what 
Mrs.  Sparkle's  rascals  in  peach-colored  plush  think 
upon  the  great  question  between  woman  and  her 

But,  pasang  all  such  considerations,  let  us  return 
to  the  race  of  female  domestics,  of  wiiom  there  are 
about  a  dozen  rushing  at  once  to  memory,  as  you 
may  see  them  crowding  round  the  door  of  a  regis- 
try  office,  waiting,  as  they  would  phrase  it,  to  be 
put  into  black  and  white.  "  No  characters  at  all !" 
Why,  every  man,  bachelor  or  Benedicli,  who  has 
looked  or  listened  to  any  purpose,  must  have  de- 
tected in  the  genus  "Maidservant,"  instances  of 
the  most  estraordinary  character — character  as 
strongly  marked,  as  widely  various,  and  as  richly 
comic,  as  in  any  heroine  of  farce  that  has  been  seen 
realized  to  the  very  life  on  the  stage  by  our  most 
popular  actresses.  What  exquisite  oddities  and 
what  outrageous  opposites  have  we  not  aU  beheld, 
if  we  would  only  take  the  trouble  to  caU  them  to 
mind.  It  is  their  mistresses  generaUy  wiio  vow  that 
they  are  all  alike — the  mistresses,  who  do  bear  a. 
striking  resemblance  to  each  other,  in  the  view  they 
take  of  the  characters  of  the  maids !  Poor  drudges  1 
If  one  be  slovenly,  the  «ry  is,  it's  the  way  with 
them  all.  If  another  puriotn  the  tea  and  sugar,  for 
which  she  has  received  an  allowance  in  her  amount 
of  wages,  the  particular  Judgment  involves  a  gen- 
eral censure,  and  the  impossibility  of  finding  one 
that  is  honest  is  established.  But  so  tar  from  being 
like  each  other,  the  variety  extends  even  to  the 
bounds  of  a  probability  that  you  can't  find  two 
alike.  The  clasa-likeness  goes  scarcely  further  than 
certun  habits  and  usages  common  to  most  people 
— the  disposition  to  lie  in  bed  of  a  morning  as  long 
as  they  arc  allowed — to  go  to  the  play  or  the  fair 
as  often  or  oftener  than  possible — to  relieve  the 
tedium  of  a  domesticated  lot  by  letting  in  frequent 
visitors,  seeing  that  their  entertainment  is  as  cheap 
as  it  is  cordial.  All  maidservants  are  alike  perhaps 
in  other  points — each  possesses  a  box,  which  is 
thought  to  contain  a  prayer  book,  a  dream  book, 
and  six  yards  of  songs — with  probably  a  lock  of 
hair,  or  a  valentine,  much  worn  at  the  folds,  and 
certainly  the  holiday  ribbons.  They  are  all  alike 
moreover — all  under  forty-five — in  a  taste  for  flirt- 
ing with  the  gcnlceler  section  of  the  various  pur- 
veyors who  pull  tie  area-bell  every  morning.  But 
else  how  opposite  is  each  to  each — how  broadly 
distinct — as  different  as  their  eyes  are  from  their 

The  maidservants  in  large  towns,  and  in  quiet 
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country  reaidences,  in  great  families,  and  in  trades- 
niea'B  houseB,  are  all  separate  classes,  of  course — 
as  apart  from  each  other  as  the  servant  of  tbe  inn 
may  be  from  the  servant  of  the  court,  or  as  the 
drudges  of  the  inns  of  court  are  from  the  select 
EOciety  of  ladies'-inaids.  But  the  difference  does 
not  end  here ;  for  the  lady's-maid  does  cot  less  re- 
semble the  &t  scullion  than  one  individual  of  a  class 
resembles  another.  It  was  my  fortune,  in  those 
days  when  independent  bachelorship  had  succeeded 
to  parental  subjugation,  to  note  in  one  queer  lodg- 
ing-house a  succession  of  Sarahs  and  Betsiea  that 
was  almost  as  rapid  as  the  transformations  on  the 
stage  when  six  characters  are  sust^ned  by  one  per- 
former, but  the  characters  tbemselves  formed  a 
variety  beyond  the  ordinary  reach  of  such  repre- 
sentations. Some  are  wholly  forgotten,  but  of  sev- 
eral the  recollection  remans  to  this  hour,  rendered 
vivid  and  complefe  by  some  saying  or  doing  that 
serves  as  a  key-note  to  the  peculiarity  of  the  ohar- 

For  an  esample  to  begin  with— the  first  that 
comes  to  mind  ;  and  it  happens  that  the  catalogue, 
like  the  list  of  the  ladies  (not  to  be  more  particu- 
larly alluded  to)  whom  the  poet  loved,  opens  with 
Kitty.  What  a  euriodty  she  was!  She  ought  to 
be  a  cabinet-minister,  or  a  representaOve  of  the 
people  in  parUament  at  lea£t ;  not  because  she  was 
distinguished  for  punctuality  in  tbe  discbarge  of  her 


never  without  one.  A  dozen  times  a  day  she  would 
be  put  upon  her  defence;  but  you  might  be  sure, 
in  that  case,  of  witnessing  eiactly  twelve  apparent- 
ly unstudied  exercises  of  startling  ingenuity  in  clear- 
ing herself  iVom  the  charge.  She  threw  her  flip- 
flaps — if  the  metaphor  may  be  allowed — with  the 
readiest  grace  in  the  world,  and  so  quickly,  that 
you  could  never  catch  her  off  her  feel.  Her  fig- 
ments were  uttered  with  the  most  inartificial  & 
ever  witnessed.  When  you  thought  she  had  not  a 
word  to  say  for  herself,  out  she  would  come  with  a 
volume.  Her  system  of  eicuse  involved  a  most 
pbilosophical  supposition,  that  as  human  nature  is 
a  more  precious  thing  than  aught  else  in  creation, 
animate  or  inanimate,  so  any  thing  was  to  be 
blamed  rather  than  that.  If  this  be  not  new  in 
theory,  it  was  at  least  novel  in  practice,  to  the  ex- 
tent to  which  she  carried  it.  Mats  if  she  tripped, 
coals  if  she  scorched  any  thing,  bore  the  blame. 
As  the  feminine  is  more  worthy  than  the  neuterj' 
the  neuter  was  of  course  shown  to  be  in  fault. 

You  complained  of  her  bringing  you  an  unpol- 
ished tumbler — "Kitty,  whenever  you  bring  me  a 
glass,  see  that  it  ia  quite  bright — of  all  things  I  hate 
a  dull  glass."  Yes,  I  think  I  see  her  taking  the 
glass,  holding  it  up  to  the  light,  and  pretending  to 
examine  it  with  a  puzzled  look,  saying  half  to  her- 
self^ "Curious  tumblers  these  are,  somehow;  I 
never  seed  glasses  catch  tbe /«^  off  tbe  napkin  like 


duties,  but  because  she  wia    o  n  nn  ip 

in  the  att  of  making  excuse  for  ne^  t  g  t  She 
was  certainly  the  most  careless  ht  le  oh  t  that  ever 
spilt  hot  water  over  you  or  left  your  new  boots 
burning  in  the  fender;  but  it  coutd  not  be  other- 
wise; so  unceasingly  and  so  profoundly  must  her 
mind  have  been  intent  on  devising  excuses  for  neg- 
ligence and  vindications  of  her  conduct.  Her  small, 
keen,  fixed  gray  eye  told  you  plduly  before  you 
began  to  Sad  fault,  that  she  had  made  up  her  mind 
not  to  admit  she  was  in  the  wrong,  and  her  lips,  the 
instant  she  opened  them  to  explain,  confirmed  the 
jrtion.  It  was  not  merely  that  her  ex- 
i  generally  first-rate,  but  that  she  was 


do  I  .1^  ash  enough  to  set  her  o  bring 
me  down  a  rare  old  hu  ij  g  pnzed  lor  the  sake 
of  a  fo  mer  possessor  Of  course  she  b  oke  t  and 
had  there  been  two  she  would  have  broken  both 
Into  the  room  she  came  witb  the  beautiful  handle 
swinging  upon  her  fingers,  saying  with  the  most 
deUcious  air  of  simplicity  and  wonderment  that  can 
be  conceived,  "  Dear  me,  well  I  If  I  wasn't  coming 
so  softly  down  stairs,  and  had  hold  of  it  so,  when 
ju  a  I  n  o  on  the  very  last  stair,  the  jug 
let  a  fmyhandP  She  could  never  be  brought 
toadm  m  npon  such  occa^ons  than  what  in 
eff  amo  n  d  o  his — that  the  smash  was  an  act 
of  pa  e     oh  on  on  the  part  of  the  broken  jug — 
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aB,  had  been  bi 


that  she,  LnDoeeiil 

fetch  a  very  wilful  acd  obstinate  utensil,  a  pieee  of 

china  reEolutely  bent  on  self-deEtruction. 

There  were  traces  of  a  curious  perception  of  cer- 
t^  zoolo^cal  distinctions,  in  sonio  of  Kitty's  self- 
defences  and  evadons.  I  remember  that  some  small 
delicacy,  or  what  remained  of  it  at  dinner,  had  been 
specially  put  by  for  me  as  a  reUsh  for  my  breakfiist ; 
but  when  Kitty,  to  whose  care  it  had  been  con- 
signed, produced  it  next  morning,  the  edge  of  the 
dish  bore  evident  marks  of  the  excursion  of  some 
small  four-footed  invaders.  "Oh,  the  mice!"  ei- 
clajmed  my  landlady  in  horror.  "  Why,  Kitty,  how 
could  you  now  — ?"  etc.  But  Kitty  was  quite  cer- 
tain that  the  muscipular  footmarks  could  have  no 
connection  with  the  feet  of  a  mouse  ;  no,  the  dish 
had  been  where  mice  could  never  be — it  nas  quite 
imposuble. 

"Well,  Kitty,  look — do  look,  and  believe  the 
evidence  of  your  own  eyes." 

"I'm  right,  ma'am,"  said  Kitty,  after  she  had 
taken  a  careful  and  conscientious  survey  elt  round 
Uie  edge.  "Tm  right — and  if  I  wasn't  positive 
cettdn,  I  wouldn't  say  bo — no,  they're  noi  our  miee." 
Our  mice!  To  detect  a  difference  between  other 
people's  miee  and  our  own !  Why,  all  the  zoolo- 
^cal  council  assembled  couldn't  have  done  it  I 

Kitty  was  succeeded  by  a  little  damsel  who  was 
called  KUen,  a  sprightiv,  bright-eyed  thing,  far  too 
slight  for  tlie  coarse  oMces  allotted  to  her,  and  with 
something  of  a  childish  elegance  about  her  air  that 
might  have  graced  a  lot  far  different  from  a  life  of 
servitude.  Her  character  was  as  strikingly  seen  in 
all  she  did  as  Kitty's  was.  In  her,  the  ruling  prin- 
ciple was  politeness.  To  be  polite  was  an  instinct 
which  she  could  not  but  obey.  The  first  glimpse  I 
had  of  the  girl,  was  on  the  morning  after  she  came, 
when  glancing  from  the  window  while  dressing,  I 
saw  her  running  down  the  steps  very  prettily,  and 
in  sweet  clear  tones  calling  out,  "Sir I  sir,  if  you 
please!"  to  the  dustman.  His  bell  drowned  the 
Bmall  voice,  but  she  went  springing  after  him  a  little 
way,  and  1  could  perceive  that  she  brought  hini 
back  with  an  air  not  less  full  of  natural  grace,  but 
less  ostentations,  than  that  of  the  nymphs  who  pre- 
cede the  great  princes  in  romantic  operas  and  bal- 
lets, and  throw  flowers  in  their  path.  The  scene 
ended  in  her  smilingly  begging  his  pardon,  and 
would  he  have  the  kindness  to  come  in  and  take 
away  the  dust  that  morning!  The  next  day,  I  heard 
her  tell  the  fishmonger's  boy  when  be  called  for  or- 
dera,  "Soles,  sir,  if  it's  quite  convenient."  Socom- 
pletely  was  diis  principle  of  excessive  urbanity  and 
deference  a  part  of  her  nature,  that  it  was  in  opera- 
tion on  all  occasions,  and  extlended  to  all  comers. 
It  was  no  respecter  of  persons,  recognized  no  dis- 
tinctions, teal  or  false ; 

But  like  ttie  san,  <t  ahane  on  all  alike. 
There  was  nothing — no,  not  a  dash  of  the  high-life- 
below-stairs  vulgarity  in  her  courtesies  to  the  gar- 
dener or  the  stable-boy.  The  chimney-sweep  was 
jnst  as  sure  of  a  gentle  and  gracious  reception.  In 
short,  little  Ellen  could  not,  though  she  bad  tried, 
have  laid  aside  the  bland  and  most  urbane  qualities 
of  her  manner.  As  Uttle  was  she  capable  of  divest- 
ing ticm  of  their  real  grace,  or  of  having  them 
mistaken  for  sfiected  airs  and  mock  civilities.  She 
was  polite  merely  because  she  could  not  help  it. 
Trae,  ber  politeness  was  excessively  ludicrous  some- 
times, and  now  and  then  rather  embarrassing,  when 


it  implicated  others  by  taking  upon  herself  to  speak 
for  tliem.  Tlius  I  overheard  her  one  morning  pre- 
facing a  message  I  had  given  her  for  the  boot- 
cleaner,  with  my  "  compiimenfa "  (she  was  polite 
enough  to  call  me  her  master,  which  I  was  not),  her 
master's  compliments,  and  he  thought  the  boots 
had  not  been  quite  so  well  polished  of  late!  She 
never  received  even  a  command  from  any  one  with- 
out a  "  thankee,"  and  she  always  took  a  letter  from 
the  postman  with  a  nice  Uttle  courtesy,  and  a  smile 
of  acknowledgment  that  impUed  a  sense  of  obliga- 
tion for  his  kindness  in  bringing  it.  "  My  master's 
much  obliged,"  she  would  sometimes  say  as  she 
handed  the  twopence.  Tm  not  sure  that  she  did 
not,  one  wet  day,  crown  her  politeness  by  offering 
to  come  and  ask  me  to  lend  the  postman  my  um- 
brella— she  was  certain  he  would  get  wet — and  car- 
rying other  people's  letters  too  I 

One  occasion  I  particularly  recollect,  and  it  af- 
fords a  good  illustration  of  Ellen's  sensitiveness  on 
the  score  of  giving  trouble.  A  man  had  brought 
me  some  books,  for  which,  on  delivery,  she  impres- 
sively thanked  him ;  when,  as  he  was  turning  away, 
it  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  a  letter  to  deliver 
with  the  packet,  and  he  began  to  search  industri- 
ously in  his  bag.  Observing  the  aniiety  with  which 
he  pried  into  the  comers  of  it,  she  said  to  him,  in 
her  excess  of  good-nature,  "Oh,  sir,  pray  don't 
trouble  yourself/' 

"  Trouble  myself!"  returned  the  honest  man,  ele- 
vating his  eyebrows  rather  contemptuously,  "  why, 
if  I  have  a  letter  to  dehver  as  well  aB  the  books,  t 
must  deUver  it,  mustn't  I?"  and  he  proceeded  with 
his  search  for  a  minute  or  two,  when  Ellen's  good- 
natured  concern  for  him  broke  out  again,  with, 
"  I'm  sorry  to  keep  you  waiting." 

"Waiting!"  muttered  the  messenger;  "why,  it 
ain't  you  that  keeps  me  waiting.  But  no,  there's 
no  letter  here — certainly  not — well,  I  thought  I  had 

"  Oh,  sir  I"  cried  Ellen,  bent  on  tranquillizing  hia 
mind,  and  settling  the  matter  with  the  truest  polite- 
ness and  delicacy  of  feeling, — "oh,  sir,  never  mind 
— I  dare  say  it  doesn't  signify — another  Cime,per- 

Ellen's  stay  in  my  landlady's  service  was  not  of 
long  duration ;  for  my  landlady  herself  was  taken 
suddenly  ill,  was  dying.  Afriend  of  the  invalid  sent 
twice  a  day  to  inquire  how  she  had  slept  and  how 
she  had  sat  up.  Ellen  regularly  brought  down  the 
answer,  "My  missis's  compliments,  and  she  has  had 
a  very  indififerent  night;"  or,  "My  missis's  compli- 
ments, and  she  feels  very  weak  to-day."  This  went 
on  for  six  weeks,  twice  a  day  for  six  weeks,  and 
Ellen  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more  sensible  of 
the  kindness  and  attention  every  time  the  messen- 
ger came.  The  compliments  were  sent  back  as 
usual,  but  the  intelligence  became  sadder  and  sad- 
der. At  length,  one  day,  when  the  friendly  inquiry 
aiier  the  hualtii  of  ber  mistress  came  as  before, 
poor  Ellen  crept  to  the  door  with  swollen  eyes 
streaming  with  tears,  and  sobbed  out  tiie  melan- 
choly answer,  "  My  missis's  compliments,  and  she 
died  this  morning  at  eight  o'clock.""    Here  is  the 


he»rd  sometlilng  Ifko  It  be(!>r6.  That  may  be,  bcU  It  doos 
Dot  dlBtuTb  my  fact.  In  recording  those  little  whiinsicali- 
tlca  of  character,  I  am  recollecting,  not  inventing,  and  will 
veuch  for  everj  word  of  them. 
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strength,  r 


"ruling  passion"  displaying  i 
tolly  in  death,  but  in  its  close 

This  change  brought  other  servants,  though  it 
did  not  render  mr  removal  necessarj.  Among 
Uiam,  came  a  ^rl  of  a  most  literal  and  matter-of-fact 
turn  of  mind,  who  persisted  in  calling  herself  Sopho- 
nisba,  because  she  was  so  christened,  but  who,  for 
that  reason,  I  remorselessly  cut  down  to  Soph.  She 
never  could  comprehend  whj  the  other  three  sylla- 
bles should  be  lopped  off — why  people  should  be 
called  "  nut  of  their  names."  The  first  specimen  of 
her  "characteristics"  that  I  noticed,  was  when  I 
Bent  her  to  Longman's  (years  ago)  to  get  some  old 
book,  and  she  brought  back  the  answer  in  these 
terms ;  "  Please  sir,  Messra.  Longman,  Hurst,  Rees, 
Orme,  Brown,  and  Green,  say  that  the  work  is  out 
of  print."  She  would  rather  hare  perished  than 
omitted  a  partner,  and  she  would  have  added  "  and 
Co."  had  she  found  it  on  the  doorpost. 

The  gentleman  who  denied  that  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington could  ever  have  reaped  any  of  his  laurels  in 
India,  seeing  that  the  laurel  does  not  grow  there, 
was  less  literal  than  Soph.  It  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary to  speak  by  the  card  when  you  spoke  U>  her ; 
but  even  then  you  were  not  safe.  Her  capacity  for 
not  comprehending,  was  as  profound  as  Kitty's  in- 
genuity in  framing  an  excuse.  You  took  especial 
pains — say — to  warn  her  aeainst  the  hard-egg-boil- 
ing  principle  ;  you  jncked  the  plainest  words  out  of 
the  dictionary  to  impress  upon  her  mind  the  simple 
tact  in  natural  philosophy,  that  three  minutes  will 
suffice  for  the  boiling  of  an  egg.  At  last,  you  make 
her  clearly  comprehend,  and  feel  that  you  may  safe- 
ly calculate  on  a  breakfast.  No,  the  eggs  come  up 
as  before,  hard  as  undertakers'  hearts.  "  Now, 
Soph,"  I  cried  out,  on  such  an  occa^on,  "how  is 
this  t  Here  they  are,  boiled  fit  for  a  salad,  in  spte 
of  every  direefion.    What  did  I  tell  you?" 

"  Oh !  sir,  r  remember  eiakly  what  you  told  me, 
and  acted  according.    The  eggs  was  in  the  water, 

"  Nine  !  1  told  you  three." 
"Yes,  sir,  but  there's  three  eggs.     Of  course,  if 
one  takes  tiiree  minutes  boiling,  thi 


nine.  I  may  be  a  fool,  sir,  but  I  happen  to  know 
what  three-timea-three  makes  for  all  that!"  Soph 
was  incorrigible ;  she  was  a  plague  perpetually,  and 
longer. 

But  though  Soph  had  not  an  iota  of  imagination, 
the  excess  of  the  matter-of-fact  of  which  she  was 
made  sometimes  bordered  on  the  imaginative,  as 
the  ridiculous  approaches  the  confines  of  the  sub- 
lime. She  understood  no  more  of  Life  and  Death 
than  a  great  philosopher.  If  she  ever  conceived 
an  idea  in  connection  with  them.  It  was  perhaps 
that  the  second  is  what  we  may  call  a  mere  "  car- 
rying out "  of  the  principle  of  the  first — the  con- 
tinuation of  what  is.  She  had  no  notion  of  their 
being  distinct  or  dis^milar.  It  was  impossible 
that  she  could  imagine  a  dilTerent  state  of  being 
to  that  which,  living,  she  experienced;  nor  could 
she  more  readily  onderstand  how  the  present  state 
should  terminate.  The  somebody  that  was  dead, 
she  could  never  picture  to  herself  as  in  the  slightest 
degree  changed  from  the  somebody  that  had  been 
alive.  A  winged  angel  was  not  more  unapproach- 
ably raised  beyond  the  scope  of  her  ideas,  than  was 
a  mass  of  senseless  clay,  mute  and  motionless  mat- 
ter, cut  off  for  ever  from  the  life  it  had  held  and 
enjoyed.  She  knew  nothing  of  either.  She  only 
knew  that  Susan  Hicks,  deceased,  had  been  her 
fellow-servant  in  this  world,  and  she  con^dered  that 
Susan  Hicks,  when  she  was  carried  to  the  church- 
yard, had  simply  taken  another  situation — in  short, 
that  she  had  gone  to  another  place.  We  all  know 
with  what  blank  and  unspecuktive  eyes  a  pnfurose 
by  a  river's  brim  would  be  seen  by  Peter  Bell, 


.  WM  to  Wordsworth's . 


But  then,  as  was  observed  above,  the  i 
her  sense  of  the  actual,  touched  sometimes  upon  the 
verge  of  the  ideal,  and  it  might  be  said  that  she 
dived  profoundly  into  the  very  surface  of  things. 

A  simple  anecdote  will  help  to  explain  all  this. 
When  the  day  fixed  for  the  funeral  of  her  old  fel- 
low-servant came.  Soph  evinced  coosiderable  send- 
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bility  on  the  score  of  the  weather,  which  looked 
dreadfuUj  unpromising.  I  suspected  that  Soph's 
feelings  were  enlisted  on  behaif  of  the  botnbazin 
of  the  mourners,  but  it  was  not  that,  sa  I  found  out 
presentl]'.  From  my  place  near  a  window,  it  bap- 
pened  that  I  could  see  her  coming  every  five  min- 
utes to  the  garden  door,  to  look  at  the  clouds. 
"Itll  rain  presentlj,  and  preciously  too,"  was  the 
first  cry.  Then,  with  her  hand  stretched  out  iuto 
the  pelting  shower,  to  feel  whether  itinns  real  water 
or  not,  "Ah!  here  it  comes  down,  sure  enough." 
Then,  in  ten  minutes  more,  "  It's  set  in  for  the  day, 
that  /can  see,  with  my  two  eyes."  (Some  Sophs 
would  have  stud,  "  witii  half  an  eye,"  but  our  Soph 
had  no  idea  of  such  optical  subdivisions.)  How- 
ever, the  day  began  to  promise  better  presently, 
and  out  she  came  again,  ogling  the  scattered  clouds, 
and  decided  that  she  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  were 
to  clear  up  afler  all ;  till  at  last,  when  it  began  to 
hrighlen  beyond  mistake,  she  came  once  more, 
with  her  mind  now  made  up,  "  Tee,  yes,  it's  giving 
over  now — Susan  will  have  a  line  day  to  be  buried  r 
Hot  a  thought  about  the  followers  in  bombazin — 
the  living  clad  in  crape  at  so  much  per  yard — but 
only  about  the  late  Kiss  Hicks,  who  was  to  set  out 
on  a  long  journey.  She  thought  of  Susan  as  having 
some  budness  of  importance  to  perform  that  day, 
as  a  traveller  nolent  volenn,  or  as  being  doomed  to 
take,  without  further  delay,  a  very  serious  step  in 
life.  She  would  have  said  the  same  thing,  had  it 
been  a  wedding  that  was  to  take  place.  "Susan 
will  have  a  fine  day  to  be  married  I"  Here, 
again,  is  the  ruling  passion  strong  in  affinity  with 

What  is  the  name  of  the  good  doctor,  who, 
propped  up  on  his  piltow,  desired  bis  servant  to 
stir  the  Ere  and  shut  the  door  gently,  for  he  was 
going  to  die?  How  scrupulously,  and  as  a  matter 
of  regular  buaness,  would  Soph  have  obeyed  his 
orders.  Rare  Sophl  How  she  nsed  to  make  me 
laugh  1  When  she  leaves  her  last  place,  and  her 
name  ia  headed  with  a  \&ree  "  Wanted,"  in  death's 
list  of  advertisements,  all  I  can  say  is,  may  she  have 
a  fine  day  to  be  buried ! 

The  neit  name  in  my  catalogue  is  Jane,  who  was 
old  enough  to  have  had  a  system  of  her  own,  and 
who  invariably  acquired  one  in  whatever  place  she 
happened  to  be,  but  never  acted  upon  it  until  she 
found  herself  in  another  service.  What  you  ex- 
pressly dedred  het  to  do  in  your  own  way,  she  did 
in  point  blank  oppo«don  to  your  orders,  and  ac- 
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previous  situation.  This  had  evidently  been  her 
rule  through  hfe.  She  was  a  pattern  of  a  servant, 
aiter  she  had  left  your  house.  All  your  regulations 
were  sure  to  be  observed,  when  she  quitted  your 
service.  Her  rule  of  pleasing  you  was  simply  a  du- 
tiful observance  of  the  whims  of  other  people. 

Jane  was  quite  as  original  in  all  her  proceedings 
as  anyof  them,  an  odd  mixture  of  the  tractable  and 
the  obstinate.  She  blundered  unceaangly  upon  the 
strictest  system,  and  was  so  anxious  to  give  satis- 
faction that  she  would  never  do  what  she  was  told, 
for  fear  it  should  be  wrong.  -Her  best  conscience 
was,  that  as  she  served  you,  so  she  had  served  her 
previous  master ;  and  though  she  had  been  inattcn- 
tjve  to  bis  de^res,  she  was  doing  him  ample  Justice 
in  your  family.  She  interfered  with  every  thing 
and  every  body  in  the  house,  because  all  was  not 
arranged  hi  the  order  observed  in  Mr,  fitzcox's  es- 
tablishment.   She  worried  the  cook  out  of  her  life. 


"Lor!  do  you  put  citron  into  that  pudding? 
Mr.  Fiticox's  cook  never  did.  I'm  sure  I  should 
never  send  up  currant  jelly  with  the  haunch;  Mr. 
Fitzcoi  couldn't  abear  it." 

In  defiance  of  the  strictest  injunction,  she  con- 
trived to  smuggle  a  climbing-boy  up  the  chimneys, 
becanse  Mr.  Fitzcox's  fines  could  not  be  swept  nice- 
ly by  a  machine.  Thus,  the  rules  of  her  last  place, 
which  she  had  rigidly  disregarded  there,  were  in 
your  house  brought  into  conscientious  operation, 
and  what  you  wished  her  to  do  would  be  faithfully 
done  for  your  successor. 

The  only  prank  that  she  played  off  at  my  expense 
was,  first,  when  she  was  cau^t  tampering  with  the 
newsman,  and  endeavoring  to  eiclude  the  Mormng 
Chraniele  from  the  house — I  fancied  from  a  horror 
of  Whig  principles — but  it  turned  out  that  Mr. 
Fitzcox  had  always  taken  in  the  JfomiHjr  Post; 
and,  secondly,  during  my  absence  for  a  day  or  two, 
when  she  must  needs  carry  my  letters  and  newspa- 
pers down  to  the  Travellers'  Club,  to  which  I  did 
not  belong,  because  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
leaving  Mr.  Fltzcoi's  there,  when  he  was  not  ex- 
pected to  return  home.  I  told  her  she  wanted  a 
much  more  arbitrary  mistress  than  the  one  she 
served;  to  which  she  answered,  "I  often  wonder, 
sir,  why  yoa  don't  marry,  aud  have  an  establieh- 

"  Good  heavens  I  why!" 

"Why,  sir,  Mr.  Fitzcoi  did  I" 

Kebetca  succeeded  Jane,  but  Rebecca  was  over- 
much reli^ous,  and  did  not  stay  long.  I  believe  I 
frightened  her  by  a  habit,  not  very  moderately  in- 
dulged in  at  that  period,  of  spouting  HamUt'»  soli- 
loquies and  Othdla't  address,  before  the  looking- 
glass  of  a  morning,  sometimes  during  the  perilous 
operation  of  shaving.  This  profane  practice,  with 
the  duty  of  setting  out  a  card-table,  two  evenings 
a  week,  for  a  rubber  at  whist,  was  a  shock  she 
couldn't  stand.  All  I  can  relate  of  her  with  cer- 
tainty is  comprised  in  her  address  to  the  cat,  that 
was  muttering  "deep-mouthed  thunder  "  at  the  door 
of  the  room,  as  she  was  quitting  it  one  day. 

"Ur — r — r — rhl"  Rebecca  growled  forth  as  she- 
went  down  stairs,  "  or — r — rh  you !  Where  do  you 
expect  to  go  to  when  you  die?  sKearitu/  in  that 

How  little  do  any  of  us  remember  compared  with 
the  quantity  we  forget !  These,  such  as  they  are, 
and  a  dozen  more  quite  as  strongly  marked,  as  dis- 
tinct from  each  other,  and  as  consistent  with  them- 
selves,  were  noted  within  the  space  of  two  or  three 
years.  How  many  m^d-servants  worthy  to  be 
noted  might  the  reminiscence  of  a  lifetime  recall  to 
view  I  The  Cloes,  Flavias,  and  Narciasas  of  Pope 
live  in  the  rare  and  exq^uisite  beauty  of  the  paint- 
ing; but  else  how  commoni  How  much  of  the 
extraordinary  in  character  is  unseen  in  women  of 
all  ranks,  merely  because  it  is  not  lotrited  for  or  ex- 
pected, or  because  it  has  not  been  fa^ionable  to 
recognize  it !  Is  it  detected  in  the  drawing-room 
only  ?  Look  into  the  kitchen,  "  up  stairs  and  down 
stairs,  and  in  my  lady's  chamber;"  and  wherever 
there  is  a  woman  there  is  a  wonder. 

"  Of  all  the  girls  that  were  so  smart,"  in  one  sense 
or  other.  I  bave  a  vivid  recollecUon  of  fair  Fanny. 
She  was  a  curio^ty  of  the  Nervous  School,  How 
she  used  to  feint  away  !  Fating  is,  in  other  ^rls, 
a  weakness,  an  accident,  or  an  expedient ;  In  her  it 
was  a  principle — it  was  her  destiny.  Her  ruling 
passion  pointed  ever  to  a  little   purple  cut-glasi 
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bottle,  filled  with  pungent  salts,  the  atoppur  of 
which  waa  seldom  allowed  to  remain  in  it  more  than 
an  hour  at  a  time.  Exactly  half  her  wages  were 
spent  in  the  purchase  of  stajlacea,  which  were  con- 
tinuity being  cut.  It  eatne  ont,  upon  inquiry,  that 
she  was  the  victim  of  sensibilit;.  Fanny  had  fallen 
head  over  heels  in  love — yet  decorously  withal — 
with  some  gentleman's  gentleman,  who,  insensible 
to  the  value  of  his  conquest,  bad  accompanied  his 
master  abroad,  and  left  her  to  pine  and  wither  in 
single  uncomfortableness.  But  this  would  not  have 
been  her  lot  either,  had  she  not,  one  fatal  Whit- 
Monday,  resolved  on  spending  the  evening  of  her 
holiday  in  the  two-shilling  gallery  at  Drury-lane. 
There,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  saw  a  popu- 
lar actor  performing  the  character  of  Rolla.  Kow 
it  might  have  happened  to  any  other  actor — at  all 
events  that  parUcular  actor  is  not  responsible  for 
the  result— but  it  did  so  fall  out  that  Fariny  discov- 
ered, or  fencied  she  discovered,  something  in  the 
face,  or  voice,  or  manner,  or  the  soul  that  shone 
through  the  eyes  of  Rolla,  so  strangely,  bo  starlling- 
ly  like  the  feithleas  gentleman's  gentleman  in  Italy, 
that  her  heart  leaped  up  as  it  never  did  when  she 
beheld 

A  rainbow  in  the  skj. 
One  long,  shrill,  piercing  cry  of  "Richard,"  rang 
through  the  crowded  theatre,  setting  the  dear  little 
child  of  Cora  (a  stunted  babe  of  eleven)  screaming 
with  sudden  terror,  and  then  Fanny  fainted.  From 
that  moment,  fainting  became  a  passion.  It  was  a 
propenaty  tliat  grew  upon  her  with  use,  and  she 
could  no  more  have  got  through  a  day  without  it 
than  she  could  have  got  through  a  week  without 
sleep.  It  was  her  constant  relief,  her  sweetest  re. 
creation.  Merely  to  mention  the  name  of  RoUaU 
representative  was  at  all  times  more  than  enough. 
Even  the  first  syllable  of  that  agitating  name,  a 
articulated  by  some  pigeons  that  recreated  in  th 
next  garden,  sufficed  to  send  her  off  six  times 
day.  Nay,  so  strong  is  the  sympathy,  so  subtle  th 
affection,  in  these  nervous  cases,  that,  believe  It  c 
not,  I  only  happened  to  make  some  allusion  to  "  the 
Last  of  the  Mohicans,"  while  she  was  in 
without  mentioning  the  author's  name,  which  she 
could  never  have  heard  of,  when  I  saw  her  turn 
pale,  and  the  little  purple  botUe  was  in  additional 
requisition  that  morning.  She  used  to  tremble 
every  time  she  saw  the  water  butt  for  the  supply  of 
the  garden — thinking  from  whose  hands 
Hy  landlady  was  obliged  to  have  her  intE 
t^n  in  in  bottles — the  barrel  would  have  been 
heart-breaking. 

Poor  Fanny  I  she  used  to  eiyoy  her  holiday 
and  then  so  much,  it  aiforded  her  such  leisun 
going  off;  she  allowed  herself  a  double  Supply  of 
the  pungent  essence  on  those  days.  It  was  quite 
a  matter  of  course  to  be  told  of  a  morning,  "Fanny 
will  finish  dnsting  your  books  directly;  she's  only 
going  to  taint ;"  or  to  hear  the  sensitive  creature, 
when  desired  by  her  mistress  to  light  the  candles, 
cry  out,  "  I'll  bring  them  in  a  minute  or  two,  ma'am, 
as  soon  as  I've  funted  I"    Little  did  she  resemble 

Here  there  was  no  vicissitude.  If  there  was  a,  min- 
nte  of  the  day  when  she  was  not  "  going,"  it  was 
when  she  was  gone.  But  it  agreed  with  her,  like  a 
good  cry. 


There  was  a  Sarah,  too,  who  stayed  a  few  days, 
and  claims  to  figure  in  the  queer  collection.  She 
was  noticeable  chiefly  for  her  prodi^ous  volubility, 
and  a  genius  for  the  obscure.  Unless  she  made  a 
long  speech,  she  was  wholly  nnintelli^ble.  The 
firsl  words  I  heard  from  her,  ran  thus ;  "  There's 
never  an  umbrella  in  the  house  but  two  in  the 
world,  and  t'other  two's  in  use."  She  would  have 
been  Irish,  if  any  one  country  could  have  claimed 
such  a  compound.  What  Sarah  said,  you  might  not 
understand,  but  you  must  hear,  for  her  voice  was 
loud  enough  to  proclaim  her  quarrel  with  some 
wn,"  one  evening,  outside  the  gale. 
It,"  she  remarked  on  that  occasion,  "  as 
if  Td  been  an  infidel  to  you,  in  feet  it's  rather  more 
an  t'other." 

"  t'other,"  in  both  cases,  is  characteristic  of 

quisite  confusion  of  meaning.    But  when  she 

could  let  her  tongue  fairiv  loose,  to  wander  at  its 

sweet  will,  then  was  Sarah  in  her  glory.    The 

ilows  open,  we  could  hear  her  holiUng  forth  to 

companion  beiow: — 

This  Easter  Sunday  !  Bless  my  sou!,  and  such 
bad  weather  i  I  assure  you  I  remember  the  time 
having  gooseberry -pud  ding  for  dinner  on  Easter 
Sunday  ;  it  was  the  time  my  poor  mother  waa  out 
nursing  at  Kingston — yes,  it  was  Kingston,  Kmgs- 
ton-on-Thames — and  my  sister  made  a  gooseberry- 
pudding,  and  I  know  I  didn't  like  it ;  yes,  my  poor 
dear  mother,  who's  dead  and  gone  now,  was  nursing 
of  Mrs.  Hadlington,  and  I  know  it  was  Easter 
Sunday,  for  I  had  a  new  frock  on,  a  pink  stripe  it 
was,  because  I  remember  it  had  wire  buttons  down 
the  back — it  was  too  late  on  Saturday  night  to  get 
cambric  ones,  so  I  put  wire,  and  Mr.  Macintosh 
came  to  see  my  sister  Kate,  and  father  wouldn't  let 
him  in,  for  he'd  never  seen  him  in  his  life  before ; 
but  I  went  out  for  the  dinner-beer — I  know  it  was 
the  dinner-beer,  for  it  rained,  and  I  had  my  green- 
silk  bonnet  on — so  as  I  was  a  saying  as  I  came  hack, 
Mr.  Macintosh  gave  me  twope  to  t  II  Kat  to 
come  out  if  she  could,  and  my  grandn  th  u^  d  to 
encourage  it.  Well,  my  sist  mad  th  pudd  ng, 
for  poor  dear  mother  that'  d  d  and  go  e  this 
time  eleven  year,  was  nuraing  and  M  Macin- 
tosh used  to  come  and  stand  oppo  t  I  oflen. 
think  of  that  time  when  motl  was  ab  e  and  we 
all  had  a  mother  then,  though  we  havn  t  now — yes, 
we've  got  a  mo^er-in-law,  because  father  married 
agin— he  married  the  cook  at  Waterioo  House,  you 
know  Hodgson's, — and  I'm  sure  1  shall  never  forget 
Easter  Sunday ;  for  if  you  believe  me,  that  day  five 
weeks  Kate  was  Mrs.  Macintosh  1" 

Call  her  off  you  might,  but  she  would  return 
three-quarters  of  an  hour  after  to  the  scene,  and 
take  up  another  thread  of  the  3t<irj — "  Ah !  yes — 
and  well  do  I  remember  father  saying  one  day, 
'  Here,  hem  me  these  two  white  neck-handkerchiefe,' 
just  as  I'm  telling  you,  for  it  was  a  square  of  muslm 
ne  gave  me,  so  I  had  to  cut  it  in  half;  because  he 
told  me  he  was  going  out  on  Sunday  at  eight  o'clock 
on  a  day's  pleasure.  Well,  that  happened  on  the 
8th  of  May,  and  so  T  got  up  the  next  morning  with 
something  on  my  mind  that  told  me, '  Sally,  afl  isn't 
right.'  So  I  was  standing  by  the  pump,  and  a  lady 
comes  up  and  says  to  me,  'Good  morning,  I  think 
your  name's  Sarah?' — 'Yes,  Sarah  Diion  is  my 
name,  I  was  born,  bred,  and  christened  so,  and  I 
shall  carry  it  to  my  grave  with  me.'  '  Wei!,  Sarah,' 
she  says,  'if  you  look  on  the  table  in  your  father's 
I  bed-room,  that  with  the  looking-glass,  you  will  see 
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a  parcel,  it's  for  you.'  Well,  sure  enoiit;h  tliere  was 
— Bometbing  wrapped  up  in  paper,  foolscap  paper, 
and  a  white  wafer  above  all  things.  You  mi^ht 
have  knocked  me  down  with  a  feather.  Lo  and 
behold  a  [nece  of  cake — wedding  cake,  and  Cbej'd 
aotnallj  been  and  married.  You  may  be  sure  my 
blood  was  up,  for  you  must  know  I'm  rather  fiery  ; 
I  take  after  my  poor  dear  mother  for  that ;  but  she 
was  a  good  creature,  though  she's  dead  and  gone." 
Quiet  home  was  ours,  when  the  head  of  the  class  of 
dacka  were  gone  also. 

.  — But  I  must  come  to  a  close,  or  my  picture  will 
be  growing  too  large  for  its  frame.  Majiy  a  maid, 
besides  this  handfulof  Sophs  and  Saliva,  whether  of 
the  cook,  the  hoaaemaid,  the  servant  of  all-work, 
or  (he  first-rate  waiting-woman  tribe,  "  wants  a  sit- 
uation" in  this  httle  collection,  and  might  say  what 
the  insulted  sweep  said  to  the  dashing  highwayman 
at  the  drop,  "  I've  as  much  light  to  be  here  as  you 
have."  But  all  this  time,  while  attracted  by  the 
"  women,"  we  have  neglected  their  "masters."  The 
subject  at  its  commencement  had  suggested  the 
inditing  >  few  paragraphs,  which  shall  now  be  a 
few  sentenceB  on  that  theory  of  gallantry  and  de- 
Totion  to  "the  sex,"  the  maintenance  of  wbich  is, 
in  man;  haDdeome  words,  held  by  youthful,  middle- 
aged,  and  elderly  masculines  alike,  to  be  botb  a 
pleasure  and  a  doty,  but  the  practice  of  which,  in 
GO  many  handsome  acts,  is  held  to  be  neither  one 
nor  the  other. 

The  sex!  What  does  any  one  of  us  understand 
by  "the  Sexf"  What  proportion  of  the  female 
race  does  the  word  include  in  our  ideas  of  its  prac- 
tical meaning?  How  man;  women  do  we  mean  to 
admit  the  existence  of,  as  having  a  right  and  title 
fo  the  exercise  of  that  generous  gallantry  which  we 
call  a  duty  and  a  delight,  when  we  speak  of  the  sex? 


Just  those  comparatively  few  members  of  it  who  can 
afford  to  employ  the  rest  to  wait  upon  tbeir  wills, 
and  do  their  spiritings  gently.  The  "sex,"aa  the 
claimant  of  the  exercise  of  gallantry,  and  the  in- 
spirer  of  devotional  respect,  means  women  who  hire 
other  women  as  servants,  and  who  don't  hve  by 
arranging  ibe  caps  and  curls,  or  dusting  the  chairs 
and  curtains,  of  other  people.  Where  were  those 
gentlemen  educated,  and  at  what  hour  of  the  day 
may  they  be  met  with,  and  in  what  city  of  Europe 
do  they  chiefly  abide,  who  are  gallant  and  tender 
to  a  maiden  with  a  mop,  unless  with  a  view  to  in- 
jure and  degrade  her  *  The  gallantry  of  man  to  the 
other  eex,  is  simply  a  narrow-class  feeling,  not  a 
sentiment  as  uhiversal  as  the  eyes  and  breath,  and 
language  and  motions  of  woman.  It  is  the  princi- 
ple that  stands  by  its  order,  and  stops  there.  The 
lady  drops  her  glove,  and  a  dozen  cavahers  would 
sacrifice  theirs,  how  white  and  well-iit1«d  soever, 
in  the  dust,  to  spare  her  the  fatigue  of  even  glanc- 
ing at  it  where  it  lies ;  but  the  cavalier  who  drops 
his  glove  on  the  staircase,  will  allow  any  waiting- 
mud  in  the  house  to  descend  and  pick  it  np  for 
him.  He  will  rush  with  an  armful  of  shawls  to  save 
the  lady  "  of  his  order  "  from  a  breath  of  air  too 
much  in  her  way  from  the  door  to  her  carriage; 
but  you  shall  observe  afterwards,  that  he  is  not  at 
ail  shocked  when  the  maid-servant  runs  out  into  the 
rain,  uncovered,  to  bring  him  his  umbrella.  He 
must  not  serve  his  wster  so,  he  dares  not  serve  his 
wife  so;  still  less  would  he  dream  of  serving  Ms 
friend's  wife  so ;  but  what  does  he  care  for  Sue  ? 
"Who  on  earth,"  would  the  man  of  gallantry  in- 
ternally exclaim,  if  required  to  put  himself  a  hair's 
breadth  out  of  the  way, — "who  on  earth,  I  should 
hke  to  know,  is  Sue!"  That  she  was  mere  woman, 
would  go  exactly  for  nothing. 


NOTELETS    OF    SAMUEL    ROGERS 


LOHD  DroLET  and  Wabb  was  celebrated  in  Par- 
liament for  his  fine  studied  speeches.  Rogers  bur- 
lesqued his  method  in  an  exceedingly  neat,  malicious 
epigram,  which  Byron,  in  conversation  with  Lady 
Blesaington,  pronounced  "one  of  the  best  in  the 
English  language,  with  the  true  Greek  talent  of  ex- 
pres^ng,  by  implication,  what  is  wished  to  be  con- 

llc  has  a  beart,  and  gvts  ELe  spc echf  b  b;  it. 

Dudley  (as  Lockhart  remarks),  took  capital  re- 
venge, in  a  review  of  Rogers'  Columbus,  in  the 
Quarterly,  a  specimen  of  cool,  exhausting  criticism, 
liters  comes  out  of  it  like  a  cat  taken,  at  the  last 
gasp,  from  the  receiver  of  an  air-pump. 

Tuthilt,  by  the  way,  has  his  couplet  on  "  the  joke 
about  Lord  Dudley  speaking  by  heart."  Moore 
preserves  it  in  his  Diary : — 

Lady  Blessington  also  tried  an  adaptation  of  it  :— 


"Scott  mined!  the  author  of  Waverley  ruined! 
Let  every  man  to  whom  he  has  given  months  of 
delight,  give  him  a  sixpence,  and  he  will  rise  to- 
morrow morning  richer  than  Rothschild." 

Rogers  says,  "Iwas  to  dine  on  a  certain  day 
with  the  Princess  of  Wales,  at  Kensington,  and, 
thinking  that  Ward  (Lord  Dudley)  was  to  he  of  the 
party,  I  wrote  to  him,  proposing  that  we  should  go 
together.  His  answer  was,  "Dear  Rogers,  I  am 
not  invited.  The  fact  is,  when  I  dined  there  last, 
I  made  several  rather  free  jokes,  and  the  Princess, 
taking  me  perhaps  for  a  clergyman,  has  not  asked 
me  back  again," 

Lapy  HoLLANn,  when  she  wanted  to  get  rid  of  a 
fop,  used  lo  say,  "I  beg  your  pardon, — but  I 
wish  you  would  sit  a  little  further  off;  there  is 
something  on  your  handkerchief  which  I  don't 
like." 

When  any  gentleman,  to  her  great  annoyance, 
was  standing  with  his  back  close  to  the  chimney- 
piece,  she  would  call  out,  "  Have  the  goodness,  ^r, 
to  stir  the  fire !" 


Gilt  UN-CoaroBT, — Mr.  - 
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ia  Tory  splendid;  it  contains  a  quantity  of  or-tnolu. 
Now,  I  like  to  have  a  kettle  in  my  bed-room,  Mi 
heat  a  little  water  if  necessary ;  but  I  can't  get  a 

kettle  at  the ,  though  there  is  a  quantity  of 

or-molu.     Lady says,  that  when  she  is  at  the 

,  ahe  ia  obliged  to  have  her  clothes  nnpackod 

three  limes  a  day  ;  for  there  are  no  chests^f-draw- 
ers,  though  there  is  a  quantity  of  or-molu. 

No  RiOHT  Hehe. — A  fiiend  of  mine  in  Portland 
Place  haa  a  wife  who  inflicts  upon  him  every  season 
two  or  three  immense  evening  parties.  At  one  of 
thoBe  parties,  he  waa_  standing,  in  a  very  forlorn 
condition,  leaning  againat  the  chimney-piece,  when 
a  gentleman,  coming  up  to  him,  said,  "  Sir,  as  nei- 
ther of  us  ia  acquainted  with  any  of  the  people  here, 
1  think  we  had  best  go  home." 

High  G»MBLijJO.~Whcn  I  was  living  in  the  Tem- 
ple, the  chimneys  of  one  of  my  neighbors  were  to 
be  swept.  Up  went  two  boya;  and  at  the  end  of 
an  hour  they  had  not  come  down  again.  Two  oth- 
er boys  were  then  sent  up;  and  up  they  remamed 
also.  The  master  of  the  boys  was  now  summoued, 
who,  on  his  arrival,  exchiimed,  "  Oh,  the  idle  iittle 
rascals!  they  are  playing  at  all-fours  on  the  top  of 
the  chimney."  And  to  bo  sure,  there  they  were, 
trumping  it  away  at  their  ease.  I  suppose  ipadet 
were  their  favorite  cards. 

Double  Dcubmt. — Lord  Seaforth,  who  was  bom 
deaf  and  dumb,  waa  to  dino  one  day  with  Lord 
Melville.  Just  before  the  time  of  the  company's 
arrival.  Lady  Uelville  sent  into  the  dining-room  a 
lady  of  her  acquaintance,  who  could  talk  with  her 
fingers  to  dumb  people,  that  she  might  receive  Lord 
Seaforth.  Presently  Lord  Guilford  entered  the 
'room ;  and  the  lady,  taking  him  for  Lord  Seaforth, 
began  to  ply  her  fingers  very  nimbly :  Lord  Guil- 
ford did  the  same ;  and  they  had  been  carrying  on 
■    ■"  !r  for  about  ten  minutes, 


.0  this  dumb  man."  "DumbI"  cried  Lord  Guii 
ford;  "bless  me,  I  thought  yoa  were  dumb."  I 
told  this  story  (which     p  )      MatLewa ; 

and  he  said  Uiat  he  c      d       k  nt  nse  of  it 

at  one  of  his  evening  ai  m     ts      lUt  I  know 

not  if  he  ever  did. 

A  Duel  in  the  D  kk  —A  E  gliebman  and  a 
Frenchman  having  qn  d    h  e  to  fight  a 

dnel.  Being  both  gra  w  d  h  agreed  (for 
their  mutnaf  safety,  of  course)  that  the  duel  should 
take  place  in  a  room  perfectly  dark.  The  English- 
man had  to  fire  first.  He  groped  his  way  to  the 
hearth,  tired  up  the  chimney,  and  brought  down — 
the  Frenchman,  who  had  taken  refuge  there. 

A  "NiTDKii.''  ExcnsE. — A  certain  man  of  pleaa- 
ure  about  London  received  a  challenge  from  a 
young  gentleman  of  Us  acquaintance ;  and  they 
met  at  the  appointed  place.  Juat  before  the  signal 
for  firing  was  given,  the  man  of  ploaaurc  rushed  up 
to  his  antagonist,  embraced  him,  and  vehemently 
protested  that  "he  could  not  lift  bis  arm  agaimi 


upon  hia  mother's  character,  was  so  much  stagger- 
ed, that  (as  the  sagacious  man  of  pieaaure  had  fore- 
seen) no  duel  took  place. 

A  Naked  Fact. — Humphrey  Honarth,  the  aur- 


challenger,  who  aaked  him  what  ho  meant.  "I 
know,"  said  H.,  "  that  if  any  part  of  the  clothing  is 
carried  into  the  body  by  a  gunshot  wound,  fester- 
ing ensues;  and  therefore  I  have  met  you  thus." 
Hia  antagonist  declared,  that  fighting  with  a  man 
in  parts  naturali/iua  would  be  qmte  ridiculous ;  and 
accordingly  they  parted  without  further  discussion. 

The  B*ck  Track, — Lord  Alvanley,  on  returning 
home,  after  his  duel  with  young  0  Connel,  gave  a 
guinea  to  the  hackney-coachman  who  had  driven 
him  out  and  brought  him  back.  The  man,  But- 
priaed  at  the  largeness  of  the  sum,  said,  "  My  lord, 
I  only  took  you  to  — — -."  Alvanley  interrupted 
him,  "  My  friend,  the  guinea  ia/or  bringing  me  back, 
not  for  taking  me  out," 

Thhke  Ibishuen  (I  am  glad  that  they  were  not 
Englishmen)  went  up  Vesuvius.  They  stopped  at 
the  hermitage  to  refresh  themselves ;  and  while 
they  were  drinking  Laohrima  Christi  there,  the  Em- 
peror and  Empress  of  Austria  arrived.  The  three 
Irishmen  positively  refused  to  admit  them ;  but  af- 
terwarda,  on  being  told  that  a  lady  was  outside, 
they  offered  to  give  up  half  the  apartment.  Upon 
this,  the  attendania  of  the  Emperor  (though  agiunst 
his  wish)  speedily  cleared  the  hermitage  of  the 
three  Irishmen,  who,  in  a  great  pas^on,  proceeded 
up  lo  the  crater.  As  they  were  coming  down  again, 
they  met  the  TOyal  peraonages,  whom  they  abused 
most  heartily,  calling  the  Empress  a  variety  of 
names  under  her  bonnet.  No  notice  of  ail  this  was 
ever  taken  by  the  Emperor :  but,  the  story  having 
got  wind  immediately,  the  three  Irishmen  thought 
it  best  to  decamp  next  morning  from  Naples,  theii 
conduct  having  excited  the  nighest  indignation 
among  the  British  who  were  resident  there.  I 
once  told  this  anecdote  at  Lord  Lonsdale's  table, 
when  Lord  Eldon  and  Lord  Caatiereagh  were  pres- 
ent; and  the  remark  of  Lord  Castlercagh  waa,  "  I 
am  son-y  to  say  that  it  is  too  true." 

■WiTTiciaMS  are  often  attributed  to  the  wrong 
people.  It  was  Lord  Chesterfield,  not  Sheridan, 
who  said,  on  occasion  of  a  certain  marriage,  that 
"Nobody's  son  had  married  Everybody's   daugh- 

LoRD  Chesterfield  remarked  of  two  persons 
dancing  a  minuet,  that  "they  looked  as  if  they 
were  hired  to  do  it,  and  were  doubtful  of  being 

A  Scotch  Lsdt,  hearing  that  it  was  desirable  ia 
any  danger  to  have  presents  of  mind,  replied,  "I 
had  rather  have  absenee  of  body." 

HoRNE  TooKE,  when  at  school,  was  asked  by  the 
boys,  "what  his  father  was?"  Tooke  answered, 
"  A  Turkey  merchant,"     (He  waa  a  poulterer.) 

He  once  said  to  his  brother,  a  pompous  man, 
"You  and  I  have  reversed  the  natural  course  of 
things;  yon  have  risen  by  your  gravity;  I  have 
sunk  by  my  levity." 

~  J  Judge  AsUiurst'a  remark,  that  the  law  waa 
open  to  all,  both  to  the  rich  and  to  the  poor,  Tooke 
replied,  "  So  is  the  London  Tavern," 

He  said  that  Hume  wrote  hia  History  as  witches 
say  their  prayers — backwards. 

Vernon  was  a  capital  story-teUer.  He  invented 
the  atory  about  the  lady  being  pulverized  in  India 
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bj  a  ffoitp  <fe  irtlHl : — When  he  was  dining  there 
with  a.  Hindoo,  one  of  his  host's  wises  was  rednced 
to  ashes;  upon  which,  the  Hindoo  ra«g  the  lull, 
and  said  to  the  attendant  who  answered  it,  "  Bring 
Iresh  glasses,  and  sweep  up  your  niiatress  " 

Another  ot  his  atones  was  this  He  happened  to 
be  shootiDE  hjenas  near  Carthage  when  he  stum 
hied,  and  fell  down  an  abyss  of  many  fathoms 
depth  He  wis  eurprised,  hoiiever,  to  hnd  hunself 
nuhurt,  tor  he  hghtcd  aa  if  on  a  featherbed 
Presentlv  he  perceiYed  that  he  was  gently  moved 
upwards,  and,  having  by  degrees  reached  the 
mouth  of  the  abjBS,  he  again  stood  sile  on  terra 
firma  He  had  latlen  upon  an  immonne  ma&s  of 
bats,  which,  disturbed  trom  their  slumbers,  had 
risen  out  uf  the  abjss  and  brought  him  up  with 
them. 

BEiUTT  OF  TouTn. — One  afternoon,  at  Court,  I 
was  standing  beside  two  intimate  acquaintances  of 
mine,  an  old  nobleman  and  a  middle-aged  lad;  of 
rank,  when  the  former  remarked  to  the  latter  that 
he  thought  a  certain  young  lady  near  ua  was  un- 
commonly beautiful.  The  middle-aged  lady  replied, 
"  I  cannot  see  any  particular  beauty  in  her."  "  Ah, 
madam,"  he  rejoined,  "  to  ua  old  men,  youth  always 
appears  beautifull"  (a  speech  with  which  Words- 
worth, when  I  repeated  it  to  him,  was  greatly 
Btniek).  The  fact  ia,  tiU  we  are  about  to  leave  the 
world,  we  do  not  perceive  how  much  it  contains  to 
excite  our  inleiest  and  admiration :  the  sunsets  ap- 
pear to  me  far  lovelier  now  than  they  were  in  other 
years ;  and  the  bee  upon  the  flower  is  now  an  object 
of  curiosity  to  me,  which  it  was  not  in  my  early 

CiTRBAN. — I  once  dined  with  Curran  in  the  public 
room  of  the  chief  inn  at  Greenwich,  when  he  talked 
a  great  deal,  and,  as  usual;  with  considerable  exag- 
geration. Speaking  of  Bomelhing  which  ho  would 
not  do  on  any  inducement,  he  exdaimcd  vehement- 
ly, "1  had  rather  be  hanged  on  twenty  gibbets." 
"Don't  you  think,  dr,  that  one  would  be  enough 
for  you  ?"  said  a  girl,  a  stranger,  who  was  sitting  at 
the  table  next  to  us.    I  wish  you  could  have  seen 


s  absolutely  confounded, — 


Gkattak's  Uncle,  Deah  Maklev,  had  a  good  deal 
of  the  humor  of  Swift.  Once,  when  the  footman 
was  oat  of  the  way,  he  ordered  the  coachman  to 
fetch  some  water  from  the  well.  To  this  the  coach- 
man objected  that,  hit  business  was  to  drive,  not  to 
run  on  errands.  "  Well,  then,"  sud  Marley,  "  bring 
out  the  coach  and  four,  set  the  pitcher  inside,  and 
drive  to  the  well;" — a  service  which  was  several 
times  repeated,  to   the  great  amusement  of  the 

Lord  ELLEHBORonCH  had  infinite  wit.  When  the 
income-tax  was  imposed,  he  said  that  Lord  Eenyon 
(who  was  not  very  nice  in  hia  habits)  intended,  in 
consequence  of  it,  to  lay  down — his  pocket-hand- 
kerchieC 

A  lawyer  one  day  pleading  before  him,  and  using 
several  times  the  expression  "my  nnfortunate  cli- 
ent," Lord  Ellenborough  suddenly  interrupted  him, 
— "There,  sir,  the  court  is  with  you." 

Lord  Elienborough  was  once  about  to  go  on  the 
drcuit,  when  Lady  E,  said  that  she  should  like  to 
accompany  him.  He  replied  that  he  had  no  objcc- 
tiana,  provided  she  did  not  encumber  the  carriage 
with  bandboxes,  which  were  hia  utter  abhorrence. 
They  set  otK  During  the  first  day's  journey,  Lord 
Elienborough,  happening  to  stretch  his  legs,  struck 
his  feet  against  something  below  the  seat.  He  dis- 
covered that  it  was  a  bandbox.  His  indignation  is 
not  to  be  described.  Up  went  the  window,  and  out 
went  the  bandbox.  The  coachman  stopped;  and 
the  footmen,  thinking  that  the  bandbox  had  tum- 
bled out  of  the  window  by  some  extraordinary 
chance,  were  going  to  pick  it  up,  when  Lord  Ellen- 
borough  furiously  called  out,  "Drive  on!"  The 
bandbox  accordingly  was  left  by  a  ditch  aide. 
Having  reached  the  county  town  where  he  was  to 
officiate  as  judge.  Lord  Elienborough  proceeded  to 
array  himself  for  his  appearance  in  the  court-house. 
"Now,"  said  be,  "where'a  my  wig, — where  is  my 
wig?"  "My  Lord,"  replied  his  attendant,  "  it  was 
thrown  out  of  the  carriage  window," 
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Hebe  let  me  read ;  and  reading,  try 
To  picture  these  old  authors  in  my  eye : 
But  to  begin  with,  here's  an  unknown  wor 
I  ought  to  know  it,  but — oh  I  how  abaurd 
I'll  look  it  out ;  and  as  with  specs  I  con 
The  well-thumb'd  dogs'-eats  of  my  Lexicon. 
I'll  say — oh  1  dash  i 


"1 


And  there's  that  wretch  begun  to  play  the  cornet ! 

He's  overhead,  and  will  wear  on  his  feet 

Thick  boots,  with  which  he  will  try  time  to  beat. 

How  can  I  ever  read  enough  to  pass. 

While  that  infem — I  mean  eternal  brass 

Pumps  out  that  ever-varying  key. 

Which  makes  attempts  to  say,  "  Remember  me." 

Lydia  and  Chloe,  Horace'  and  Ovid's  flames. 

Are  80  mix'd  up  with  waJtz-suggestive  namea, 


Let  me  but  try  the  former's  "  lines  upon  her," 
I  construe  '^ mater  pviekra'"  "  prima  donna," 
I  lose  my  place,  and  straight  the  mocker  plays 
"  Thou'rt  gone,"  in  fitful  quavers,  "  from  my  gai 
0,  that  by  some  stem  dean  those   notes  we 

stopp'd  I 
It's  ful!  ten  min 
And  here's  hia  1 
What  is  she  wa: 
■■  If  ?■  please,  si. 
As  says  he's  just  a  trying 
Would  be  oblig'd  if  youM  not  read  so  loud." 
And  here  with  solemn  mental  oath  I  vow'd 
I'd  buy  a  kettle-drum.    Eevenge  is  sweet  I 
I'll  try  if  I  can't  his  concertos  beat. 
Honors  divided.     FlI  so  loudly  thump  it, 
He'll  soon  revoke,  without  the  heart  to  trumpet. 


s  that  that  weazel's  popp'd. 
■maker  1     I  can't  be  left  alone  I 
ig  now  ?    Well,  Mrs,  Bone, 
Swill,  the  gent  np  stairs. 
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AUTHORS    AND    THEIR    DIETETICS. 


It  19  all  very  well  for  Ur.  Leigh  Hunt  to  write  a  poem  on 
tlie  "  Feast  of  the  Poets,"  and  to  show  us  how  Apollo  stood 
"  pitching  his  darts,"  by  way  of  invitation  to  the  ethereal 
biinquet.  This  is  all  very  well  in  graceful  poetry,  but  the 
account  is  no  more  to  be  received,  than  the  new  gospel 
according  to  dilto  is  likely  to  be  by  the  Lord  Primate  and 
orthodox  Christians.  It  is  far  more  difficult  to  tell  the 
matter  in  pkua  prose ;  for,  where  there  are  few  dinners, 
many  authors  cannot  well  diito.  It  is  easier  to  tell  how 
they  lasted  than  how  they  fed ;  how  they  died,  choked  at 
last  by  the  newly-baked  roll  that  came  too  late  to  be  swal- 
lowed, than  how  they  lived  daily, — for  the  daily  life  of 
some  would  be  as  iropoasible  of  discorery,  aa  the  door  of 
the  "  Cathedral  of  ImmeiiBities,"  wherein  Mr,  Carlyle  trans- 
acts worship.  The  soul  of  the  poet,  says  an  Eastern  pro- 
verb, pnssea  into  the  grasshopper,  which  »ngs  till  it  dies  of 
starvation.  An  apt  illustration,  but  our  English  grasshop- 
pers must  not  be  used  for  the  illustrative  purpose,  seeing 
that  they  are  &r  too  wise  to  do  any  thing  of  the  sort.  A 
British  grasshopper  no  more  ^ngs  til]  he  dies,  than  a  Brit- 
ish swan  dies  singing:  these  fooUsh  habits  are  lett  to  for- 
eigners and  poetry.  Let  us  turn  to  the  more  reliable 
rerister  of  our  ever-juvenile  friend,  Mr.  Sylvanus  Urban. 

More  than  a  century  ago,  Mr.  Urban,  who  is  tlie  only 
i)rifl;inal  "  oldest  inhabitant,"  gave  a  "  literary  BUI  of  Mor- 


tality for  1752,"  showing  the  casualties  among  books  ai 
as  among  authors.  Touching  the  respective  liites  of  the  lui- 
mer,  wefindtbeproductionsoftheyearsetdownas,  "Abor- 
tive, seven  thousand ;  sUll-born,  three  thousand;  old  age, 
naught."  Sudden  deathsfell  upon  three  hundred  and  twenty. 
Three  or  four  thousand  perished  by  trunk-makers,  sky- 
rockets, pastry-cooks,  or  worm ;  while  more  than  half  that 
number  were  privily  disposed  of  If  u  h  ere  f 
tunes  of  the  works,  how  desperate  mas  ha  h  n  be  d  e 
of  the  authors  i  So  also  was  the  de  ny  As  a  ass 
they  are  fixed,  in  round  numbers,  a  hr  e  housand  and 
a  third  of  these  are  registered  as  d  q_  of  n  y  Some 
twelve  hundred  are  entered  as  "  sta  cL  Se  n  n  w 
disposed  of  by  "the  hangman,"  and  hft  n  b  ha  dy  m  e 
respectable  persons,  namely  them>>  M  d  dogs      pe  "S 

and  mortification,  swept  off  a  goo  yub  Fepso 
ral  poets,  who  could  not  live  by  the  o  n  p  pe  app  oy 
ately  died  of  "fistula."  And,  as  a  on  as  o  mill  de 
"  starved,"  we  find  a  sero  indioiitin  h  a.  a  n  d  qo  n 
tity  of  authors  who  had  perished  b  h  d  a  m  d 
of  "surfeit." 
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There  is,  perhaps,  more  apprositnatLon  to  truth 
than  appears  at  first  Bight  in  this  jeu  d'enpril.  It 
was  only  in  Pagan  days  that  aathors  couid  boast  of 
oheaity.  Thej  dined  «ith  the  t^anni,  as  Persian 
poets  get  their  mouths  stuffed  with  sugnr-candy  by 
the  Shah  Inshah.  And  yet  Pliny  speaks  of  poets 
feeding  aparingij,  id  »ole«i  poetic.  Perhaps  this 
was  only  an  exception,  Uke  that  of  Moore,  who 
smiliugty  sat  down  to  a  broil  at  home  when  not 
dining  with  "right  honorablea;"  or  contentedly 
thanked  hearen  for  "salt  fish  and  biscuLts"  with 
Ms  mother  and  sister  in  Abbey  Street,  the  day  after 
he  had  supped  wili  the  ducal  viceroy  of  Ireland, 
and  half  the  peerage  of  tlie  thi%e  hiogdoms. 

Stiill  in  the  old  times,  authors  took  more  liberty 
with  their  hosts.  In  Kome  they  kept  more  to  the 
proprietiea  ;  for  a  nod  of  the  head  of  the  imperial 
entertainer  naa  sufficient  to  make  their  own  fly 
from  their  shoulders.  In  presence  of  the  Roman 
emperor  of  old,  an  author  couid  only  have  declared 
that  the  famous  invasion  of  Britain,  which  was  pro- 
ductive of  ship-loads  of  spoil,  in  the  shape  of  sea- 
shells,  was  a  god-Uke  fept.  So,  at  the  table  of  the 
czar,  all  the  lyres  of  Muscovy  sing  the  Ae  of  eter- 
nal sameness,  to  the  effect  that  the  dastardly  butch- 
ery of  Sinopo  was  an  act  that  made  the  angels  of 
God  jubilant!  The  Russian  Ijrea  dare  not  sing  to 
any  other  tune.  It  was  not  so  of  yore.  Witness 
what  is  told  us  of  Philoxenus,  the  ode  writer,  whose 
odes,  however,  are  less  known  than  his  acts.  He 
was  the  author  of  the  wish  that  he  had  a  crane's 
neck,  in  order  to  have  proloui^d  enjoyment  in 
swallowing.  This  is  a  poor  wish  compared  with 
that  of  Quia,  elsewhere  recorded,  that  he  might 
have  a  swallow  as  long  as  from  here  to  Botany 
Bay,  and  palate  all  the  way  I  He  was  a  greedy  fel- 
low, this  Eame  Fbiloxenns.  He  accustomed  himself 
to  hold  his  hands  in  the  hottest  water,  and  to  garble 
his  throat  with  it  scalding ;  and,  by  this  sutble  train- 
ing, he  achieved  the  noble  end  of  being  able  to 
swallow  the  hottest  things  at  table,  before  the  oth- 
er guests  could  venture  on  them.  He  would  have 
conquered  the  most  accomphshed  of  our  country 
'n  consuming  hasty-pudding  at  a  fair. 
fas  as  though  it  was  paved,  and  hia  fel- 
sed  to  say  of  him,  that  he  was  an  oven 
an.  He  once  travelled  many  miles  to 
Gphesus ;  but.  when  be  reached  the 
>,  he  found 


bumpkin 


buy  fish  at 
luarket-plac 
banquet.     " 


Bbyn 


ninvited  to  the  feast,  kissed  the  bride,  sang 
an  epithalainium  that  made  the  guests  roar  with 
ecstasy,  and  afforded  such  delight  by  his  humor, 
that  the  bridegroom  invited  him  to  breakfast  with 


m  the  ir 


■ing  all  the  best  dishes.  It  is  a  long  way 
from  Philoxenus  to  Dr.  Chalmers  forgetting  his  re- 
past in  the  outpouring  of  his  wisdom,  and  entering 
in  his  journal  the  expresuon  of  his  fear  that  he  had 
been  intolerant  in  argument.  What  a  contrast,  too, 
between  Philoienns  and  Byron,  who,  when  dining 
with  a  half-score  of  wils  at  Kogers's,  only  opened 
his  mouth  ^a  ask  for  biscuits  and  soda-water,  and 
not  finding  any  such  articles  in  the  bill  of  fare,  si- 
lently dining  on  vegetables  and  vinegarl  The  no- 
ble poet's  fare  in  Athens  was  often  of  the  same 
modest  character;  but  we  know  what  excesses  he 
could  commit  when  his  wayward  appetite  that  way 

Srompteil,  or  when  he  wished  to  lash  hia  Pegasus 
ito  Mry,  as,  after  reading  the  famous  attack  on  his 
poetry  in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  when  he  swallowed 


three  bottles  of  claret,  and  then  addressed  himself 
to  the  tomahawking  of  his  reviewers  and  rivals. 

Philoseims,  however,  had  his  counterpart  in 
those  abbes  and  poeta  who  used,  in  the  hearing  of 
Louis  XV.,  to  praise  Madame  de  Pompadour.  He 
was  writing  a  poem  called  "  Galatea,"  in  honor  of 
the  mistress  of  Monysins  of  Sicily,  when  he  was 
once  dining  with  that  tyrant.  There  were  a  couple 
of  barbels  on  the  royal  board,  a  small  one  near  the 
poet,  and  a  larger  one  near  the  prince.  As  the  lat- 
ter saw  Philoienua  put  his  diminuUve  barbel  to  hia 
ear,  he  asked  him  wherefore,  and  the  poet  replied 
that  he  was  asking  news  of  Kerens,  but  that  he 
thought  the  fish  he  held  had  been  caught  too  young 
to  give  him  any.  "  I  think,"  said  Philoxenus,  "  that 
the  old  fish  near  your  sacredneas  would  better  suit 
my  purpose."  This  joke  has  descended  to  Joe  Mil- 
ler, in  whose  collection  it  is  to  be  found  in  a  modi- 
fied form.  But  the  story  is  altogether  less  neat 
than  the  one  told  of  Dominic,  the  famous  Italian 
harlequin  and  farce  writer.  He  was  standing  in 
presence  of  Lonis  XIV.  at  dinner,  when  the  Grand 
Monarque  observed  that  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  a 
dish  of  partridges.  "  Give  that  dish  to  Dominic," 
Eud  the  king.  "What!"  excMmed  the  farceia; 
"  partridges  and  all  r  "Well,"  said  the  monarch, 
smiling  with  gravity,  "yes,  partridges  and  alll" 
This  reminds  me  of  another  anecdote,  the  hero  of 
which  is  the  AbbS  Horallet,  whom  Miss  Edgeworth 
in  her  "  Ormond  "  praises  so  highly,  and  prases  so 
justly.  But  Morallet,  if  he  loved  good  deeds,  loved 
not  less  good  dinners,  and  he  shone  in  both.  His 
talents  as  a  writer,  and  his  virtues  as  a  man,  to  say 
nothing  of  his  appetite,  made  him  especially  wel- 
come at  the  hospitable  table  of  Monsieur  Ansu. 
The  abb4  had  learned  to  carve  expteasly  that  he 
might  appropriate  to  himself  his  fevorite  portions, 
— a  singular  instance  of  selfishness  in  a  man  who 
was  selfish  in  nothing  else.  It  was  on  one  of  these 
occasions  that  a  magnificent  pheasant  excited  the 
admiration  of  the  guests,  and  of  the  abi>6  in  par- 
ticular, who  nevertheless  sighed  to  think  that  it  had 
not  been  placed  close  to  him.  Some  dexterity  was 
required  SO  to  carve  it,  that  each  of  the  gaesta 
might  partake  of  the  oriental  bird  ;  and  the  mistress 
of  the  house,  remembering  the  abba's  skill  as  a  car- 
ver, directed  an  attendant  to  pass  the  pheasant  to 
M.  I'Abbfi  Morallet.  "  What !"  excMmed  the  latter, 
"the  whole  of  it?  how  very  kind!"  "The  whole 
of  it?"  repeated  the  lady;  "I  have  no  objection,  if 
these  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  willing  to  surrender 
their  rights  to  yon."  The  entire  company  gave 
consent,  by  reiterating  the  words,  "  the  whole  of 
it  I"  and  the  man,  who  might  have  gained  the  Mon- 
thyon  prize  for  virtue,  really  achieved  a  piece  of 
gluttony  which  hardly  confers  honor  on  a  hungry 
clown  at  a  fair. 

La  Fontaine  at  table  was  seen  in  a  better  Hght 
than  the  Abbe  Morallet.  A  fermier-general  once 
invited  him  to  a  dinner  of  ceremony,  in  the  persua- 
sion that  an  author  who  excited  such  general  admi- 
ration would  create  endless  delight  lor  the  select 
company,  to  entertain  whom  he  had  been  invited. 
La  Fontaine  knew  it  well,  during  the  whole  repast 
ate  in  silence,  and  immediately  rose,  to  the  conster- 
nation of  the  convives,  to  take  his  departure.  He 
was  going,  he  said,  to  the  Academy.  The  master 
of  the  house  represented  to  him  tliat  it  was  by  far 
too  early,  and  that  he  would  find  none  of  the  mem- 
bers assembled.  "I  know  that,"  said  the  fabulist, 
with  his  quiet  smilf  and  courteous  bow ;  "  I  know 
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that,  but  I  wUl  go   a  long  way  round."    If  this 

seeming  than  reality— it  was  not  so  much  so  as  in 
the  case  of  Bjron,  who  used  to  incite  a  company  to 
dinner,  and  then  leave  them  (o  tlieniselvea  to  enjo; 
their  repast.  Noble  boats  of  the  post  century  used 
to  do  something  like  this  when  they  gare  masqaer- 
adea.  Fashion  compelled  tbem  to  adopt  a  species 
of  amusement  which  tbey  detested;  but  they  vindi- 
cated personal  liberty  nevertheless,  for  when  their 
rooma  were  at  their  fullest,  the  noble  host,  quietly 
leaving  his  guests  to  the  care  of  his  wife,  would  slip 
away  to  some  neighboring  coffee-house,  and  over  a 
cool  pint  of  claret  emoj  the  calm  which  was  not  to 
be  had  at  home.  The  late  Duke  of  Norfolk  used 
habitually  to  dine  at  one  of  the  houses  in  Covent 
Garden,  out  of  pare  liking  to  it.  He  was  accus- 
tomed to  order  dinner  for  five,  and  to  duly  eat 
what  he  had  deUberately  ordered ;  but,  as  he  one 
day  detected  a  waiter  watching  him  in  his  gastro- 
nomic process,  he  angrily  ordered  his  bUI,  and  never 
entered  the  house  again. 

It  was  a  common  practice  with  Haydn,  lite  his 
Grace  of  Norfolk,  to  order  a  dinner  for  live  or  six, 
and  then  eat  the  whole  himself.  He  once  ordered 
such  a  dinner  to  be  ready  by  a  stated  hour,  at  which 
time  he  alone  appeared,  and  ordered  the  repast  to 
be  served.  "But  where  is  the  company?"  respect- 
fully inquired  the  head  waiter.  "  Oh!"  exclaimed 
Haydn,  "/am  de  gompany  1"  But  it  he  ate  all,  he 
also  paid  for  all.  Moore  and  Bowles,  in  their  vislta 
together  to  Bath,  used  sometimes  to  dine  at  the 
While  Hart,  where,  as  Moore  records,  he  paid  his 
share  of  the  dinner  and  pint  of  Madeira,  and  then 
Bowles  magnificently  "  stood  "  a  bottle  of  claret,  at 
dessert.  And  a  pleasant  dinner  the  two  opposite, 
yet  able,  poets,  made  of  it— ^far  more  pleasant  thna 
Coleridge's  dinner  with  a  party  at  Reynolds's,  when 
he  bowled  down  the  glasses  like  nine-pins,  because 
they  were  too  small  to  drink  from  copiously ! 

The  name  of  Coleridge  reminds  me  of  Dufresny, 
an  author  of  the  time  of  Louis  XVI.,  who  was  full 
of  sentiment  and  majestic  sounds,  but  who  was  con- 
tent to  live  at  the  cost  of  other  people,  and  who 
never  achieved  any  thing  like  an  independence  for 
himself.  After  the  death  of  his  royal  patron,  he 
was  one  day  dming  with  the  Regent  Duke  of  Or- 
leans, who  espressed  a  wish  to  provide  for  him. 
Caprice  inspired  the  author  to  say,  "Your  royal 
highness  had  better  leave  me  poor,  as  I  am,  as  a 
monument  of  the  condition  of  France  before  the 
regency."  He  was  not  displeased  at  having  his  pe- 
tition refused.  A  guest  at  his  side  did  indeed  re- 
mark, by  way  of  encoaragement,  that  "  poverty  was 
no  vice."  "No,"  answered  Dufi'esny,  sharply, 
"  bat  it  is  something  very  much  worse."  In  act 
and  spirit,  he  was  not  unhke  a  prince  of  wits  and 
punsters  among  ourselves,  who  used  to  set  up  bot- 
tles of  champagne  on  his  little  lawn  and  bowl  them 
down  for  nina-pins;  and  who,  of  course,  left  his 
wife  and  children  pensioners  on  the  charity  of  the 
elate  and  the  peo|:de. 

I  have  spoken  of  La  Fontaine ;  he  was  as  absent 
St  table  as  poor  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward,  whose  first 
aberrations  so  alarmed  Queen  Adelaide.  La  Fon- 
taine was  also  like  Dean  Ogle,  who,  at  a  friend's 
table,  always  thought  himself  at  his  own,  and  if  the 
dinner  were  indifferent,  he  would  make  an  apology 
to  the  guests,  and  promise  them  better  treatment 
next  time.  So  La  Fontaine  was  one  day  at  the  ta- 
ble of  Despreaui ;  the  conversation  turned  upon 


St.  Augustin,  and  after  much  serious  discourse  upon 
that  Christian  teacher.  La  Fontaine,  who  had  till 
then  been  perfectly  silent,  turned  to  his  neighbor, 
the  Abb6  Boileau,  one  of  the  most  pious  men  of  his 
day,  and  asked  him  "if  he  thought  that  St.  Augus- 
tin had  as  much  wit  as  Babclats?"  The  priest 
blushed  scarlet,  and  then  contented  himself  with 
remarking,  "  M.  de  la  Fontaine,  you  have  got  on 
one  of  vour  stockings  the  wrong  side  out " — which 
was  the  feet. 

The  poet's  query  to  the  priest  was  no  doubt  as 
startling  as  that  put  by  the  son  of  a  renowned  rev- 
erend joker  to  the  then  Lord  Primate.  'The  aniious 
parent  had  informed  his  somewhat  "faat"ofifepring, 
that  as  the  archbishop  was  to  dine  with  him  Uiat 
day,  it  would  be  desirable  that  the  young  gentleman 
should  eschew  sporting  subjects,  and  if  ne  spoke  at 
all,  speak  only  on  serious  subjects.  Accordingly,  at 
dessert,  during  a  moment  of  silence,  the  obedient 
child,  looking  gravely  at  hia  grace,  asked  him  "  if 
he  could  t«ll  him  what  sort  of  condition  Nebuchad- 
nezzar was  in,  when  he  was  taken  up  from  grass?" 
The  Lord  Primate  readily  replied,  that  he  should 
be  able  to  answer  the  question  by  the  time  he  who 
had  made  it,  had  found  out  the  name  of  the  man 
whom  Samson  ordered  to  tie  the  torches  to  the 
foxes'  tails,  before  they  were  sent  in  to  destroy  tlie 
corn  of  the  Philistines! 

Moore  loved  to  dine  with  the  great;  but  there 
have  been  many  authors  who  coold  not  appreciate 
the  supposed  advantages  of  such  a  distinction. 
Lainez  was  one  of  these,  and  there  were  bnt  few  of 
his  countrymen  who  resembled  him.  One  day,  the 
Duke  of  Orleans  met  him  in  the  park  at  Fo'ntain- 
blcau,  and  did  him  the  honor  of  inviting  him  to 
dinner.  "It  is  really  quite  impossible,"  said  Ldnez ; 
"  I  am  engaged  to  dine  at  a  tavern  with  half-a-dozen 
jolly  companions;  and  what  opinion  would  your 
royal  highness  have  of  me  if  I  were  to  break  my 
wordf"  Lainez  was  not  like  Madame  de  Sevign^ 
who,  after  having  been  asked  to  dance  by  Louis 
XIV.,  declared  in  her  delight  that  he  was  the  great- 
est monarch  in  the  world.  Bussi,  who  laughed  at 
her  absurd  enthusiasm,  affirms  that  the  6ir  author- 
ess of  the  famous  "  Letters  "  was  so  esoitcdatthe 
sapper  after  the  dance,  that  it  was  with  difficulty 
she  could  refrain  from  shrieking  out  "Vive  le 
Eoi !" 

Had  the  famous  "  petit  pfire  Andr6  "  kept  down 
his  impulses  as  successfully  as  Madame  de  SevignS 
did  at  the  supper,  where,  after  all,  she  did  not  ex- 
claim, "  Vive  le  Roi,"  it  would  have  been  more  to 
his  credit,  and  less  to  our  amusement.  The  good 
father,  Uke  a  better  man,  St.  Vincent  de  Paul,  was 
excessively  fond  of  cards,  but  he  did  not  cheat,  like 
the  saint,  for  the  sate  of  winning  for  the  poor.  He 
had  been  playing  at  piquet,  and  in  one  game  had 
won  a  considerable  sum  by  the  lucky  intervention 
of  a  fourth  king.  He  was  in  such  ecstasy  at  his 
luck,  that  he  declared  at  supper  he  woald  introduce 
his  lucky  fourth  king  into  his  next  day's  sermon. 
Bets  were  laid  in  consequence  of  this  declaration, 
and  the  whole  company  were  present  when  the  dis- 
course was  )»eached.  The  promise  made  at  the 
supper  was  kept  in  the  sermon,  though  somewhat 
profanely  r  "My  brethren,"  said  the  abb6,  "there 
arrived  one  king,  two  kings,  three  kings ;  but  what 
were  thej  ? — and  where  should  I  have  been  without 
the  fourth  king,  who  saved  me,  and  has  benefited 
you?  That  fourth  king  was  He  who  lay  in  the 
manger,  and  whom  the  three  royal  magi  came  but 
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to  KoreMpl"  At  the  dinner  which  followed,  the 
author  of  tho  sermon  was  move  enlogized  than  If  he 
had  been  oa  grand  as  Bourdnlone,  as  toucbiag  as 
Haakon,  or  as  winnine  as  Fenelon. 

There  was  more  wit  in  a  cur6  of  Bassa  Bretagne, 
who  was  the  author  of  his  diocesan's  pastorals,  and 
who  happened  to  hold  invitations  to  dinners  for  the 
con^cutive  dajs  of  the  weeli.  He  could  not  take 
advantage  of  them  and  perform  Ms  duty  too,  but 
he  hit  on  a  method  of  accomplishing  his  desire- 
He  gave  out  at  church,  an  intima,tion  to  this  effect : 
— "In  order  to  avoid  confusion,  my  brethren,  I 
have  to  finnounce  that  to-morrow,  Monday,  I  will 
receive  at  confession  the  liars  only ;  on  Tuesday, 
the  misers;  on  Wednesday,  the  slanderers;  on 
Thursday,  the  thieves;  Friday,  the  libertines;  and 
Saturday,  the  women  of  evil  life,"  It  need  not  he 
said  that  the  priest  was  left  during  tliot  week  to  en- 
joy himself  without  let  or  hindrance.  And  it  was 
at  such  joyous  dinners  as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  at- 
tending that  most  of  tbe  sermons,  with  startling 
passages  in  them,  like  thos«  of  Father  Andr6,  were 
devised.  Thus,  the  Cordelier  MaiUavd,  the  author 
of  various  pious  works,  at  a  dinner  of  counsellors, 
announced  his  intention  of  preachbg  against  the 
counsellors'  ladies, — that  is,  agMnst  their  wives,  or 
such  of  them  Uiat  wore  embroidery.  And  well  he 
kept  his  word,  as  the  following  choice  flowers  from 
the  bouquet  of  his  pulpit  oratory  will  show  :  "  You 
say,"  he  exclaimed  to  the  ladies  in  question,  "that 
you  are  clad  according  to  your  conditions;  all  the 
devils  in  hell  fly  away  with  your  conditions,  and 
you  too,  my  ladiesl  Xou  will  say  to  me,  perhaps, 
Oitr  husbands  do  not  give  us  this  goi^eous  apparel, 
we  earn  it  by  the  labors  of  our  bodies.  Thirty 
thousand  devils  fly  away  ?ith  the  labors  of  your 
bodies,  and  you  too,  my  ladies!"  And,  after 
tribes  like  these  against  the  ladies  in  question,  .__ 
Cordelier  would  ^ne  with  their  lords,  and  dine 
sumptuously  too.  The  dinners  of  the  ooubsellors 
of  those  days  were  not  like  the  Spanish  dinner 
which  an  author  was  invited,  and  which  con^sted 
of  capon  and  wine,  two  excellent  ingredi 
unfortunately,  as  at  the  banquet  celebrated  by 
Sftift,  where  there  was  nothing  warm  but  the  iee, 
and  nothing  sweet  but  the  vinegar,  so  here  the  ca- 
pon was  cold  and  the  wine  was  hot.  Whereupon, 
the  literary  guest  dips  the  leg  of  the  capon  mto  the 
flask  of  wine,  and  being  asked  by  his  host  wherefore 
de  did  so,  replied,  "I  am  warming  the  capon  in  the 
wine,  and  cooling  the  wine  with  the  capon." 

The  host  was  not  such  a  judge  of  wine,  apparent- 
ly, as  the  archbishops  of  Salzboui'g,  who  used  not 
indeed  to  write  books,  nor  indeed  read  them,  but 
who  used  to  entertain  tliosa  who  did,  and  then 
preach  against  literary  vanity  from  those  double- 
balcony  pulpits  which  some  of  my  readers  may  re- 
collect in  the  eatliedral  of  the  town  where  Paracel- 
HDB  was  wont  to  discourse  like  Solon,  and  to  drink 
like  Piienns;  and  before  whose  tomb  I  hare  seen 
votaries,  imploring  Ms  aid  against  maladies,  or 
thanking  him  for  having  averted  them !  It  is  said 
of  one  of  these  prince  primates  that  when,  on  the 
occasion  of  his  death,  the  municipal  officers  went  to 
place  the  seals  on  his  property,  they  found  the  li- 
brary scaled  up  exactly  as  it  had  been  done  many 
years  before,  at  the  time  of  the  decease  of  Ms  pre- 
decessor. Such,  however,  was  not  the  case  with 
tiie  wine-cellars.  What  the  archie piscopal  wine  is 
at  Salzbou:^,  I  do  not  know,  bat  if  It  i>e  half  as 
good  ae  that  drank  by  the  monks  of  Mslk,  on  the 


Danube,  why  the  archbishops  may  stand  eicused. 
licsides,  they  only  drank  it  during  their  leisure 
hours, — of  which,  as  Hayne  remarks,  archbishops 
have  generally  four  and  twenty  daily. 

But  to  return  nearer  home,  and  to  our  own  au- 
thors:— Dr.  Ame  may  be  reckoned  among  these, 
and  it  is  of  him,  I  think,  that  a  pleasant  story  is 
told,  showing  how  he  wittily  proonred  a  dinner  in 
an  emergency,  which  certainly  did  not  promise  to 
allow  such  a  cousttmmation.  The  doctor  was  with 
party  of  composers  and  musicians  in  a  provincial 
)wn,  irfiere  a  musical  festival  was  being  celebrated, 
lid  at  which  they  were  prominent  performers. 
They  proceeded  to  an  inn  to  dine;  they  were  ac- 
commodated with  a  room,  but  were  told  that  every 
eatable  thing  in  the  house  was  already  engaged. 
All  despaired  in  their  hunger,  save  the  "  Mus.  Doc." 
who,  cutting  off  two  or  three  ends  of  catgut,  went 
lut  upon  the  stairs,  and  obsetring  a  waiter  carrying 
.joint  to  a  company  in  an  adjacent  room,  contrived 
0  drop  the  bits  of  catgut  on  the  meat,  while  he  ad- 
dressed two  or  three  questions  to  the  waiter.  He 
then  returned  to  his  companions,  to  whom  he  inti- 
mated that  dinner  would  soon  be  ready.  They 
smiled  grimly  at  what  they  thought  was  a  sorry 
joke,  and  soon  alter,  some  confusion  being  heard 
in  the  room  to  wMch  the  joint  which  he  had  orna- 
mented had  been  conveyed,  he  reiterated  the  assur- 
ance that  dmner  was  coming,  and  thereupon  he  left 
the  room.  On  the  stairs  he  encountered  the  waiter 
bearing  away  the  joint,  with  a  look  of  disgust  in  his 
face.  "Whither  so  fiist,  friend,  with  that  haunch 
of  mutton  f "  was  the  qaery.  "  I  am  taking  it  back 
to  the  kitchen,  rar ;  the  gentlemen  cannot  touch  it. 
Only  look,  sir,"  said  William,  with  his  nose  in  the 
direction  of  the  bits  of  catgut;  "it's  enough  to 
turn  one's  stomach!"  "  William," said  Arne,  grave- 
ly, "  fiddlers  have  very  strong  stomachs ;  bring  the 
mutton  to  our  room."  The  thing  was  done,  the 
haunch  was  eaten,  the  hungry  guests  were  delight- 
ed, but  WilUom  hod  ever  afterwards  a  contempt  for 
mn^cal  people ;  he  classed  them  with  those  barba- 
rians whom  he  had  heard  the  company  speak  of 
where  he  waited,  who  not  only  ate  grubs,  but  de- 
clared that  they  liked  them. 

Martial  was  often  as  hardly  put  to  it  to  secure  a 
dinner  as  ony  of  the  authors  I  have  hitherto  named. 
He  was  fond  of  a  good  dinner,  vt  solent  poet/e  ;  and 
he  knew  nothing  better  than  a  hare,  followed  by  a 
dish  of  thrushes.  The  thrush  appears  to  have  been 
a  favorite  bird  in  the  estimation  of  the  poets.  The 
latter  may  have  loved  to  hear  them  sing,  but  they 
loved  them  better  in  a  pie.  Homer  wrote  a  poem 
on  the  thrush ;  and  Horace  has  said,  in  a  line,  as 
much  in  its  favor  as  the  CMan  could  have  said  in 
his  long  and  lost  poem, — "  nil  melius  turdo."  Mar- 
tial was,  at  all  events,  a  better  fed  and  better 
weighted  man  than  the  poet  PiiiietaB  of  Cos,  who 
was  so  thin  that  he  walked  abroad  with  leaden  balls 
to  his  feet,  in  order  that  he  might  not  bo  carried 
away  by  the  wind.  The  poet  Arehestratus,  when 
he  was  captured  by  the  enemy,  was  pat  in  a  pair  of 
scales,  and  was  found  of  tlie  weight  of  an  oholus. 
Perhaps  this  was  the  value  of  his  poetryl  It  was 
the  value  of  nearly  all  that  was  written  by  a  gastro- 
nomic authoress  in  Franco ;  I  allude  to  Madame  de 
Genlis,  who  boasts  in  her  Memoirs,  that  having 
been  courteously  received  by  a  certain  German, 
she  returned  the  courtesy  by  teaching  him  how 
to  cook  seven  ditTerent  dishes  after  the  French 
fasMoQ. 
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The  ttuthora  of  France  have  eshlbited  much  ca- 
price in  theic  gaatronomic  practice;  often  profess- 
iog  in  one  direction,  and  acting  in  it3  oppo^te. 
Thus,  Lamartine  was  a  vegetarian  until  lie  entered 
his  teens.  He  remains  so  in  o^union,  but  he  does 
violence  to  hh  taste,  and  eats  good  dinners  for  the 
sake  of  conforming  to  the  rulea  of  society  t  This 
course  in  an  author,  who  is  for  the  moment  ligidly 
republican  «hen  all  the  world  around  him  ia  mon- 
archical, is  singular  enough.  Lamartine's  vegetari- 
an taste  was  fostered  by  hifl  mother,  who  took  him 
when  a  child  to  the  shambles,  and  disgusted  him 
with  the  si^ht  of  batchers  iu  activity  on  slaaghter- 
jng  da<r3.  He  for  a  long  time  led  about  a  pet  Iamb 
by  a  ribbon,  and  went  into  strong  fits  at  a  hint  from 
his  mother's  cook,  that  it  was  time  lo  turn  the  sdd 
pet  into  useful  purposes,  and  make  iendrona  dagneau 
of  him.  Lamartine  would  no  more  have  thought 
of  eating  his  lamb,  than  Emily  Norton  woald  have 
dreamed  of  breakfasting  on  collops  cut  from  her 
dear  white  doe  of  Kylstou.  The  poet  stjll  main- 
tiuns,  that  it  is  cruel  and  sinful  to  kill  one  animal  in 
order  that  another  may  dine ;  but,  with  a  sigh  for 
the  Tictim,  be  can  eat  heartily  of  what  h  killed, 
and  even  put  his  fork  into  Uie  breast  of  lamb  with- 
out compunction, — but  all  for  conformityl  He 
kn  w  ha  if  he  were  to  confine  himself  to  turnips, 
be  h  d  qjoy  better  health  and  have  a  longer 
ife ;  but  then  he  thinks  of  the  usages  of 
soci         sac  Ifices  himself  to  custom,  and  gets  an 

nd  g  pon  truffled  turkey. 

Moo  his  early  days  in  London,  used  to  dine 

m     h        in  Marylebone  with    French  refugee 

pn  something  less  than  a  shilling.    Dr. 

J  h         d    ed  still  cheaper,  at  the  "Pine  Apple," 

n  N  w  et,  Covent  Garden — namely,  for  eight- 
p  Th  y  who  drank  wine  paid  fourpence  more 

h  ry,  but  tlie  lexicographer  seldom  took 

wine  at  his  own  expense;  and  sispenny worth  of 
meat,  one  of  bread,  and  a  penny  for  the  waiter,  suf- 
ficed to  purchase  viands  and  comfort  for  the  author 
of  the  "Vanity  of  Human  Wishes."  Boyce,  the 
versifier,  was  of  quite  another  kidney ;  when  be  hty 
in  bed,  not  only  starving,  but  stark  naked,  a  com. 
passionate  friend  gave  him  half-a-guinea,  which  he 
spent  in  traffics  and  mushrooms,  eating  the  same  in 
bed  under  the  blankets.  There  was  something 
atrociously  sublime  about  Boyce.  Famine  had  pret- 
ty well  done  for  him,  when  some  one  sent  him  a 
slice  of  roast-beef,  but  Boyce  refused  to  eat  it,  be- 
cause there  was  no  catsup  to  render  it  palatable. 

It  must  have  been  a  ^ght  of  gastronomic  pleasure 
to  have  seen  Wilkes  and  Johnson  together  over  a 
fillet  of  veal,  with  ahandanoe  of  butter,  gravy,  stuf- 
fing, and  a  squeeze  of  lemon.  The  philosopher  and 
the  patriot  were  then  on  a  level  with  other  hungry 
and  appreciating  men.  Shallow,  with  his  short- 
legged  hen,  and  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  over  hasty- 
pudding,  are  myths;  not  so  Pope  with  stewed  regi- 
cide lampreys,  Charles  Lamb  before  roast  pig,  or 
Lord  Eldon  next  to  liver  and  bacon,  or  Theodore 
Hook  bending  to  vulgar  pea-soup.  These  were  rich 
realities,  and  the  prmcipal  performers  in  them  had 
not  the  slightest  idea  of^afifecting  refinement  upon 
such  subjects.  Goldsmith,  when  he  could  get  it, 
had  a  weakness  for  haunch  of  venison;  and  Dr. 
Young  was  so  struck  with  a  broiled  bladebone,  on 
which  Pope  regaled  him,  that  be  concluded  it  was 
a  foreign  dish,  and  anxiously  inquired  how  it  was 
prepared.  Ben  Jonson  takes  his  place  among  the 
lovers  of  mutton ;  while  Hcrrick,  wandering  dinner- 


less  about  Westminster,  Nahum  Tato  enduring  sanc- 
tuary and  starvation  in  the  Mint,  Savage  wantonly 
incurring  hunger,  and  Otway  strangled  by  it,  intro- 
duce lis  to  autliors  with  whom  "  dining  with  Duke 
Humphrey,"  was  So  frequent  a  process,  that  each 
shadowy  meal  was  but  as  a  station  towards  death. 

When  Goldsmith  "  tramped  "  it  in  Italy,  his  flute 
ceased  to  be  his  bread-winner,  aa  it  had  been  in 
France  ;  the  fellow-countrymen  of  Palestrina  were 
deaf  to  "Barbara  Allen,"  pierced  from  memory 
through  the  vents  of  an  Irish  reed.  Goldsmith, 
therefore,  dropped  his  flute,  and  took  up  philoso- 
phy ;  not  as  a  dignity ;  he  played  it  as  he  had  done 
iiis  flute,  foe  bread  and  a  pillow.  He  knocked  at 
the  gate  of  a  college  instead  of  at  the  door  of  a 
cottage,  made  his  bow,  gave  out  a  thesis,  supported 
it  in  a  Latin  which  must  have  set  on  edge  the  teeth 
of  his  hearers,  and,  having  carried  his  exhibition  to 
a  successful  end,  was  awarded  the  trifling  and  cus- 
tomary honorarium,  with  which  he  purchased  bread 
and  strength  for  the  morrow.  No  saint  in  the 
howling  wilderness  lived  a  harder  Ufe  than  Gold- 
smith, during  his  strugghng  years  in  London ;  the 
table  traits,  even  of  his  days  of  triumph,  were  some- 
times colored  unpleasingly,  I  am  not  sure  if  Ciold- 
sraith  was  present  at  we  supper  at  Sir  Joshua's, 
when  Miss  Reynolds,  after  the  repast,  was  called 
upon  as  usual  to  give  a  toast,  and  not  readily  re- 
membering one,  was  asked  to  give  the  ughest  man 
of  her  acquaintance,  and  thereon  she  gave  "Dr. 
Goldsmith  ;"  the  name  was  no  sooner  uttered  than 
Mrs.  Cholmondeley  rushed  across  the  room,  and 
shook  hands  with  Reynolds  by  way  of  approval. 
What  a  sample  of  the  manners  of  the  day,  and  how 
characteristic  the  remark  of  Johnson,  who  ims  ptes- 
ent,  and  whose  wit,  st  his  iiiend's  expense,  was  re- 
warded by  a  roar,  that  "thus  the  ancients,  on  the 
commencement  of  their  friendships,  used  to  sacri- 
fice a  beast  between  themi"  Cuzzoni,  when  found 
famishing,  spent  the  guinea  given  her  in  charily,  in 
a  bottle  of  tokay  and  a  penny  roll.  So  Goldsmith, 
according  to  Mrs.  Thrale,  was  "drinking  himself 
drunk  with  Madeira,"  with  the  guinea  sent  to  rescue 
him  &om  hanger  by  Johnson.  But  let  us  be  just 
to  pour  Oliver.  If  he  squandered  the  eleemosynary 
guinea  of  a  friend,  he  refused  roast  beef  and  daily 
pay,  offered  him  by  Parson  Scott,  Lord  Sandwich  s 
chaplun,  if  he  would  write  against  his  conscience, 
and  in  support  of  government;  and  he  could  be 
generous  in  his  turn  to  friends  who  needed  the  ex- 
ercise of  generosity.  When  Goldsmith  went  into 
the  suburban  gardens  of  London  to  enjoy  his  "shoe- 
makers' holiday,"  he  generally  had  Peter  Barlow 
with  him.  Now  Peter's  utmost  limit  of  profligacy 
was  the  sum  of  fifteen-pence  for  his  dinner;  his 
share  would  sometimes  amount  to  five  shillings,  but 
Goldsmith  always  inagnificentiy  \mi  the  difference. 
Perhaps  there  are  few  of  the  sous  of  song  who  dined 
so  beggarly,  and  achieved  such  richness  of  fame,  as 
Butler,  Otway,  Goldsmith,  Chatterton,  and,  in  a  less 
degree  of  reputation,  but  not  of  suffering,  poor  Ge- 
raid  Griffin,  who  wrestled  with  starvation  till  he  be- 
gan to  despair.  Chatterton  Sid  despur,  as  he  sat 
without  food,  hope,  and  humility;  and  we  know 
what  came  of  it.  Butier,  the  sturdy  son  of  a  Wor- 
cestershire farmer,  after  he  had  astonished  his  con- 
temporaries by  his  "  Hudibras,"  lived  known  but  to 
a  few,  and  upon  the  charity  or  at  the  tables  of  them. 
But  he  did  not,  like  the  heartless  though  sorely- 
tried  Savage,  slander  the  good-natured  friends  at 
whose  tables  he  drew  tlie  support  of  his  life.    As 


,,  Google 


ATITHOEa   AND   THEIR 


for  Otway,  whether  he  perished  of  Eiiffocation  by 
the  roll  whioh  he  devoured  too  greedily  after  long 
faaling,  or  whether  he  died  of  the  cold  draught  of 
water,  drank  when  he  was  OTerheated,  it  is  certain 
that  he  died  in  extreme  penury  at  the  "  Bull,"  on 
Tower  Hill, — the  coarse  frequenters  of  the  low  pub- 
lic-house were  in  noisy  revelry  round  their  tables 
while  the  body  of  the  dead  poet  lay,  awaiting  the 
grave,  in  the  room  adjacent. 

The  table  hfe  of  Peter  Pindar  was  a  fer  more  joy- 
ous one  tlian  that  of  much  greater  poets.  At  Truro 
he  was  noted  for  his  ii'ugai  fere,  and  he  never  de- 
parted from  the  observance  of  frugaUty  of  living 
throughout  his  career.  He  would  Bometimes,  we 
are  told,  when  visiting  country  patients,  and  when 
be  happened  to  be  detained,  go  ioto  the  kitchen 
and  cook  his  own  beefsteak,  in  order  to  show  a 
country  cook  how  a  steak  was  done  in  London, — 
the  only  place,  he  said,  where  it  was  properly 
cooked.  He  laughed  at  the  Acuity  as  he  did  at  (he 
king,  and  set  the  whole  profesaon  mad  by  sanction- 
ing the  plentiful  use  of  water,  declarmg  that  physic 
was  an  imcertain  thing,  and  maintaining  that  in 
most  cases  all  that  was  required  on  the  doctor's  pact 
was  "  to  watch  nature,  and  when  she  was  going 
light,  to  ^ve  her  a  shove  behind."  He  was  accus- 
tomed to  analyze  the  drugs  which  he  had  prescribed 
for  his  patients,  before  he  would  allow  the  latter  to 
swallow  them ;  and  he  gave  a  decided  county  bias 
against  pork  by  remarking  of  a  certain  apothecary 
that  he  was  too  fond  of  bleeding  the  patients  who 
resorted  to  him,  and  too  proud  of  his  large  breed 
of  pigs.  The  inference  was  certainly  not  in  favor 
of  pork.  Peter's  practical  jokes  in  connexion  with 
the  table  were  no  jokes  to  the  chief  object  of  them. 
Thus,  when  a  pompous  Comiah  member  of  parlia- 
ment issued  invitatjons  for  as  pompous  a  dinner  to 
personages  of  eorreaponding  pomposity,  "Pet«r," 
recollecting  that  the  senator  had  an  aunt  who  was  a 
laundress,  sent  her  an  invitation  in  her  nephew's 
name,  and  the  old  lady,  happy  and  prond,  excited 
oniversal  surprise,  and  very  particular  horror  in  the 
bosom  of  the  parliament-man,  by  making  her  ap- 
pearance in  the  august  and  hungry  assembly,  who 
welcomed  her  about  as  warmly  as  if  she  had  been  a 
"boule  asph jnante  "  of  the  new  French  artillery 
practice. 

It  is  going  a  long  way  back  to  ascend  from  "  Pin- 
dar" to  Tasso,  but  both  poets  loved  roasted  chest- 
nuts,— and  there  is  the  affinity.  Peter  never  drank 
any  thing  but  old  rum ;  a  wine  glass,  {never  be- 
yond a  wine  glass  and  a  half,)  served  him  for  a  day, 
a^er  a  dinner  of  the  plainest  kind.  The  doctor  es- 
chewed wine  altogether,  at  least  in  his  latter  days, 
as  generating  aciSty.  Tasso,  however,  unlike  our 
satirical  friend,  was  a  wine-blbber.  During  the  im- 
prisonment which  had  been  the  result  of  his  own 
arrogance,  he  wrote  to  the  physician  of  the  Duke 
of  Ferrari,  complaining  of  intestinal  pains,  of 
Gounds  of  bells  in  his  ears,  of  painful  mental  images 
and  varying  apporitjons  of  inanimate  things  appear- 
ing to  him,  and  of  his  inability  to  study.  The  doc- 
tor advised  him  to  apply  a  cautery  to  bis  leg,  ab- 
stain from  wine,  and  confine  himself  to  a  diet  of 
broths  and  gruels.  The  poet  defended  the  sacred- 
ness  of  bis  appetite,  and  declined  to  abstain  from 
generous  wine  ;  but  he  urged  the  medico  to  find  a 
remedy  for  his  ills,  promising  to  recompense  him 
for  hia  trouble,  by  making  him  immortiJ  m  song. 
At  a  later  period  of  his  lije,  when  he  was  the  guest 
of  his  friend  Manco,  in  his  gloomy  castle  of  Bisaccio, 


the  illustrious  pair  were  seated  together,  after  din- 
ner, over  a  dessert  of  Tosso's  favorite  chestnuts  and 
some  generous  wine;  and  there  he  affrighted  his 
friend  by  m^ntaining  that  he  was  constantly  a 


invited  Uanco  to  listen  to  their  dialogue.  The  host 
replenished  hia  glass  and  annouikced  uimself  ready. 
Tasso  felt  into  a  loud  rhapsody  of  mingled  folly  and 
beauty,  occasionally  pau^ng  to  give  his  sjarit  an 
opportunity  of  speakmg;  but  the  remarks  of  this 
agathoihemon  were  inaudible  to  all  but  the  ears  of 
the  poet.  The  imaginary  dialogue  went  on  for  an 
hour ;  and  at  the  end  of  it,  when  Tasso  asked  Manco 
what  he  thought  of  it,  Manco,  who  was  the  mosi; 
matterK)f-&ct  man  that  ever  lived,  replied  that,  for 
his  part,  he  thought  Tasso  had  drunk  too  much 
wine  and  eaten  too  many  chestnuts.  And  truly  I 
think  so  too. 

The  greatest  of  authors  are  given  to  the  strangest 
of  freaks.    Thus,  one  of  the  most  popular  of  the 


'The  feast  concluded,  the  party  (supplied 
wil£  brandy  and  biscuits)  proceeded  to  the  disgust- 
ing  spectacle,   where    ther    occupied    "reserved 

sated    for  ta  un  mg 

"esecrabl  as  OS  G      B 

Selwyn,  coul  as  an  n.    B 

thors.    P        ta  g      m  rj  oe 

moderatio  gre 

that  he  sits  up  tiU  two  o  clock  over  burgundy  and 
champagne ;  and  he  adds,  "  I  am  become  so  much 
of  a  rake  that  I  shall  be  ashamed,  in  a  short  time, 
to  be  thought  to  do  any  sort  of  business."  But 
Pope's  tabic  practice,  hke.  Swift's,  was  not  always 
of  the  same  character.  The  dean,  writing  to  Pope, 
in  the  same  year,  that  the  latter  tells  Congreve  (a 
dissolute  man  at  table,  by  the  way)  of  his  sitting 
over  burgundy  and  champagne  till  two  in  the  morn- 
ing, speaks  of  quite  another  character  of  life :  "  You 
are  to  understand  that  I  live  in  a  comer  of  a  vast 
unfurnished  house.  My  family  consists  of  a  stew- 
ard, a  groom,  a  helper  in  my  stable,  a  footman,  and 
an  old  m^d,  who  are  all  at  board  wages ;  and  when 
I  do  not  dine  abroad,  or  make  an  entertainment, — 
which  last  is  very  rare, — I  eat  a  mutton  pie,  and 
drmk  half  a  pmt  of  wme."  Pope's  habit  of  sleeping 
alter  dinner  did  not  incUne  him  to  obesity,  and  it 
was  a  habit  that  the  dean  approved.  Swift  told 
Gay  that  his  wine  was  bad,  and  that  the  clergy  (!id 
not  often  call  at  his  house ;  an  admission  in  which 
Gay  detected  cause  and  effect.  In  the  following 
year  to  that  last  named,  Swift  wrote  a  letter  to 
Pope,  in  which  I  find  a  paragraph  affording  a  table 
trait  of  some  interest;  "I  remember,"  he  says, 
"  when  it  grieved  your  soul  to  see  me  pay  a  penny 
more  than  my  cluh,  at  an  inn,  when  you  had  main- 
tamed  me  three  months  at  bed  and  board ;  for 
which,  if  I  had  dealt  with  you  in  the  Smithfield 
way,  it  would  have  cost  me  a  hundred  pounds, 
for  I  live  worse  here  (Dublin)  upon  more.  Did  you 
ever  consider  that  I  am,  for  hfe,  almost  twice  as 
rich  as  you,  and  pay  no  rent,  and  drink  French 
wine  twice  as  cheap  as  you  do  port,  and  have  nei- 
ther coach,  chair,  uor  mother?"  Pope  illustEalea 
Bolingbrokc's  way  of  living  as  well  as  his  own  some 
years  later.    The  reveller  till  two  in  the  morning, 


,,  Google 


ANECDOTES  OF  JAMES   BMITH. 


1067 


of  the  year  1715,  is  sobered  down  to  the  most  tern- 
perate  of  table  men,  in.l728.  "My  Lord  Boling- 
btoke's  great  temperanee  and  economy  are  so  sig- 
nal, that  the  first  is  fit  for  my  constitution,  and  the 
latter  would  enable  you  to  lay  up  bo  much  money 
as  to  buy  a  biahoprio  in  England.  Aa  to  the  return 
of  his  health  and  vigor,  were  you  here,  you  might 
inquire  of  his  haymakers.  But,  as  to  his  temper- 
ance, I  can  answer,  that,  for  one  whole  day,  we 


have  had  nothing  for  dinner  but  mutton  broth, 
beans  and  baton,  and  a  bam-dooc  fowl ;"  after  all, 
no  bad  fare  either,  for  peer  or  poet !  Swift  too,  at 
this  period,  boasts  no  longer  of  his  "  French  wines." 
Hia  appetite  is  affected  by  the  appalling .  feet,  that 


nalionid  debt  amoiinta  to  the  unheard-of  i 
seven  milUons  sterling  1  and  thereupon  he  Bays :  •■ 
dine  alone  on  half  a  diflh  of  meat,  mii  water  wit 
my  wine,  walk  ten  miles  a-da.y,  and  read  Baronius. 


of 


ANECDOTES    OF    JAMES    SMITH 


The  Reieeted  AnnREssEs. — "  The  fame  of  the 
brothers,  James  and  Horatio  Smith,  was  confined 
to  a  Umited  circle,  until  the  publication  of  "  The 
Eeiected  Addresses."  James  used  to  dwell  with 
much  pleasure  on  the  criticism  of  a  Leicestershire 
elei^yman;  "I  do  not  see  why  they  ('The  Ad- 
dresses') should  have  been  rejected;  1  think  some 
of  them  very  good."  This,  he  would  add,  ia  al- 
most as  good  as  the  avowal  of  the  Irish  Bishop, 
that  there  were  some  things  in  "Gulliver's  Travels  " 
which  he  could  not  beUeve. 

A  Close  Escape. — One  of  James  Smith's  fevorite 
anecdotes  related  to  Colonel  Gceville.  The  Colonel 
requested  voung  James  to  call  at  his  lodgings,  and, 
in  the  course  of  their  first  inl«rviaw,  related  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  most  curious  circumstance  in  his  life. 
He  was  taken  prisoner  during  the  American  war, 
along  with  three  other  officers  of  the  same  rank ;  one 
evenmg  they  were  summoned  into  the  presence  of 
Washington,  who  announced  to  them  that  the  con- 
duet  of  their  government  in  condemning  one  of  his 
officers  to  death,  as  a  rebel,  compelled  him  to  make 
reprisal;  and  that,  much  to  his  regret,  he  was  un- 
der the  necessity  of  requiring  them  to  cast  lots, 
without  delay,  to  decide  which  of  them  should  be 
hanged.  They  were  then  bowed  out,  and  returned 
to  their  quarters.  Four  slips  of  paper  were  put 
into  a  hat,  and  the  shortest  was  drawn  by  Captain 
Asgill,  who  esolaimed,  "I  knew  how  it  would  be; 
I  never  won  so  much  as  a  hit  at  backgammon  in  my 
life."  As  Greville  told  the  sMiry,  he  was  selected 
to  at  up  with  Captain  As^ll,  under  pretext  of 
companionship  ;  but  in  reality  to  prevent  him  fror- 
escaping,  and  leaving  the  honor  amongst  the  n 
maining  three.  "  And  what,"  inquired  Smith,  "  did 
you  say  to  comfort  him?"  "Why,  I  remember 
saying  to  him,  when  they  left  us,  '  I)- — n  it,  old  fel- 
lotB,  never  mind,"  but  it  may  be  doubted  (added 
Smith)  whether  he  drew  much  comfort  from  the 
eihortation.  Lady  Asgill  persuaded  the  French 
Minister  to  interpose,  and  the  Captain  was  per- 
mitted to  escape. 

Top  iND  Bottom. — The  following  playful  colloquy 
in  verse  took  place  at  a  dinner-table  between  Sir 
George  Rose  and  James  Smith,  in  alluaon  to  Craven 
street.  Strand,  where  he  readed : — 


-was  the  observation  of  James  Smith  to  Thomas 
"Hill,"  said  tlie  former  gentleman,  "you 
an  unfair  advanta_ge  of  an  accident;  the  reg- 
of  jour  birth  was  bmot  in  the  great  fire  of 
London,  and  you  avail  yourself  of  the  circumstance 
to  give  out  that  jou  are  younger  than  you  are." 

Temperance  Cbdbtb. — James  Smith  was  often 
seen  at  the  Garrick  Ciub,  restricting  himself  at  din- 
ner to  half  a  pint  of  sherry ;  whence  he  was  desig- 
nalfid  an  incorporated  temperance  society.  To  do 
him  justice,  however,  this  was  not  his  choice;  he 
diluted  it  with  frequent  teara;  he  was  restricted, 
not  by  virtuous  sobriety,  but  by  vicious  gout,  of 
which  he  stood,  or  rather  sat,  in  awe.  But  for  this, 
there  would  have  been  no  such  small  bottle  of  that 
liquid,  to  remind  the  observer  of  Pope's  Avidien 
and  hia  wife  (Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  and  her  then 
antiquated  spouse)  i — 


jofcr 


Di  bnth  to  dine, 
ar  and  wina. 


J.  8.—, 


. tbe  bottom  the  barges  u 

Foc'tbere'act^'latbe  liver,  end  craft 


ound. 


Bit  J.  K.— l^Thv  shonld  boneatj  fly  to  Bomc  eefer  retrei 
Afld  tbe  barges  are  ju^  It  the  bottom. 


The  late  Sir  William  Aylett,  a  grumbling  member 
of  the  Union,  and  a  two  bottle-man,  observing  Mr. 
Smith  to  be  thus  frugally  furnished,  eyed  his  cruet 
with  contempt,  and  declaimed,  "  So  I  see  jou  have 
got  one  of  those  d — d  fife-preservers." 

The  Qoutv  Shoe. — James  Smith  used  lo  tell,  with 
great  glee,  a  story  showing  the  general  conviction 
of  his  dislike  to  realities.  He  was  sitting  in  the 
library  at  a  countrv  house,  when  a  gentleman  pro- 
posed a  quiet  stroll  in  the  pleasure  grounds:— 
"StcoUl  why  don't  you  see  my  gouty  shoe?" 
"Tea,  I  see  that  plain  enough,  and  I  wish  Fd 
breught,  one,  too;  but  they  are  all  out  now." 
"Well,  and  what  then?"  "Whatthen?  why,  my 
dear  feUow,  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  have 
really  got  the  gout?  I  thought  you  had  only  put 
on  that  shoe  lo  get  off  being  shown  over  the  im- 
prevementa." 

The  Blood. — Two  gentleman  were  discusrfng,  in 
James  Smith's  company,  the  color  of  the  blood. 
"You  say,"  cried  one,  "that  our  blood  is  at  first 
quite  white.  I  will  credit  it,  if  you  can  alao  tell  me 
in  what  stage  (of  cireulation)  it  becomes  red?" 
"Tell  him,"  whiiipered  Smith,  "in  the  Heading 
stage,  of  course." 

JameB  Baiin  and  Jostici  Holhotd. — Formerly, 
it  was  customary,  on  emergencies,  for  the  judges 
to  swear  affidavits  at  their  dwelling-houses.  Smith 
was  desired  by  hia  father  to  attend  a  judge's  cham- 
bers for  that  purpose,  but  being  engaged  to  dine 
in  Eusaell-square,  at  the  ne:st  house  to  Mr.  Justice 
;  Holroyd's,  he  thought  he  might  as  well  save  him- 
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self  the  diaagreeable  neeeseity  of  leaiing  the  party 
at  eight,  by  dispatching  his  busmcsa  at  once ;  bo, 
a  few  minutes  before  sis,  lie  boldly  knocked  at  the 
judge's,  and  requested  to  epenk  to  him  on  particu- 
lar business.  The  judge  was  at  dinner,  but  came 
down  without  delay,  swore  the  affidaril,  and  then 
gravely  asked  what  was  the  pressing  neceisity  that 
iodaoed  out  friend  to  disturb  him  at  that  hour.  As 
Smith  told  the  story,  he  raked  his  inreniion  for  a 
Be,  but  finding  none  Gt  for  the  purpose,  he  blurted 
out  the  truth;— "The  fact  is,  my  lord,  I  am  en- 
gaged to  dine  at  the  next  house — aiid — and"— "And, 
Mr,  you  thought  you  might  as  well  save  your  own 
dinner  by  spoiling  mineS"    "Esactly  so,  my  lord. 


The  Two  Smiths  — A  gentleman  with  the  samo 
Christian  and  surname,  took  lod^ngs  in  the  same 
house  with  James  Smith.  The  consequence  was, 
eternal  confusion  of  calls  and  letters.  Indeed,  the 
postman  had  no  alternatire  but  to  ^are  the  letters 
equally  between  the  two.  "  Thia  is  intolerable,  sir," 
said  our  friend,  "and  you  must  quit."  "Why  am 
I  to  quit  more  than  you?"  "Because  you  are 
James  the  Second,  aud  must  abdicate," 


TUE    CLAPHA 


Who  has  ne'er  been  at  Claphiim  must  needs  k 
the  pond 
That  belongs  to  Sir  Eamaby  Stuvch  ; 
'Tis  well  stook'd  with  fish ;  aud  the  knight's  rather 

Of  bobbing  for  tofich  or  for  perch. 

When  he  draws  up  his  lipf ,  to  decide  if  all's  right, 
Moist  drops  o'er  his  pantaloons  dribble ; 

Though  seldom,  if  ever,  beguiled  by  a  bite. 
He  now  and  then  boasts  of  a  nibble. 

Vulgar  mud,  very  like  Tulgar  men,  will  encroach 
Unchecked  by  the  spade  and  the  rake ; 

In  process  of  time  it  enveloped  tbo  roach 
In  Sir  Barnaby's  Lilhput  lake. 


The  innocent  natives  were  borne  from  the  bog. 
Eel,  minnow,  and  toad  felt  the  shovel, 

And  Uzard'like  eft  lay  with  fugitive  frog 
In  a  clay-built  extempore  hovel. 

The  men  worked  away  with  their  hands  and  their 
feet, 

And  delved  in  a  regular  ring ; 
When  lo !  as  their  taskwork  was  all  but  complete. 

They  wakened  a  mineral  spring. 

"  We've  fouud  a  Cliali/beaie,  sir,"  cried  the  men  ; 

"We  halt  till  we  know  what  your  wish  is" — 
"  Keep  it  safe,"  quoth  the  knight,  "  till  you've  fin- 
ish'd,  and  then 

Throw  it  back  with  the  rest  of  tlie  fishes." 


My  uncle  George  was  neyer  easy  till  ho  got  all 
the  males  of  the  family  married.  He  has  aud  to 
me,  at  least  a  hundred  times,  "John,  I'm  surprised 
you  don'e  settle."  I  did  not  at  first  understand  his 
meaning.  I  was  walking  with  him  in  the  Temple 
Gardens,  and  while  we  were  in  the  act  of  eontem- 
plating  the  beauties  of  the  majestic  Thames — I 
allude  to  a  man  in  a  red  night^iap  walking  to  and 
fro  on  a  floating  rail  of  tied  timbers,  and  a  coal- 
barge  embedded  in  mud — he  stopped  short  on  the 
grave!  walk,  and  said,  "John,  why  don't  you  set- 
tle f"  Concluding  that  he  was  tired,  I  answered, 
"Oh,  by  all  means,"  and  sat  down  in  the  green 
alcove  at  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  footpath. 
"Phol"  said  my  uncle,  " I  don't  mean  that ;  I  mean, 
why  don't  yon  marry  ?  There's  your  brother  Tom 
settled,  and  has  had  seven  children,  not  reckon- 
ing two  who  died  of  the  measles;  and  Charles  is 
settled,  and  he  has  nine ;  his  eldest  boy.  Jack,  is 
tall  enough  to  thump  him ;  and  Edward  is  settled, 
at  least  he  wiU  be,  as  soon  as  Charlotte  Payne  has 
made  up  her  mind  to  live  in  Lime-street.  I  wonder 
why  you  don't  settle."     "  Pray,  uncle,"  sud  I,  "  of 


what  Bucks  Lodge  are  you  a  noble  brother?" 
"  Why  do  you  ask?"  said  he.  "Because,"  tepUed 
I, "  you  seem  to  think  men  arc  like  masonry — never 
upon  till  Ihey  settle." 
walked  homeward,  we  saw  that  adventur- 
Gamerin  flying  over  onr  heads;  and 
while  we  were  wondering  at  his  valor,  he  cut  the 
rope  that  fastened  his  balloon  to  his  parachute,  and 
began  to  descend  in  the  latter  towards  the  earth. 
My  uncle  George  began  to  mn  as  fast  as  his  legs 
could  carry  him,  looking  aD  the  while  so  intently 
upwards,  Uiat  he  did  not  advert  to  a  nurse-maid 
and  two  children,  whom  he  accordingly  upset  in  his 
course,  and  nearly  precipitated  into  the  subjacent 
ooze.  "What's  the  matter,  uncle?"  said  I.  "Mat- 
ter!" answered  my  outinian  relative,  "why,  I'm 
going  to  look  alter  Gamerin  ;  I  shall  never  be  easy 
tfil  I  see  him  settled." 

In  process  of  time,  my  uncle  began  to  be  serious- 
ly displeased  at  my  not  settling.  Population,  he 
seemed  to  opine,  was  on  the  wane ;  and  if  anything 
should  happen  to  my  brothers  Tom  and  Charies, 
and  their  respective  femiUes,  not,  omitting  Edward 
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iiiid  his  issue,  when  hia  iatended  wife  sliould  liave 
conquered  ber  repugnance  to  Lime-stroet,  wliat 
would  become  of  the  House  of  Jaclison?  It  might 
be  dead,  defunct,  extinct,  tike  the  Flantagenets  and 
Montmorencieii  of  other  da;e,  unless  I,  John  Jaclt- 
son,  of  npsburj  Circus,  underwriter,  became  aoccE- 

The  dilemma  was  awful,  and  my  uncle  George 
had  money  to  leave.  I  accordingly  resolved  to  fall 
in  love.  This,  however,  I  foand  to  be  a  matter 
more  easily  resolved  upon  than  accomplished.  A 
man  may  fall  in  a  ditch  whenever  he  pieasea-^he 
mus6  fell  in  love  when  and  where  he  can. 

My  mother  recommended  Susan  Roper  to  me  as 
a  Enitable  match  ;  and  ao  she  was,  as  far  as  circum- 
stances exl«nd.  Her  father  waa  a  repntable  coal- 
merchant,  living  in  Chatham-place ;  I  tried  very 
much  to  be  in  love  with  her,  and  one  warm  evening 
when  she  sang  "  Hush  every  breeze,"  in  a  boat 
under  the  second  arch  of  Blackfriars  bridge,  and 
accompanied  herself  upon  the  guitar,  I  thought 
tiiat  I  was  in  love — but  it  went  off  before  morning. 
I  was  afterwards  very  glad  it  was  so,  for  Suaan 
Roper  turned  out  very  fat,  and  ate  mustard  witb 
her  roast  beef.  She  married  Tom  Holloway,  the 
Policy  Broker,  and  I  wished  him  joy.  I  wiah  it 
him  still,  but  I  doubt  the  efficacy  of  my  prayera, 
inasmuch  as  his  wife's  visage  bears  a  strong  resem- 
bUnce  to  the  illuminated  dial-plate  of  St.  Giles's 
church  clock. 

My  next  affair  waa  more  decisive  in  its  result. 
Old  Mrs.  Cummhig,  of  St.  HelenVpkco,  Bishops- 
gate-street,  had  a  daughter  named  Jane,  wiio  taught 
me  some  dueta.  We  sang  "  When  thy  bosom  heaves 
a  sigh,"  —  "Take  back  the  virgin  page," — and 
"Fmc  Aurora,"  with  impunity;  but  when  it  came 
to  "  Together  let  ua  range  the  fields,"  where  the 
high  contracting  parties  talk  about  "tlnhhng  rills" 
and  "roay  beds,"  the  old  lady,  who  had  hitherto  eat 
in  seeming  carelessness  on  the  sofa,  hemming  doy- 
leys,  reqaeated  to  apeak  with  me  in  the  back-draw- 
ing-room, and,  after  shutting  the  door,  asked  me 
my  intentions.  Uy  heart  was  in  my  mouth,  which 
plainly  implied  that  it  was  still  in  my  own  keeping. 
Nevertheless,  I  had  no  answer  ready ;  so  Jane  Gum- 
ming and  I  were  married  on  that  daj  month. 

My  uncle  George  was  so  delighted  at  my  being 
settied,  flat,  after  making  us  a  present  of  a  silver 
coffee-pot,  he  exclaimed,  "  I  shall  now  die  h^ppy ;" 
an  intention,  however,  which  he  has  since  shown 
himself  in  no  hurry  to  carry  into  eflect. 

Now  came  my  wife's  mother  into  play.  Sparrows 
leave  their  daughters  to  shift  for  themselves  the 
moment  they  are  able  to  take  to  the  wing.  (My 
ancle  George  calls  thia  barbaroua,  and  says  they 
ahould  wait  till  they  are  settled.)  But  in  Christian 
countries,  hke  England,  one's  wife's  mother  is  not 
so  minatural  Mrs.  Gumming  lives,  as  1  before 
mentioned,  in  St.  Eelen's-place ;  I  reside  in  Fins- 
bury  Circus ;  ao  that  the  old  Lady  has  only  to  cross 
Bishopsgate-street,  pass  the  churchyard,  and  issue 
through  the  iron  bars  at  the  base  of  Broad-street- 
biuldings,  and  here  she  is.  This  makes  it  so  very 
convenient,  that  she  is  never  out  of  my  house. 
Indeed,  all  the  congratulations  of  my  wife's  friends, 
verbal  and  epistolatory,  ended  with  this  apophthegm, 
"  Then  it  mast  be  so  deUghtful  to  you  to  have  yonr 
mamma  so  near!" 

It  is,  in  fact,  not  only  delightful,  but  quite  pro- 
vidential. I  do  not  know  what  my  wife  would  do 
without  my  wife's  mother.    She  is  the  organ-blower 


e  kitchen  fire 


the  organ — the  kitchen  jack 
the  verb  that  governs  the  ace 
Gumming  has  acquired,  from  the  pressure  of  time, 
rather  a  stoop  in  ber  gait;  but  whenever  my  wife 
is  in  the  fkmily.way,  my  wife'a  mother  is  as  tall  and 
perpendicular  as  a  Frus^an  tife-guardamnn.    Such 
a  bustling  about  the  house,  such  a  cry  of  "hush" 
to  the  pre-existent  children,  and  such  a  bevy  of  di- 
rections to  Jane  1     The  general  order  ^ven  to  my 
wife  is  to  lie  flat  upon  her  b^k  and  look  at  nothing 
but  the  fly-trap,  that  hangs  from  the  ceiling.    For 
e  months  out  of  the  twelve,  my  wife  is  parallel 
the  horizon,  like  a  good  quiet  monumental  wife 
Westminster  Abbey,  and  my  wife's  mother  is 
ting  beside  her  with  a  bottle  of  ean  de  Cologne 
one  hand,  and  one  of  my  book-club  books  in  the 

By  the  way,  talking  of  book-clubs,  it  makes  a 
great  difference,  as  to  the  utility  of  those  institu- 
tions, whether  the  members  of  them  are  married  or 
single.  My  wife's  mother  is  a  woman  of  oncommou 
purity  of  mind,  and  so  consequently  is  my  wife. 
We  have  accordingly  discarded  our  Malone  and 
Steevens,  to  make  way  for  Bowdler's-Family  Shak- 
epere.  My  expen^ve  quarto  edition  of  Paradise 
Lost,  printed  in  the  year  IT94,  is  dismissed  to  an 
empty  garret,  because  it  contuns  cuts  of  our  first 
parents  undecorated  by  the  tidlor  and  milliner.  It 
is  to  be  succeeded  by  a  Family  Milton,  edited  by 
the  late  Mr.  Butterworth,  in  which  our  aforesaid 
progenitors  are  clad,  like  the  poet's  own  evenings, 
"  in  sober  gray."  My  wife's  mother  is  herself  edit- 
h)g  a  Family  .^sop,  in  which  old  Menenius  Agrippa's 
fable  of  the  belly  and  the  members  is  ifcnommated 
the  stomach  and  the  members.  Our  family  nomen- 
clature is  equally  unexceptionable-  Water,  accord- 
ing to  us,  is  the  elemental  fluid ;  a  mad  dog  is  a  rabid 
animal;  little  Charles  was  yesterday  rebuked  for 
alle^ng  that  he  had  seen  a  mad  bull,  and  informed 
by  my  wife's  mother  that  the  ani 


cited  hi 


'hich  had  ei 
iver-driven  os.  A  pair  of 
trousers  is  the  rest  of  a  man's  dress;  newspaper 
reporters  are  gentlemen  connected  with  the  press; 
and  a  sheep-stealer,  making  his  exit  under  the  gal- 
lows, is  not  hanged,  but  launched  into  eternity. 

Neither  do  our  obligations  to  my  wife's  mother 
end  here.  Our  workmen  she  has  changed  too  per- 
atives ;  and  by  parity  of  reasoning  she  would  have 
denominated  the  parish  workhouse  an  opera-house, 
had  she  not  been  apprehen^ve  in  dwng  so  she 
might  then  cause  Miss  Fanny  Ayton,  in  error,  to 
call  upon  us  in  quest  of  a  re-engagement.  Old  Beth- 
lem  is  already  Liverpool-street,  and  we  only  wait 
to  see  Edinbui^h  fairly  launched  as  the  modem 
Athens,  to  call  Broker's  Eow  Cabinet  Crescent. 

But  to  return  a  while  to  our  hook-club.  My  wife 
and  my  wife's  mother  have  an  amadng  knack  of 
grasping  all  the  quartos  and  octavos  that  come  to 
my  share.  They  all  get  into  my  wife's  boudoir,  as 
my  wife's  mother  has  christened  it,  whe^  ,e  they 
seldom  emerge  till  a  week  or  ten  days  after  they 
are  transferable.  This  costs  me  an  estra  sixpe.noo 
per  book  per  diem — but  that's  a  trifle.  I  sent  up 
stah%  yesterday  for  something  to  amuse  me,  hoping 
for  De  Vere,  and  down  came  little  Billy  with  Baver- 
stock  on  Brewing,  with  a  portrait  of  the  author 
prefixed.  I  myself  drink  nothing  but  water,  but 
the  secretary  of  the  club  brews  his  own  beer,  I 
sent  back  Baveratook  on  Brewing,  with  a  request 
for  something  more  funny;  whereupon  my  wife'a 
mother  sent  me  down  Sermons  by  the  Rev.  Some- 
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thing  Andrews,  of  Walworth,  with  a  portrait  of  the 
author  likewise  prefixed. 

Mr.  Burridge,  the  indigo  broker,  happened  t 
with  me  when  this  latter  publication  arrived  ;  and 
when  we  happened  also  to  be  diacourEing  about 
what  trade  m;  nephew  Osgood  should  be  brought 
np  to,  Mr.  Burridge  cast  his  eje  upon  the  portrait, 
and  said,  "Has  jout  nephew  got  a  black  whisker?" 
" Yes,'' 1  ajiswered.  "And  awhile  shirt  collar?'' 
"Tea."  "Then  bring  him  up  to  the  church." 
It  appears  to  me  that  B  book-club  would  be  a  good 
could  but  get  tlie  books  we  want,  and 
.nt  them.     Bat  perhaps  I  am  too  par- 


thing  if  we 
ticular. 


r  hare  a  dinner,  without,  of  course,  in- 
viting my  wife's  mother.  Indeed,  she  always  set- 
tles the  day,  the  dishes,  and  the  party.  Last  Wed- 
nesday I  begged  hard  to  have  Jack  Smith  invited ; 
but  DO — my  wife's  mother  was  inexorable.  The 
last  lime  he  dined  with  us  he  was  asked  foe  a  song. 
Mrs.  Cumming  wanted  him  to  sing  "Mj  mother 
had  a  maid  called  Barbara;"  thinking  that  daugh- 
ters should  bear  in  micd  not  only  their  mothers, 
hut  their  mother's  mdds;  whereupon  what  does 
Jack  do  but  break  cover  as  follows : — 

lie  Trojatis  ti 


Paek'd  off  with  Lis  dad  oa  1 


flng  Kumpti,  c 


Tiiis  was  intolerable.  A  man  who  would  i 
iion  a  husband's  father  ttas  irreverently,  could  only 
wait  for  an  opportunity  in  order  to  lampoon  a  wife's 
mother.  Jack  is,  consequently,  suffering  under  the 
ban  of  the  rinsbury  empire. 

This  reminds  mc  of  au  odd  incident  that  happened 


under  my  cognizance  before  I  had  a  wife's  mutlier, 
I  went  one  night  into  the  green-room  of  Drury 
Lane  theatre.  When  young  ^rls  are  calied  upon 
to  perform  in  London  playhouses,  it  is  customary 
for  their  mothers  to  come  to  look  after  them,  to  ad- 
jast  their  dress,  rub  their  cheeks  with  a  i^uged 
hare's  foot,  and  prevent  viscounts  from  falling  in 
love  with  them.  It  so  happened  that  five  young 
girls  were  wanted  in  the  drama;  the  consequence 
—  1,  that  five  black-bonneted  mothers  blockaded 
s  any  thing  like 
ler  tone;  "I'U 
bring  my  own  mother  to-morrow  night ;  Fve  as 
much  right  as  they  have!" — Munden's  mother! !  I 

I  own  I  am  pnizled  to  know  what  my  wife  will  do 
when  my  wife  s  mother  dies,  which,  in  the  course  of 
nature,  she  must  do  first.  The  laws  of  this  country 
prevent  her  from  mounting  the  pile,  like  a  Hindoo 
widow,  or  descending  into  the  grave,  like  Sinbad, 
the  sailor.  But  I  will  not  anticipate  so  lamentable 
an  epoch. 

•  Two  incidents  more,  and  I  have  done.  We  went, 
last  Wednesday,  with  my  uncle  George  and  my 
wife's  mother,  to  Covcut  Garden  theatre,  to  see 
"  Peter  Wilkins,  or  the  Flying  Indians,"  whom,  by 
the  way,  my  wife's  mother  mistook  for  defeated 
Burmese.  Miss  H.  Glover  and  Miss  J.  Scott,  acted 
two  flying  Gowries,  and  were  swinguig  across  the 
stage  when  Mrs.  Cumming  expressed  a  wish  to  go 
home.  "No,  no,  wait  a  little,"  said  my  uncle,  look- 
ing upward  to  the  theat  alfin  n  Inqute 
uneasy  about  those  two  g  Is  I  hope  hey  11  soon 
settle." 

Last  Sunday  Doctor  'stubble  gave  us  an  esceUen 
sermon ;  the  subject  las  the  fell  of  man  n  wh  h 
he  descanted  eloquently  upon  tl  e  happ  nesa  of 
Adam  in  Paradise.  Ahis  aaciilated  I  lo  n  y 
self  as  we  walked  home  ard  h  s  happ  oe  s 
there  must  have  been  incomplete      H  3  wif    had 


THE    HAUNCH    OF    VENISON. 


At  Number  One  dwelt  Captahi  Drew. 
George  Benson  dwelt  at  Number  Two, 

(The  street  we'll  not  now  mention  0 
The  latter  stnnn'd  the  King's  Bench  h-ji; 
The  former,  being  lamed  in  war. 

Sang  small  upon  a  pension. 

Tom  Blewit  knew  them  both ;  than  he 
None  deeper  in  the  mystery 

Of  culinary  knowledge ; 
From  turtle  soup  to  Stilton  cheese, 
Apt  Bt'  tent,  taking  his  degrees 

In  Mrs.  Kundell's  college. 

Benson  to  dine  invited  Tom; 
Proud  of  an  invitation  from 

A  host  who  "  spread  so  nicely." 
Tom  answer'd,  ere  the  ink  was  dry, 
"  Extremely  happy — come  on  Fri- 

Day  next,  at  nix  precisely." 

Blewit,  with  expectation  fraught. 
Drove  up  at  six,  each  savory  thought 
Ideal  turbot  rich  in ; 


But,  ere  he  reach'd  the  winning-post. 

He  saw  a  haunch  of  ven'son  roast 

Down  in  the  next-door  kitchen. 

"Hey!  zounds!  what's  thlsf  a  haunch  at  I 
I  mi^  drop  in ;  I  can't  refuse  ; 

To  pass  were  downright  treason; 
To  cut  Ned  Benson's  not  quite  staunch ; 
But  the  provocative — a  haunch ! 

Zounds !  it's  the  first  this  season. 

"  Ven'son,  thou'rt  mine !  I'll  talk  no  moro." 
Then,  rapping  thrice  at  Benson's  door, 

"John,  I'm  in  such  a  hurry; 
Do  tell  your  master  that  my  aunt 
Is  paralytic,  quite  aslant, 

I  must  be  ofi'  for  Surrey." 

Now  Tom  at  next  door  makes  a  din : 
"  Is  Captain  Drew  at  home  ?"~"  Walk  in." 
"Drew,  how  d'ye  do?"    "What!  Blewit 
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"  I'm  very  glad  you  have,"  said  Drew, 
"I've  nothing  but  an  Irish  stew" — 

Quoth  Tom  (aside),  "  No  matter ; 
Twon'E  do — my  stomach's  up  to  that, — 
'Twill  lie  by,  till  the  lucid  fat 

Comes  quiv'riog  on  the  platwr." 


"Tou  Bee  your  dinner,  Tom,"  Drew  cried. 
"  No,  but  1  don't  though,"  Tom  replied ; 

"I  smok'd  below." — "What?"— "Ven'sc 
A  haunch." — "  Oh  !  true,  it  ia  not  mine ; 
My  neighbor  has  some  fi^ends  to  dine." 

"Yourneighborl  who?" — "George  Ben; 


"His  chimney  smoked;  the  scene  to  cliange 
I  let  him  have  mj  kitchen  range, 

While  his  «as  newly  polish'd ; 
The  ven'son  you  observ'd  below. 
Went  home  just  half  an  hour  ago ; 

I  guess  it's  now  demolisli'd. 


■  Tom,  -why  that  look  of  doubtful  drcaii  ? 
'ome,  help  yourself  to  Salt  and  bread. 

Don't  sit  with  hands  and  knees  up : 
iut  dine,  for  onee,  off  Irisli  stew, 
Viid  read  the  'Dog  and  Shadow,'  through. 

When  aeit  you  open  ,Esop." 


BOUNCE  MOLLOY  AND  CRAZY  CRAB. 


"Mt  good  air,"  began  Captain  Molloy,  assuming 
t,  somewhat  putronizing  and  consequential  air,  as 
he  bowed  himself,  not  ungracefully,  into  the  par- 
lor, "  I  should  have  done  myself  the  honor  of  call- 
ing sooner,  for  I  am  well  aware  that  the  leading 
people  of  the  locality  should  always  be  the  first  to 
welcome  a  new  neighbor,  as  the  rank  and  file  will 
oE  course  follow  the  example  of  their  superior  of- 
ficers— you'll  eicnse  my  military  language,  being 
an  old  soldier — but  the  fact  is,  1  have  an  apology 
to  offer,  which — " 

"Which  I  will  not  trouble  you  to  offer  at  all," 
interposed  Brown,  who  hated  all  Summery  and 
finery,  and  felt  rather  nettled  at  the  airs  assumed 
by  Ms  vi^tant.  "  You  might  have  stayed  away 
longer  if  you  liked,  and  you  needn't  have  called 
now,  if  you  didn't  hke ;  for,  though  I  shall  be  al- 
ways happy  to  see  the  good  folks  of  Woodcote 
and  its  vicinity,  I  rather  think  I  con  do  without 
^em.  Uy  name,  ^r,  is  Adam  Brown,  lat«  of  the 
firm  of  Brown,  Gubbins,  and  Co.;  and  the  books  of 
the  Bank  of  Ehigland  will  vooch,  I  believe,  for  my 
respectability  and  independence."  This  was  not  a 
very  polit*  speech,  but  the  worthy  merchant  did 
not  pique  himself  upon  bis  courtesy,  and  did  pique 
himself  upon  the  money  which  he  had  so  hardly 
earned,  and  which  he  thought  ought  to  secure  him 
a  position  in  society,  wherever  he  might  settle,  and 
whosoever  might  be  his  neighbors.  "But  you 
have  not  introduced  me  to  these  young  ladies,"  he 
continued,  in  a  blander  tone ;  "  your  daughters,  1 


"Yes,  sir,  yea,"  replied  the  father,  looking  at 
them  with  a  smile  of  pride ;  "and  the  finest  and 
the  most  fiishionabte,  as  well  as  the  most  accom- 
plished girls  in  this  part  of  the  country,  though  I 
say  it  that  shouldn't  say  it."  Matilda  endeavored 
to  look  modest  at  this  speech,  and,  not  feeling  quite 
sure  that  she  bad  succeeded,  for  that  paiticalar 
expression  was  not  heiforU,  she  determined  to  ap- 
pear girlish  and  simple  by  giving  her  fetber  a  tap 
with  her  fingers,  and  affectedly  ejaculating,  "  La, 
pal  how  can  you?"  Ellen's  eyes  were  fixed  on 
the  ground,  her  nsually  fiunt  bloom  undei^oing  a 
deeper  sufiiision  aa  she  listened  to  the  coarse  praises 
of  her  fether. 

"I  suppose,"  resumed  the  latter,  "that  you  have 
seen  most  of  our  immediate  neighbors :  old  Penfold 
the  parson,  and  old  Dawson  the  apothecary,  and 
old  Eoger  Crab  of  Monkwell" — for  the  Captain  was 
in  the  habit  of  applying  this  term  to  his  contem- 
poraries, and  even  to  his  juniors,  imagining  that  it 
would  asdst  him  in  pasdng  himself  off  for  a  younger 
man  than  be  really  was. 

"  The  former  gentlemen  have  called,  but  I  have 
not  yet  seen  any  thing  oPMr.  Crab." 

"  No  loss,  Mr.  Brown — no  loss,  if  he  never  comes 
near  you ;  for  a  more  sneering,  snarling,  sarcastic, 
ill-tempered  old  honks  it  would  be  difficult  to  find. 
I  don't  know  which  is  the  sourest,  his  looks  or  his 
temper." 

"I  verily  believe,"  cried  Matilda,  "that  the  two 
together  turned  our  beer,  the  last  time  he  paid  us  a 
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"Ha,  ha,  ha!  well  done,  'Tilila,  My  eldest 
daughter,  you  see,  is  a  wit — aiways  had  a  jocular 
turn.  By  the  powers !  it  must  hare  been  as  ehe 
says;  nothing  couid  have  done  it  but  old  Grab's 
Teiimee  fwie  for  1  brew  my  own  beer,  and  capital 
Btull  It  111 — all  malt  and  hops  no  wftter.  I  hope 
jou  11  do  me  the  feror  ot  tasting  it  one  of  these 

'  I  wonder  you  suffer  ?o  disagreeable  and  dan- 
gerous a  fellow  to  visit  you,    observed  the  mer- 

"Well  Sir  I  am  good  tempered  to  a  faults 
alwaj  5  was ,  and  if  the  leading  person  of  the  place 
was  to  turn  hia  back  upon  old  Crab,  he  might  as 
well  turn  hermit  at  once,  and  become  the  monk  of 
MonkwelL  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Besides,  he  is  ae  bilious 
aa  a  nabob,  his  wife  ia  a  confirmed  invalid,  neither 
of  them  likely  to  live  long — their  money  must  go 
somewhere :  and  then  he  has  parchoaed  the  right 
of  ahooting  over  an  extensive  manor ;  he  often  in- 
viles  me  to  accompany  him ;  and  as  he  is  too  ackly 
to  eat  all  the  game  he  shoots,  he  ia  cotopcUed  to 
give  it  to  his  acqu^ntance." 

"Why,  then,  it  would  appear  that  he  does  pos- 
sess some  good  qualities." 

"  Not  he ;  not  any,  at  least,  Hiat  he  can  help— an 
old  cynical  curmudgeon!" 

"Say,  dear  papa,"  urged  Ellen,  "you  forget 
that  he  makes  a  most  affectionate  husband  to  a 
sick  wife,  and  that  he  ia  very  kind  and  generous 
to  Ihe  poor,  though  he  does  scold  them  pretty 
sharply  when  he  thinks  they  deserve  it.  Every- 
body says  that  his  bark  ia  worse  than  his  bite ; 
and  besides,  he  is  so  absent,  that  I  do  think  he 
hardly  knows  at  times  what  ill-natnred  thinga  he  is 
saying." 

"Ay,  NeU,  and  that's  the  reason  why  I  never 
notice  his  impertinence.  If  I  thought  he  meant 
to  be  insolent — By  the  powers!"  In  delivering 
his  favorite  adjuration,  the  Captain  was  accua- 
tonied  to  accumulate  the  emphasis  on  the  first 
word  with  a  vehemence  proportioned  to  the  grav- 
ity of  the  occasion;  his-  present  stress  upon  the 
"ij,"  evidently  implying  that,  if  there  were  suf- 
ficient ground  for  the  process,  he  would  make  no 
bones  of  the  offender,  but  swallow  him  up  whole, 
or  cut  him  up  into  minee-meat,  according  to  the 
state  of  his  digestive  functions.  "Egad,  Nelll" 
he  eoDtinued,  "both  his  bark  and  hia  bite  are  bad 
enough." 

"I  have  heard  Ellen  maintiun,''  cried  Matilda, 
"that  there  wasfeweetness  at  his  heart,  even  when 
there  was  sourness  in  his  mouth.  If  it  ia  so,  I  can 
only  say  that  hia  barley-sugar  drops  are  very  highly 
acidulated.    Ha,  ha,  lial" 

"D'ye  hear  that?  d'ye  hear  that!"  excldmed 
the  father.  "Didn't  I  teU  you  Tilda  was  awitP 
As  to  old  Crab,  with  his  venomous  jibes  and  jeers, 
and  his  malignant — "  The  concluaion  of  his  speech 
was  arrested  by  the  opening  of  the  door,  and  the 
appearance  of  John  Trotman,  uahering  ia  the  very 
party  thus  bitterly  vituperated.  "Ha,  my  good 
friend  Crab  P"  cried  the  unabashed  Captain,  "  I  was 
just  singing  your  praises  to  Mr.  Brown.  Allow  me 
to  introduce  you  to  him."  And  he  went  through 
the  form  of  presentation  with  as  much  pomposity 
as  if  he  were  in  his  own  house,  and  were  conferring 
a  favor  upon  both  parties.    Brown,  after  gazing 


for  a,  miaute  on  the  face  of  his 

little  shrivelled  man  of  an  atrabilarious 

sufficiently  acid  eiipression,  tnmed  towards  Uatilda, 


"Oh — ay — tniel"  cried  the  Captain,  whose  self- 
possession  was  almost  the  only  one  that  he  retain- 
ed. "We  were  talking,  Mr.  Crab,  of  my  fiimous 
table  ale — capital  stuff,  and  yet  never  gets  up  into 
the  head." 

"That  Ma  recommendation,"  replied  the  party 
addressed,  "for  I  have  a  great  horror  of  water  on 
the  brain." 

"  Curious  old  mansion  this,"  pursued  the  Captain, 
pretending  not  to  hear  the  last  inuendo;  "on  a 
email  scale  it  reminds  me,  in  some  respects,  of  my 
own  patrimonial  seat.  Ah,  Mr.  Crab !  you  were 
never  at  my  fine  place— Clogoakilty  House,  in  ibe 
county  Down." 

"No,  Captain;  were  j/ou/"  And  then,  aa  if 
talking  to  himself^  the  old  gentleman  ejaculated, 
as  he  counted  hia  fingers,  "There  are  estates  in 
Ayrshire,  and  in  the  Isle  of  Skye,  and  in  the 
Scilly  Islands ;  and  there  are  Chateaux  en  Eipagae  ; 
and  Ariosto  tells  us  that  all  lost  things  are  collected 
together  in  the  moon ;  but  where  is  there  a  dep&l 
for  the  things  that  are  very  circumstantially  de- 
scribed, but  which  never  existed?  It  ought  to  be 
capacious.     Yours  is  a  large  estate,  I  believe  ?" 

"Immense,  sirt  immense!  I  forget  the  exact 
number  of  acres — Irish  acrea,  you  know,  arc  larger 
than  yours — but  it  ia  certainly  one  of  the  finest 
placea  in  Ireland,  though  I  say  it  that  siiouldn't 

"Nay,  there  we  differ;  for  if  yon  didn't  say  it, 
nobody  would.  If  you  assert  the  laot,  I  beUeve  it ; 
if  I  had  seen  the  place  with  my  own  eyes,  I  might 
perhaps  have  doubted;  but  it  sal!  the  same;  it's 
all  the  same.  How  say  the  lo^cians  f  De  mm  ap- 
parentibiis  el  no»  exislenlibai  eadem  est  ratio." 

"And  such  hunting  1"  resumed  the  Captain,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  Brown :  "  I  must  give  you  an 
account  some  day  of  my  celebrated  hunter  Paddy- 
whack, and  my  famous  race-horse  Skyscraper. 
Faith  and  trothl  I  played  first  fiddle  at  the  meet- 
ings in  Ireland." 

"  The  Irish,  I  heheve,  have  their  lyres,  as  well  as 
their  fiddles,"  muttered  Crab,  again  counting  hia 
fingers  with  a  vacant  look  of  absence.  "Some  say 
that  the  lyre  of  Mercury  had  three  strings,  some 
say  four,  some  say  seven.  Amphion  built  up  the 
walls  of  Thebes  by  means  of  a  lyro— Qufere :  Was 
Amphion  an  Irishman  ?  The  lyre  of  Orpheus  was 
thrown  into  the  sea— Qnaire:  Did  you  live  near 
the  coast  in  Irehmd  V 

"  The  great  steeple-chase  that  I  rode  at  Clog- 
nakilty,"  resumed  Molloy,  "ia  admitted  to  be  the 
most  wonderful  thing  of  the  sort  ever  performed. 
Skyscraper  would  climb  up  a  stone-wafi  of  twelve 
feet  high  like  a  cat :  well,  air,  he  took  ten  of  these 
walls;  and  after  I  had  rode  him  at  speed  for  seven 
hours  without  drawing  bit,  he  cleared  at  a  leap  a 
river  twenty-four  feet  wide.  But  the  ground  was 
low  on  the  opposite  side  ;  the  shock  deranged  my 
digestive  functions ;  and  for  upward  of  five  months 
— ay,  just  five  months  and  four  days — I  could  never 
eat  more  than  an  ounce  at  a  time,  so  that  I  was 
known  among  my  friends  by  the  nickname  of  Ounce 
Molloy." 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  it  was  not  Binmce  Molloy  f" 
asked  Crab,  in  a  tone  and  with  a  look  of  innocent 
curiosity.  "'Bonnce,  Jupiter,  bounce,'  are  the 
wordsofMidaSginO'Hara'sburiettaofThe  Golden 
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Pippin.  Qiglt  nonseliGC,  saja  Addieon,  is  like  beer 
in  a  bottle,  which  has  in  realitj'  no  strength  or 
spirit,  but  freta,  anil  flies,  and  bounces,  and  imitates 
the  passions  of  a  much  nobler  liquor." 

It  might  have  been  thought  that  the  Captain 
would  have  talien  ofifenee  at  these  splenetic  and 
pointed  Eallies,  but  he  wa^  not  a  man  to  quarrel 
with  a  neighbor  from  whom  he  occasionally  bor- 
rowed money,  besides  deriving  Tarlous  other  ad- 
vantages ftom  his  propinquity.  Crab,  moreover, 
had  a  sort  of  charier,  as  a  humorist  subject  to 
strange  fits  of  aljsenoe,  for  thinking  aloud,  and  ut- 
tering whatever  vagaries  suggested  themselves  to 
his  wandering  thoughts ;  nor  was  it  easy  to  believe 
that  there  waa  any  raillery,  badinage,  or  inten- 
tional offence  in  his  efiiiEions,  however  caustic ;  for 
his  countenance  never  lost  the  grim  seriousness  of 
its  expression,  if  we  may  except  an  occii£ional 
twinkle  of  bis  small,  sharp  eye,  and  his  manner  was 
invariably  respectful.  Rude  and  inopportune  as 
his  escapades  appeared,  they  might,  indeed,  have 
been  taken  for  the  unconscioos  babbhnga  of  one 
who  imagined  that  be  was  talking  to  hims^  and  by 
himself,  were  it  not  manifest  to  a  keen  observer 
that  he  never,  gave  them  utterance  unless  when  he 
was  provoked  by  some  display  of  an'ogance,  folly, 


Some  farther  gasconades  of  the  incorrigible  Cap- 
tain havmg  drawn  down  upon  him  a  renewal  of 
obhque  sarcasms  from  Crab,  Ellen,  in  order  to  pro- 
tect her  fatber,  engaged  the  attention  of  his  assail- 
ant by  detdling  a  case  of  distress ;  a  subject  which 
never  failed  to  elicit  from  her  auditor  an  angry  dia- 
tribe against  the  improvidence  of  the  poor,  and  to 
secure  some  eventual  relief  to  the  sufferers,  if,  on  a 
strict  Inquiry,  they  proved  to  be  real  objects  of 
charity.  Availing  himself  of  this  temporary  diver- 
sion, the  father  whispered  to  Brown,  as  he  pointed 
towards  the  delinqnent,  "  I  hope  you  don^  mind 
his  saucy  sallies ;  I  don't,  for  he  really  doesn't 
know  what  he  is  Baying.  Flighty,  sir,  flighty — we 
call  him  Crazy  Crab.  Even  when  he  means  to  be 
splenetic,  and  caustic,  and  waspish,  we  only  laugh 
at  his  impertinence.  You're  not  offended  with  his 
wanderings,  I  trust  S " 

"  Certainly  not,  if  j/OM  are  not,"  replied  Brown, 
chuckling  tiJl  he  grew  red  in  the  face.  "  (to  the 
contrary,  I  think  his  wanderings,  as  you  call  them, 
are  very  like  home-thruats,  or  shots  in  the  bull's 
eye.  Depend  upon  it,  he's  a  good  bowler,  for  he 
seams  to  know  that,  if  yon  would  bit  the  Jack  at 
last,  you  must  Seem  at  first  not  to  be  taking  ^m  at 
it."  At  this  moment,  Matilda  alluded  i«  some  pri- 
vate theatricals  about  to  be  performed  at  Glouces- 
ter, when  the  Captain,  utterly  unable  to  lose  any 
opportunity  of  bragging,  esclajmed,  "Ah,  sir! 
nothing  like  Kilkenny  for  private  theatricals — 
never  was  and  never  will  be.  Egad,  I  starred  it 
there  famously — took  all  the  first  characters.  'Tilda, 
dear,  what  was  that  celebrated  Spanish  character 
that  all  the  world  declared  I  acted  to  the  very 
lifeV" 

"Ferdinand  Mendez  Pinto,"  ejaculated  Crab, 
breaking  off  from  his  colloquy  with  Ellen,  ''  was  a 
celebrated  Spaniard,  and  a  surprising  economist — 
of  trnth  ;  being  ever  the  first  to  vidt  non-existent 
cities,  and  to  receive  the  most  circumstantiaJ  intel- 
ligence of  things  that  had  never  happened.  His 
travels  are  extant,  and   written  in  choice  Castjl- 

"We   were   a  jolly  party  of  us,"  resumed  the 


Captain,  not  heeding  this  interruption;  "and, 
faith  I  we  kept  it  up  famously.  There  was  the 
Marquis  of  Mayo,  Lord  Ormonde,  Walter  Butler, 
and  I ;  we  agreed  to  dine  with  one  another  in  turn 
— that  is  to  say,  when  I  was  not  engaged  to  dine 

with  the  Duke  of Paha  1  I  shall  foi^et  my  own 

name  next.  'Tilda,  dear,  what  is  the  name  of  that 
duke  I  dined  with  so  oilen  at  Ejlkenny  ?" 

"Duke  Humphrey — Duke  Humphrey!  EureSia! 
it  is  foundl"  exclaimed  Crab.  "Douce,  in  his  Il- 
lustrations of  Shakspere,  explains  the  first  phr^e ; 
the  second  was  uttered  by  Archimedes,  when,  on 
entering  a  full  bnth,  he  discovered  that  the  quan- 
tity of  water  displaced  depended  upon  the  weight 
and  volume  of  the  body  immersed  in  it." 

"The  last  time  I  went  to  a  match  of  pigeon- 
shooting,"  cried  Mclloy,  making  his  rattan  perform 
the  sword  cxerdse  with  such  slashing  animation 
that  his  companions  kept  at  a  prudent  distance, 
"  I  remember  I  rode  to  the  place  of  meeting  on  my 
famous  hunter  Paddy-whack;  and  by  the  powersl 
I  never  shot  so  well  in  all  my  life.  Killed  every 
bird  but  one,  and  he  was  knocked  all  to  pieces. 
Beat  all  my  competitors  hollow,  and  yet  the  others 
had  double-barrelled  guns,  while  I  had  nothing  in 
the  world  to  shoot  with  but — " 

"The  long-bow,"  interposed  Crab,  "was  once 
considered  the  best  weapon  to  sboot  with.  The 
ancient  ones  were  of  a  single  piece ;  the  modern 
long-bows  have  a  thin  piece  of  ash  joined  to  them; 
but  perhaps  I  interrupt  you — pray  go  on." 

"  I  was  only  about  to  add  that  mine  was  a 
single-barrel — and  a  ikmous  cold  I  caught  that 
same  day,  by  shooting  without  ray  hat;  but  I'm 
always  catching  cold  in  my  head." 

"  His  own  mult — he's  always  going  out  without 
anything  in  it,"  whispered  Crab  to  Brown. 

"And  that  same  day,"  pursued  Molloy,  "I  made 
a  party  with  General  Hooker  to  go  fishing  in 
the  Kver  Newry — by-the-by,  Crab,  what  was  the 
weight  of  that  fine  jack  jou  caught  last  week  la 
Langholme  Water?" 

"  Twelve  pounds." 

"By  the  powers!  is  that  all?  The  very  l^t 
jack  I  caught  in  the  River  Newry  weighed  twenty- 
four  pounds." 

"Hang  it!"  muttered  Crab,  aside,  "I  wish  I 
could  catch  my  jack  again;  I  would  double  the 
Captain's  weight  instanUy,  and  make  him  a  forty- 
eight  pounder." 

"  As  for  the  poor  General,  he  would  hardly  have 
hooked  a  fish  if  I  hadn't  been  at  his  elbow  abetting 
and  aiding." 

"  Rodomont-fEiKf^  and  gaacon-aJJn^,"  said  Crab, 
patting  tlie  tops  of  his  fingers,  and  looking  np  to 
the  sky,  as  if  lost  in  an  etymological  reverie,  "  are 
derived,  I  think,  from  the  bOMtful  hero  of  Ariosto, 
and  the  braggadocio  character  of  the  Gascon 
French."  - 

"I  brought  the  General  home  with  me  to  Clog- 
nakilty  House,"  pursued  Molloy;  "there  was  a 
party  of  six  of  us  at  dinner,  and  each  of  us  drank 
live  bottles  of  claret  to  his  own  check." 

"  That's  more  than  I  can  swallow,"  obsened 
Crab,  very  quietly. 

"  And  yet  I  was  as  sober  as  a  judge — must  have 
been,  for  I  won  twenty  pounds  afterward  at  cards, 
though  I'm  no  great  hand  at  whist." 

"  If  you  had  played  at  brag,  you  must  have 
won  forty  at  the  very  least;  it's  a  vert/  gambling 
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THE    GOUTY    MEECHANT    AND    THE    STRANGER. 


Is  Broad  Street  Buildings,  on  a  winter  night, 
Snug  by  Ms  parlor  fire,  a  goutj  wight, 
Sat  all  alone,  with  one  hand  rubbing 

His  leg,  wrapped  «p  in  fleecy  hose, 

While  t'other  held  beneath  his  nose 
The  Public  Ledger,  in  n-hose  columns,  grubbing. 

He  noted  all  the  sales  of  hops, 

Ships,  shops  and  slnpq 


When  lol  a  decent  personage  in  black 

Entered,  and  most  politely  Eaiil-— 
"  Tour  footman,  air,  has  gone  his  nightly  tracfc, 

To  the  King's  Head, 
And  left  your  door  ajar,  which, 
Obsei-FOd  in  pasang  by, 
And  thought  it  neighborly  to  give  you  notice." 

"  Ten  thousand  thanks  1  how  very  few  get 

In  time  of  danger, 

Such  kind  attentions  from  a  etrangecl 
Assoredly  that  fellow's  throat  is 

Doomed  to  a  final  drop  at  Newgate. 
He  knows,  too,  the  unconscionable  elf  1 
That  there's  no  soul  at  home  except  myself." 

"  Indeed  I"  replied  the  stranger,  looking  grave  ; 

"Then  he's  a  double  knave. 

He  knows  that  rognea  and  thieves  by  scores 

Nightly  beset  unguarded  doors ; 

And  sec  how  easily  might  one 

Of  those  domestic  foes. 

Even  beneath  your  very  nose. 
Perform  his  knavish  tricks. 
Enter  your  room  as  1  have  done, 
Blow  out  your  candles — thus,  and  thm 
Pocket  your  ^ver  candlesticks — 

And  walk  off  thaa  P' 

So  aaJd,  BO  done — he  made  no  more  remark ; 

Nor  wailed  for  replies, 

But  marched  oil"  with  his  prize, 
Leaving  the  gouty  merchant  in  the  dark. 


THE    FARMEE    AND    THE    COTTNSELLOR, 


A  cocssBL  m  the  Common  Pleas, 

Who  was  esteemed  a  mighty  nit, 

Upon  the  strength  of  a  chance  hit 
Amid  a  thousand  flippancies. 
And  his  occasional  bad  jokes 

In  bullying,  bantering,  browbeating, 

Ridiculing,  and  maltreating 
Women,  or  other  timid  folks. 

In  a  lalo  cause  resolved  to  hoax 
A  clownish  Yorkshire  former — one 

Who,  by  hia  uncouth  look  and  gait, 

Appeared  eipresaly  meant  by  Fate 
For  being  quizzed  and  played  upon ; 
So  haying  tipped  the  wink  to  those 

In  the  back  rows, 
Who  kept  the  laughter  bottled  down, 

Until  our  wag  mould  drow  the  cork, 
Be  smiled  jocosely  on  the  clown, 

And  went  to  work. 
"Well,  Farmer  Numscull,  how  go  calves  at  York  ?" 


"Why — not,  sir,  as  they  do  wi'  you, 
But  on  four  legs,  instead  of  two." 
"  Officerl"  cried  the  legal  elf, 
Piqued  at  the  laugh  against  himself, 

"  So  pray  keep  ailence  down  below  there. 
Now  look  at  me,  clown,  and  attend ; 
Have  I  not  seen  yon  somewhere,  friend  ?" 

"  Yees — very  like — I  often  go  there." 

"  Our  rustic's  waggish — quite  laconic," 

The  eonnsel  cried,  with  grin  sardonic; 

"  I  wish  I'd  known  this  prodigy. 

This  genius  of  the  clods,  when  I 

On  circuit  was  at  York  residing. 

JTow,  Farmer,  do  for  once  speak  true — 

Mind,  you're  on  oath,  so  tell  me,  you. 

Who  doubtless  think  yourself  so  clever, 

Are  there  as  many  fools  as  ever 

In  the  West  Kiding?" 
"Why — no,  sir,  no;  we've  got  oar  share, 
But  not  BO  many  as  when  joit  wore  there  1" 


,,  Google 


FISE  BKOWN   f 


THE   INTEKRIJPTED   DUEL. 


i'lSE    BROWN    STOUT. 


A  BKEWKE  in  a  country  town 

Hfld  got  a  nionatrous  reputation ; 
No  other  beer  but  bis  went  down. 

The  hosts  of  the  surrounding  station 
Carr'd  its  great  name  upon  their  mugs, 

And  painted  it  on  every  shutter ; 

And  tho'  some  envioua  folks  would  utter 
Hints  that  its  flavor  came  from  drugs, 

Others  maintained  Hnas  no  such  matter. 
But  owing  to  bis  monstrous  vat, 
At  least  as  corpulent  as  that 

At  Heidelberg — and  some  said  fatter. 

His  foreman  was  a  lusty  Black, 

An  honest  fellow. 
But  one  who  had  an  agly  knack 
Of  tasting  samples  as  he  brewed. 

Till  he  was  stupefied  and  mellow. 
One  day,  in  his  top-heavy  mood. 
Having  to  cross  the  vat  aforesaid, 

(just  then  with  boiling  beer  supplied,) 
O'eroome  with  ^ddiness  and  qualms,  he 
Reeled,  fell  in,  and  nothing  more  was  said, 
But  in  bis  favorite  liquor  died. 
Like  Clarence  in  his  butt  of  Ualmsey. 

In  all  direction's  round  about 
The  negro  absentee  was  sought, 
But  as  no  human  noddle  thought 

That  our  fat  Black  was  now  Brown  Stout, 
They  settled  that  the  rogue  had  left 
Tbe  place  for  debt,  or  crime,  or  theft. 


Meanwhile  the  beer  was,  day  and  day, 
Drawn  into  casks,  and  sent  away. 

Until  the  leea  flow'd  thick  and  thicker ; 
Whenlo!  oulstretch'd  apon  the  ground, 
Once  more  their  missing  friend  they  foand, 

A3  they  had  often  done,  in  liquor. 

"See,"  cried  his  moralizing  master, 
"  I  always  knew  the  fellow  drank  hard. 

And  prophesied  some  sad  disaster. 

His  fate  should  other  tipplers  strike : 

Poor  Mungo !  there  he  wallows  like 
"A  toast  at  bottom  of  a  tankard!" 

Xeit  morn  a  publican,  whose  tap 
Had  help'd  to  drain  the  vat  so  dry. 

Not  having  heard  of  the  mishap. 
Came  to  demand  a  fresh  supply — 

Protesting  loudly  that  the  last 

All  previous  specimens  aurpass'd, 

Posses^ng  a  much  richer  gusto 

Than  formerly  it  ever  used  to. 

And  begging  as  a  special  favor 

Some  more  of  the  exact  same  flavor. 


"Zounds!"  said  the  brewer,  "that'f 
More  difficult  to  grant  than  ask. 
Most  gladly  would  I  give  the  smack 

Of  the  last  beer  to  the  ensuing, 
But  where  am  I  to  find  a  Black 

And  boil  him  down  at  every  brewing?" 


THE    INTERRUPTED    DUEL. 


"  In  ease  you  happen  to  be  killed,  have  you  any 
particular  ^rectiona  to  leave  relative  to  the  dis- 
posal of  your  remuns?"  inquired,  Daillie,  on  the  fol- 
lowing mornii^,  while  jouroejfing  in  his  enrricle  in 
tia  direction  of  Chalk  Farm — "because,  if  yon 
hare,  my  dear  fellow,  now's  your  time,  for  it  only 
wants  ten  minutes  to  eight." 

Such  a  question,  even,  when  addressed  by  a  law- 
yer, on  making  out  a  rough  sketch  of  your  will, 
strikes  rather  harshly  on  the  ear,  but  when  spoken 
with  the  utmost  nonchalance,  some  ten  or  twenty 
uinutes  prior  to  the  probability  of  jout  being  shot, 
grates  moat  'particularly  unpleasant  on  the  auricu- 
lar nerve ;  and  tbe  cold,  foggy  atmosphere  of  a 
London  December,  at  so  early  an  hour  in  the  morn- 
ing, tends  but  in  a  very  small  degree  to  exhilarate 

So  tliick  and  substantial  waa  the  icy  mist,  that 
even  objects  within  a  short  distance,  were  diiBcult  to 
be  discerned  with  accuracy,  a  circumstance  which, 
my  friend  informed  me,  was  highly  favorable  to  the 
accomplishment  of  the  object  in  hand,  aince  there 
was  not  a  sufficiency  of  fog  to  obscure  the  view  of 
my  opponent's  outline — yet,  at  the  same  time,  there 
would  be  no  other  visible  object  to  distract  my  at- 


lety  satisfactory,  truly ;  bat,  although  I 
iment  on  the  information  thus  afforded, 
it  atruck  me  that  if  any  great  benefit  was  to  accrue 
to  me  individually,  by  reason  of  the  state  of  the 
atmosphere,  such  advantage  must  miavoidablj  be 
shared  in  common  with  my  adversary,  in  conse- 
quence whereof  I  could  not  so  plainly  discern  any 
great  cause  for  rejoicing  on  my  part ;  but,  as  my 
friend  appeared  to  think  otherwise,  it  was  not  ne- 
cessary to  ifemp  his  pleasure,  especially  on  an  occa- 
sion where  too  much  hilarity  is  not  often  the  pre- 
vailing annoyance. 

Individually,  I  experienced  a  sensation  akin  to 
any  thing  rather  than  merriment,  and,  as  I  traced 
all  ray  misfortunes  to  the  one  source,  my  benedic- 
tions on  the  pale-faced  cornet  "  fell  thick  a^  hail ;" 
for,  added  to  my  other  miseries  and  dilemmas,  al- 
ready recounted,  I  was  now  about  to  fight  a  duel 
with  a  man  whom  I  never  quarrelled  with,  and 
could  not  have  engendered  the  slightest  animosity 
against ;  and  even  should  I  escape  from  this  ordeal, 
which,  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  it  seemed  more 
than  probable  I  should  have  to  pass  through,  how 
was  it  posisible  for  me  to  foretell,  or  in  any  way 
calculate  upon,  the  many  dangers  and  veiatjons 
which  might  still  remiun  In  store  !     How  devoutly 
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THE  INTEKRHPTED  DITEL. 


I  wished  the  coruet  in  ray  piace — but  wishing  did 
not  retard  our  progress,  and,  after  a  few  eeconds 
occupied  in  further  reflections,  Daillie  informed  me 
it  was  time  to  descend.  So,  divesting  oursclTea 
of  our  wet,  cliimmy  outer-garments,  \re  valked 
onward  towards  the  place  appointed  for  the  ren- 

Having  left  the  high  road,  and  quitted  the  lanes 
branching  from  it,  we  traversed  a,  slippery,  muddy 
pathway,  across  two  fieids,  at  the  end  of  which  I 
was  assured  was  the  spot  fixed  on  for  the  exhibi- 
tion ;  but  bod  I  not  had  a  guide,  and  one  so  con- 
versant with  the  localities  aa  my  friend,  I  might 
have  wandered  about  in  the  fog  for  a  century,  be- 
fore I  could  have  discovered  the  place  of  rendez- 
vous. But  Daillie  was  no  novice,  and  the  confi- 
dence with  which  he  threaded  his  way,  proclaimed 
his  thorough  knowledge  of  the  premises. 

"Here  we  are,  Ausdn,"  said  my  companion, 
"  not  more  than  a  hundred  yards  farther,  and  then 
well  set  to  work — but  don't  forget  to  aim  low — 
■whatever  yott  do,  ^m  low — mart  that.  Even 
should  your  ball  hit  the  ground,  it  may  rebound 
and  mark  him,  but  if  you  fire  over  his  head,  no 
chance  of  such  luck  coming  to  pass.  Cursed  damp, 
isn't  it?  My  dear  fellow,  don't  foi^et,  whatever 
you  do,  to  keep  your  eye  steadily  on  him,  that  is,  if 
you  can  see  him  in  this  infernal  fog — good  thing 
the  fog,  though — always  like  a  fog,  on  these  occa- 
sions. Don't  yon  feel  hungry,  Austin?  This  air 
and  exercise  would  create  an  appetite  in  a  skeleton 
— i)ut  look  there — don't  i  ou  see  them  '  Sure 
enough  that's  them — now  for  it " 

fttraining  my  eyes  in  the  direction  pointed  out 
by  the  captain,  I  at  last  discotered  divers  figures 
movmg  about,  as  indistinct  and  quesfionahle  as 
Shakspere's  ghosts  in  Macbeth,  but,  as  we  booh 
discovered,  soraewhat  more  substantial 

"Austin'"  exclaimed  my  friend  eameatly,  "by 
Jove,  we  are  not  the  only  ones  this  morrang  bent 
on  a  fihoofing  escursion — very  annoying  that — 
however,  can't  be  helped — must  shift  our  ground, 
I  suppose,  if  bolh  sides  of  the  other  party  have 
arrived  before  as.  Bat  let's  see,  how  many  are 
there?" 

"Six,  as  well  aa  I  can  make  out,"  was  my  reply. 

"Six,"  echoed  the  captain,  "then  oil's  right.  I 
suppose  Gregory,  his  friend,  and  the  doctor  are 
three — the  others,  not  having  as  yet  made  up  their 
number,  we  are  of  course  enUcled  to  the  ground ; 
and,  if  we  get  our  aflftur  over  speedily,  we  may 
chance  to  see  the  nest — that  is,  those  who  survive, 
of  course — ah,  here  they  come."  And,  issuing  from 
the  obscure  coterie,  two  individnals  advanced,  but, 
as  the  decreadng  distance  between  us  diminished 
the  doubt  as  to  their  identity,  we  discovered  a 
couple  of  persons  very  different  from  Mr.  Gregory 
and  Sir  Henry  Stivers,  whose  society  we  had  trav- 
elled thus  &r  to  enjoy. 

One  of  the  advancing  gentlemen  was  habited  in 
a  pair  of  dark  corduroy  breedics,  having  a  profu- 
sion of  bunches  of  tape  and  ribbon  affixed  to  tbe 
outside  of  each  knee,  which  multiplicity  of  bindings 
aided  and  abetted  in  supporting  a  pair  of  Urge 
brick-dust  colored  (op-boots,  the  feet  of  which  were 
large  and  heavy  enough  to  have  macadamized  more 
stones  in  an  hour,  than  all  the  sinners  at  Brixton 
could  accomplish  in  a  year.  He  was  large  and 
partly  in  person,  to  make  which  the  more  evident, 
he  had  clothed  himself  outwardly  in  a  huge,  rough, 
white  coat,  somewhat  resembling  a  blanket,  and  on 


the  shaggy  wool  of  which  the  damp  hung  in  small 
brilliant  pEirticiea,  an  you  may  sometimes  see  on 
the  back  of  a  Newfoundland  d<^  when  first  emerg- 
ing from  an  aquatic  libation.  Bound  his  neck  was 
hound  an  enormous  belcher  handkerchief  of  many 
colors,  which,  enveloping  his  chin  in  its  ample  fold, 
twined  itself  round  and  round  the  throat  of  its 
owner,  as  a  boa  constrictor  is  said  to  embrace  its 
victim,  Ull  its  course  was  arrested  unmediately  un- 
der the  bright  variegated  nose,  forming  the  principal 
feature  of  this  gentleman's  face.  On  hi*  head  op- 
peared  a  low-crowned  hat  of  enormous  and  dispro- 
portionate expanse  of  brim:  and  altogether  he 
loolied  as  unlike  my  gentlemanly  opponent,  or  tlii' 
elegant  baronet,  as  it  was  possible  for  two  ex- 
tremes to  be. 

The  dress  of  the  other  person,  who  closely  fol- 
lowed in  the  wake  of  the  former,  differed  hut  in 
some  trifling  and  immaterial  points  ttom  the  first; 
and,  in  whatever  genus  the  leader  might  have  been 
classed,  it  was  palpably  evident  that  the  same  de- 
scription was  applicable  to  each. 

"Captain,"  commenced  the  voice  from  within 
the  capacious  folds  of  the  neckcloth,  "bow  d'ye 
do,  captam — didn't  expect  to  see  me  and  my  pall 
here,  at  this  Ume  o'  day,  I  warrant  ?  but,  howsome- 
dever,  you  see  as  how  things  will  out  sometimes, 
captain,  as  the  terrier  said  to  the  badger  when  be 
draw'd  him." 

"What,  Grabum!"  loudly  exclaimed  Dailhe, 
"What  the  devil  brings  you  here?" 

"  Small  matter  of  business,  captain,  as  the  hang- 
man said  to  the  culprit,  when  he  fitted  the  hal- 

"  By  heavens  1  I  don't  understand  it — who  gave 
information  ?"  inquired  the  gallant  officer. 

"That's  tellings,  captain,  as  the  informer  said 
when  he  hanged  hi^  mother,"  repfied  the  other. 

"Come,  Grabum,  Uke  a  good  fellow,"  coaxingly 
r^oined  Daillie,  "here's  a  five  pound  note  for  old 
acqiuuntnnce  sake,  only  just  tell  me  who  the  cursed 
rascal  was  ;  this  is  not  the  first  time  we've  met,  you 
know  that,  Grabum  ?" 

"  True,  captain,  I've  seen  you  afore  now,  as  the 
tread-mill  said  to  the  pickpocket,  nevertheless 
duty's  duty ;  and  you  knows,  as  well  as  I  does, 
that  it  ain't  my  business  to  peach;  I  knows  a 
trick  worth  two  of  that,  and,  after  all,  may  he  I 
can't  tell  who  gived  the  information — may  be  I 
can;  but,  howsomedever,  that's  neither  here  nor 
there,  as  the  man  said  of  his  wiiii's  good  temper — 
so,  d'ye  see,  captain,  there's  no  good  in  chaffing 
about  it." 

"  Not  much,  truly,"  replied  DaiUie ;  "  but  where 
are  the  other  gentlemen?" 

"Quiet  enough  now,  as  tho  chap  said  whan  he 
cat  the  old  woman's  head  off,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Well,  Grabum,"  exclaimed  my  friend,  "  at  least 
you'll  allow  me  to  speak  to  them  T' 

"  With  all  my  heart,  captain,  but  don't  be  long 
about  it,  as  the  bride  said  to  the  parson,  cause  as 
how  I'm  tarnation  cold  and  hungry,  and  it's  fiill 
time  as  we  was  a  jogging,  for  I  see  no  fun  in  this 
here,  as  the  pig  said  when  he  stood  in  the  pil- 

My  second  accordingly  advanced  to  tbe  confer- 
ence, and  was  immediately  accosted  by  Sir  Henry 
Stivers,  when,  after  mutual  expressions  of  aston- 
ishment, as  to  how  tbe  arrangements  could  have 
become  so  far  public  ss  to  have  enabled  any  person 
to  ^ve  information  of  onr  intended  proceedings,  it 
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iv,i9  detided  that  no  particle  of  avispicion  of  our  rfis- 
nppomtment  having  ori^nated  either  in  the  princi- 
pals or  seconds  oould  exist ;  dnd,  to  make  doubl}' 
sure,  the  four  persons  most  interested  in  tbe  buai- 
ness  willingly  pledged  their  honors  to  that  efl^ct. 

To  attempt  carrying  the  "little  affair"  through 
in  presence  of  three  Bow-street  officers  would  lave 
been  ridiculous,  even  had  it  been  in  any  degree 
feasible,  which,  however,  it  was  not;  for  tlie  three 
Rentlemen  alluded  to,  in  order  to  set  that  question 
finally  at  rest,  pointed  out  a  few  similarly  appar- 
elled individuals,  who,  they  assured  us,  were  always 
left  by  Mr.  Gtabuni,  as  a  sort  of  reserve,  in  case  of 
his  finding  the  influence  of  Ms  warrant,  backed  as 
its  presentation  invariably  was  with  clegaat  and 
appropriate  simihes,  insufficient  to  carry  his  instruc- 
tions into  effect,  without  the  aid  of  the  corporeal 
arm  of  the  law. 

Under  these  circumstances,  nothing  remained 
but  to  deliver  ourselves  up  at  ine  police  office,  then 
and  there  to  have  our  cases  taken  into  the  consid- 
eration of  probably  not  the  wisest  and  most  cour- 
teons  of  God's  creatures  upon  earth. 

"  That's  right,  gentlemen,"  vociferated  Mr.  Grab- 
urn,  on  seeing  an  inclination  manifested  on  the 
part  of  all  concerned  to  adjourn,  "  that's  all  right, 
the  worst  of  the  business  is  ended — and  now  it's  afi 
down-hill  work,  as  Mr.  Sadler  sMd  when  he  fell  out 
of  the  balloon." 

On  pled^ng  our  words  tliat  no  attempt  at  hos- 
tilities should  be  made  by  either  party,  we  were 
permitted  to  return  to  town  unaccompanied  by 
Mr.  GrAbam  and  his  fiiends,  and  as  in  honor  bound, 
between  ten  and  eleven  o'clock,  we  made  our  ap- 
pearance before  the  officiating  mass  of  wisdom 
condensed  into  One  solid  ball,  and  deposited  in  the 
ijCuU  of  Mr.  Nonnant. 

"Are  these  the  offending  parties  against  whom 
the  information  was  kid?"  pompously  inquired  the 
magistrate,  on  our  appearing  before  him,  and  at 
the  same  time,  running  his  eye  quickly  round  the 

"Yes,  your  worship;"  answered  a  thin,  greasy- 
looking  thing,  called  by  the  presiding  dignitary  a 

"Who  apprehended  these  people?"  asked  the 
bench. 

"  Me  !  your  worship,  as  the  chap  said  when  the 
man  asked  who  he  owed  money  to,"  sang  out  the 
melodious  tones  of  Mr.  Grabnm's  voice. 

"  Very  well,  Grabum,  you're  an  intelligent  and 
meritorious  officer,  always  eitremely  diligent  and 
active;"  whereupon  Mr.  Grabum  made  divers  at- 
tempts to  emerge  his  chin  from  its  imprisonment, 
as  if  desirous  of  developing  the  satisfaction  which 
suffused  his  entire  countenance. 

"  Did  you  find  them  in  the  act  of  committing  a 
breach  of  the  peace,  Grabum?"  inquired  Mr.  Non- 

"Summitnear  it,  your  worship ;  they  was  Just  a 
going  to  beg^n,  and  no  mistake,  as  Boneyparte  said 
at  Salanianea,  when  he  seed  Lord  Wclfington  a 
running  after  him." 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  sajd  the  magistrate,  "I  pre- 
Fume  you  are  well  acquainted  with  the  reasons  for 
ajipeariog  before  me  on  this  occasion  ?" 

"  We  can  tolerably  surmise,"  replied  the  baronet. 
"  But  jou  will  greatly  oblige  me  by  putting  us  in 
possession  of  the  name  of  the  party  who  lodged  tbe 

"  Don't  doubt  it  in  the  least,  ar, — dare  say  jou 
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would,"  continued  the  man  in  power,  "in  order, 
I  Bup[«ise,  that  he  likewise  should  be  called  upon 
to  satisfy  what.   In  fashionable  jargon,   you  call 

"I  presume,"  sharply  retorted  the  other,  "that 
we  were  not  fordbly  arrested  and  brought  up  here 
for  tbe  exclusive  purpose  of  famishing  an  oppor- 
tunity for  an  eihibition  of  elocution,  since,  if  such 
is  the  case,  I  for  one  decline  making  part  of  the 
audience." 

"  Your  remarks,  sir,"  answered  the  justice,  highly 
exasperated,  "and  the  tone  in  which  you  have  just 
uttered  them,  are,  to  say  the  least,  uncaUed  for  and 
eitremely  offensive;  and,"  here  his  worship  be- 
gan to  was  warm,  "allow  nie  to  observe  that  a 
repetition  of  such  insulting  behavior  will  most  as- 
suredly call  down  upon  the  perpetrator  an  order 
for  committal — sir,  d'ye  mark  that?  Perhaps  you 
think,  because  you're  a  baronet,  eii,  that  your 
words  and  inuendoes  will  pass  without  animadver- 
sion ;  but,  I'll  give  yon  to  understand,  sir,  that  in 
this  place,  that  is,  as  long  as  I  fill  the  chair,  mere 
rank  shall  never  claim  difference  of  treatment  at 
my  hands;  no,  su',  never;  I  oon^der  all  ranks, 
seels,  and  persuasions,  as  equal."  And  there  was 
every  prospect  of  the  whole  of  our  party  being  in- 
carcerated in  one  of  the  secure  private  apartments 
lielonging  to  the  establishment,  had  not  my  friend 
DailUe,  unperceived  by  the  magistrate,  intimated 
to  bis  acquaintance,  Mr.  Grabmn,  that  the  period 
had  arrived  for  his  interference,  and  to  do  that  in- 
dividual justice,  notwithstanding  the  ansiety  which 
he  showed  in  bringing  about  our  interview  with 
his  superior,  yet  be  seemed  the  very  reverse  of 
wishing  our  freedom  to  be  further  circumscribed; 
and,  confident  in  his  own  oratorical  powers,  to- 
gether with  the  privileged  license  of  a  necessary, 
and  therefore  highly  useful,  inferior,  he  boldly 
stepped  forth  and  accosted  Mr.  Nonnant. 

"I  Bses  your  worship's  pardon  for  obtruding, 
but,  as  your  worahip  very  correctly  says,  there's  no 
difference  of  seies  here,  and  therefore  it  isn't  to  be 
argued,  for  an  instant,  that,  because  a  gentleman 
has  had  the  misfortune  to  become  a  barrow-knight, 
that  he's  to  take  upon  himself  to  come  for  to  go  for 
to  Sounder  about,  as  if  he  was  the  lord  mayor's 
footman  in  livery.  No,  no,  certainly  not,  your 
worship,  that  won't  do — people  must  stick  in  their 
places,  as  the  olficer  said  to  the  soldier  when  he 
was  tired  and  wanted  to  go  home.  But  the  matter 
of  that  there  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  this  here. 
When  I  went  to  take  these  gentlemen,  instead  of 
making  a  tarnation  blundering  and  row,  as  some 
on  'em  sometiraes  does  when  they  sees  they're  safe, 
off  they  comes  along  of  me  and  my  pal  as  quietly 
as  possible,  though  to  be  sure  they  looked  at  me 
when  I  grabbed  them,  as  ranch  as  to  say,  I'm  Mow- 
ed if  I'm  as  fond  of  you  as  you  seems  of  me,  as  the 
cake  said  to  the  school-boy ;  but  then  your  wor- 
ship knows  I'm  not  considered  generally  the  most 
pop'lor  character  what  is.  But  I  can't  help  that — 
know  me  better,  like  me  more,  as  the  io\  said  to 
the  turkey  poult  as  he  could  not  reach  at ; — so, 
your  wor^ip,  you  sees  that,  as  these  ere  gentie- 
men  behaved  civilly  at  the  beginning,  may  be 
I  can  take  upon  myself  to  promise  they'll  behave 
genteelly  to  the  last,  so  that  their  feelings  may  be 
spared  the  agonization  of  the  lock-up ;  for,  as  you' 
worship  knows,  all  living  creatures  have  got  fee' 
ing,  as  the  lobster  said  to  the  cook  when  £c  was 
bifing  him." 
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"True,  true,"  replied  the  magistpate,  "I  don't 
iriah  to  mcommode  them  more  than  cim  be  helped  ; 
eo,  Grabum,  if  you  guarajitee  their  sUence,  posablj 
I  may  allow  them  to  renuua  where  they  are,  until 
the  arrival  of  the  bail." 

Thus,  through  the  intercession  of  Mr.  Grabum, 
we  were  spared  the  infliotion  of  the  lock-up,  and 
peniiitted  to  witness  further  inaUnoea  of  the  wor- 
tSiy  magnate's  impartiality  and  eieellent  judg- 
■  'n  the  disposal  of  dirers  cases  brought  before 


T  road  to  the 


Bail  had  been  sent  for,  when  o 
office ;  for  my  companions,  far  more  expecienoed 
than  myself,  well  knew  the  almost  certain  finale  to 
the  invitation,  from  the  man  in  power,  to  attend 
him. 

Eventually  we  were  bound  over  to  keep  the 
peace  for  rIi  months,  in  two  hundred  pounds  each, 
and  a  couple  of  householders  had  the  honor  of  ap- 
pearing for  every  one  at  the  forfeit  of  half  that 
amount.  There  was  a  considerable  degree  of  sign- 
ing and  feeing,  and  at  length  wc  were  permitted  to 
depart.  But,  the  moment  the  edict  for  our  dis- 
charge  had  irrevocably  gone  forth,  DulUe  ap- 
proached the  man  of  power,  and,  as  if  he   had 


n  him  for  ages,  requested  the  pleasure  of  his 
society  at  dinner, 

"  Delighted  to  see  you,  at  eight,  old  Nonnant,  if 
that  hour  suifa  you,  only  a  few  friends— two  Blen- 
heims and  a  poodle — ehampagne  in  ice — no  incon- 
venience to  me,  none  whatever,"  be  continued, 
seeing  the  persecuted  about  to  speak,  "happy  to 
mount  you,  if  you'll  come  earlier — send  carriage  to 
take  you  np — set  you  home— do  any  thing  for  you 
—love  you  greatly— do  'pon  roy  honor— quite  an 
original — best  bear  I  ever  met—" 

"Turn  these  people  out  iTiafanlly"  vodferated 
the  enraged  receiver  of  the  public  money,  "  turn 
them  out  of  the  office  inslantlji,"  and  forthwith 
dirers  brawny  hands  were  applied  to  oar  shouldeps, 
and  we  hurried  through  the  passage  with  most 
miraculous  rapidity, 

"  Not  long  about  that,  aa  the  snail  said  when  the 
garden  roller  crushed  him,"  murmured  Mr.  Grab- 
um, as  wc  flew  intfl  the  street;  and,  with  merely 
a  formal  bow,  exchanged  between  the  adverse  par- 
ties, the  intended  actors  of  a  probable  tragedy  had 
no  option  but  to  return  home,  loudly  and  unasked 
for,  lamenting  thdr  intentions  having  terminated 
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The  depth  of  his  insight,  the  subtlety  of  his  and-  i 
yais,  the  vividness  of  his  presentation,  must  strike  | 
every  one  who  reads.  His  place  among  the  wits  of 
our  own  time  is  clear  enough.  He  had  less  frolic 
than  Tbeodore  Hook,  less  elaborate  humor  than 
Sydney  Smith,  less  quibble  and  quaintness  than 
Thomas  Hood.  But  he  surpassed  all  these  in  intel- 
lectual flash  and  strength.  His  wit  was  all  steel 
point — and  his  talk  was  like  squadrons  of  lancers 
iu  evolution.  Not  one  pun  we  have  heard  is  to  be 
found  in  his  writings.  His  wit  stood  nearer  to  po- 
etic fancy  than  to  broad  humor.  The  eiquisite 
confusion  of  bis  tipsy  gentleman,  who,  after  scrap- 
ing the  door  for  an  hour  with  his  latch-key,  leans 
back  and  exclaims,  "By  Jove!  some  scoundrel  has 
stolen — stolen — the  keyhole!"  comes  as  near  farce 
as  any  of  his  illustrationfl.  Hia  celebrated  definition 
of  Dogmatism  as  "  Foppyiam  come  to  maturity," 
looks  like  a  happy  pun- but  is  something  far  more 
deep  and  philosophic.  Between  this,  however,  and 
such  fancies  as  his  description  of  Australia — "A 
land  EO  fat,  that  if  tickled  with  a  straw,  it  laughs 
with  a  harvest " — the  distance  is  not  great.  In  his 
earlier  time,  before  age  and  success  had  mellowed 
him  to  his  best,  he  waa  sometimes  accused  of  ill- 
nature,  a  charge  which  he  vehemently  resented,  and 
which  seemed  only  ludicrous  to  those  privileged 
wilh  his  friendship.  To  folly,  pretence,  and  as- 
sumption he  gave  no  quarter,  though  in  fair  fight ; 
and  some  of  those  who  tried  lances  with  him,  long 
reniembered  his  home  thrust.  We  may  give  two 
instances  without  offence,  for  the  combatants  arc 
alt  gone  from  the  scene.  One  of  those  playwrights 
who  occupied  Old  Drury,  under  the  French,  against 
whom  he  waged  ceaseless  war  of  epigram,  was  de- 
scribing himself  as  suffering  from  fever  of  the  brain. 
"  Courage,  my  good  fellow/'  says  JerroM,  "  there  is 
no  foundation  for  the  feet."  When  the  flight  of 
Guizot  and  Louis  Philippe  from  Paris  was  the  fresh 
talk  of  London,  a  writer  of  no  great  parts  was  abus- 
ing the  Revolution  and  pitying  Guizot.    "You     "  " 


he  observed,  "  Guizot  and  I  are  both  historians— 
we  row  in  the  same  boat."—"  Aye,  aye,"  says  Jer- 
rold,  "but  not  with  the  same  scuUs."  Yet  such 
personal  encounters  were  but  the  play  of  the  pan- 
ther. No  man  ever  used  such  powers  with  greater 
gentleness.  Indeed,  to  speak  the  plain  truth,  hia 
fault  as  a  man— if  it  be  a  fault— was  a  too  great 
tenderness  of  heart.  He  never  could  say  No.  His 
purse — when  he  had  a  purse — was  at  every  man's 
service,  as  were  also  his  time,  his  pen,  and  his  influ- 
ence in  the  world.  If  he  possessed  a  shilling,  some- 
body would  get  sixpence  of  it  from  him.  He  had  a 
leni^ng  look,  of  which  many  took  advantage.  The 
first  time  he  ever  saw  Tom  Dibdin,  that  worthy 
gentleman  and  song-writer  said  to  him — "  Young- 
ster, have  you  sufficient  confidence  in  me  to  lend 
me  a  gninea?"— "Oh,  yes,"  said  the  author  of 
'Black  Eyed  Susan,'  "I  have  all  the  confidence, 
but  I  haven't  the  guinea."  A  generosity  which 
knew  no  limit — not  even  the  limit  at  his  bankers — 
led  him  into  trials  from  which  a  colder  man  would 
have  eadly  escaped.  To  give  all  that  he  possessed 
to  relieve  a  brother  from  immediate  trouble  was 
nothing;  he  as  willingly  mortgaged  his  future  for  a 
friend  as  another  man  would  bestow  bis  advice  or 
his  blessing.  And  yet  this  man  was  accused  of  ill 
nature!  If  every  one  who  received  a  kindness  at 
hia  hands  should  lay  a  flower  on  his  tomb,  a  moun- 
tain of  roses  would  rise  on  the  last  resting-place  of 
Douglas  Jerrold. 

"  Geoeos,"  said  Jerrold  to  the  inimitable  Cmik- 
shank,  "I  hear  that  you  are  every  where  preaching 
temperance  tee-total.  Although  I  am  glad  to  hear 
of  your  temperance,  I  am  sorry  you  have  taken  the 
pledge,  as  it  will  be  quite  impossible  for  you  to  go 
to  Heaven !"  "  Nonsense,  Jerrold,"  replied  George, 
"what  do  you  mean  by  such  stuft'?"  "Why," 
continued  Jerrold,  "you'd  be  a  hypocrite,  if 
you  do ;  for  there  is  nothing  but  pare  tpirit  m 
Heaven !" 
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One  Bunnj  morning,  a  quidnunc  and  a  bdre  was 
flauntcring  down  Regent  Street,  aeekirg  whom  he 
might  devour  wilh  hia  interminable  twaddle.  At 
length  he  eRpies,  approaching  in  hot  haste,  the 
witty  and  no  leas  busy  Douglas  Jerrold.  He  stops 
and  faatens  on  him.  The  bore  {luts  liis  usual  ques- 
tion— "WeU,  my  dear  Jerrald,  what's  going  on?" 


Releasing  himself,  the  wit  strides  hastily  away,  e: 
cliuming,  "I  am." 

Hebaud,  the  writer,  was  another  bore  who  i: 
flioted  "all  his  tedioueness"  on  Jerrold.  The  sat 
rist  was  aekedif  he  had  read  Heraud's  "  Descent  inl 
Hell  ?"    "  No,"  was  the  answer,  "  but  I  should  lil 
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INTEODUCTION. 

Poor  Job  Caudle  was  one  of  the  few  men  whom  nature,  in  her  casual  bounty  to  women,  sends  into 
the  world  as  patient  listeners.  He  was,  perhajjs,  in  more  respects  than  one,  all  cars.  And  these  ears, 
Mrs.  Caudle — his  lawful,  wedded  wife,  as  she  would  ever  and  anon  impfess  upon  him,  for  she  was  not  a 
woman  to  wear  chains  without  shaking  them — took  whole  and  sole  poBsession  of.  They  were  her  entire 
property ;  as  eipreasly  made  to  convey  to  Caudle's  brain  the  stream  of  wisdom  that  continually  flowed 
from  the  lips  of  hia  wife,  aa  was  thfe  tiiv  funnel  through  which  Mrs.  Caudle  in  vintage  time  bottled  her 
elder  wine.  There  was,  however,  this  difference  between  the  wisdom  and  the  wine.  The  wine  was  always 
sugared :  the  wisdom,  never.  It  was  expressed  crude  from  the  heart  of  Mrs.  Caudle ;  who,  doubtless, 
tcuBted  to  the  sweetness  of  her  husband's  disposition  to  make  it  agree  with  him. 

Philosophers  have  debated  whether  morning  or  night  is  most  condudve  to  the  strongest  and  clearest 
moral  impressions.  The  Grecian  sago  confessed  that  his  labors  smelt  of  the  lamp.  In  like  manner,  did 
Mrs.  Caudle's  wisdom  smell  of  the  rushlight.  She  knew  that  her  husband  was  too  much  distracted  by 
his  business  as  toy-man  and  doll-merchant  to  digest  her  lessons  in  the  broad  day.  Besides,  she  could 
never  make  Sure  of  him ;  he  was  always  liable  to  be  summoned  to  the  shop.  Now  from  eleven  at  night 
until  seven  in  the  morning,  there  was  no  retreat  for  him.  He  was  compelled  to  he  and  hsten.  Perhaps 
there  was  little  magnanimity  in  this  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Caudle  ;  but  in  marriage,  as  in  war,  it  is  permit- 
ted to  take  every  advantage  of  the  enemy.,.  Besides,  Mrs.  Caudle  copied  very  ancient  and  classic  author- 
ity. Minerva's  bird,  the  very  wisest  thing  in  feathers,-  is  silent  all  the  day.  So  was  Mrs.  Caudle.  Like 
the  owl,  she  hooted  only  at  night. 

Mr.  Caudle  was  blessed  with  an  indomitable  constitudon.  One  fact  will  prove  the  li^th  vf  this.  He 
lived  thirty  years  with  Mrs.  Caodle,  surviving  bee.  Yea,  it  took  thirty  years  for  Uts.  Caudle  to  lecture 
and  dilate  upon  the  Joys,  griefs,  duties,  and  vidseitudee  comprised  within  that  seemingly  small  circle — 
the  wedding-ring.  We  say,  seemingly  small ;  for  the  thing,  as  viewed  by  the  vulgar,  naked  eye,  is  a  tiny 
hoop  made  for  the  third  feminine  finger.  Aladt !  like  the  ring  of  Saturn,  for  good  Or  evil  it  circles  a 
whole  world.  Or  to  take  a  less  gigantic  figure,  it  compasses  a  vast  region ;  it  may  be  Arabia  Felix,  and 
it  may  be  Arabia  Petrea. 

A  lemon-hearted  cynic  nught  liken  the  wedding-ring  to  an  ancient  Circus,  in  which  wild  animals 
clawed  one  another  for  the  sport  of  lookers-on.  Perish  the  hyperbole  !  Wa  would  rather  compare  it  to 
an  elfin  ring.  In  which  dancing  fairies  made  the  sweetest  music  for  infirm  humanity. 

Manifold  are  the  uses  of  rings.  Even  swine  are  tamed  by  them.  You  will  see  a  vagrant,  hilarious, 
devastating  porker — a  full-blooded  follow,  that  would  bleed  into  many,  many  fathoms  of  black  pudding 
— you  will  see  him,  escaped  fVom  his  proper  home,  straying  in  a,  neighbor's  garden.  How  he  tramples 
upon  the  heart's-ease :  how,  with  quivering  snout,  he  roots  up  lilies — odoriferous  bulbs !  Here  he  gives  a 
reckless  snatch  at  thyme  and  marjoram — and  here  he  monehes  violets  and  gillyflowers.  At  length  the 
marauder  is  detected,  seized  by  his  owner,  and  driven,  beaten  home.  To  make  the  porker  less  danger- 
ous, it  is  determined  that  he  shall  be  ringed.  The  sentence  is  pronounced — -execution  is  ordered. 
Listen  to  his  screams ! 

Would  701.  not  think  the  tnift  wos  in  hia  thrmit  f 

Henee,  foe  all  future  time,  the  porker  behaves  himself  with  a  s 
tril  he  carries  a  ring.  It  is,  for  the  greatness  of  humanity,  a 
must  be  treated  no  better  than  pigs. 

But  Mr.  Job  Caudle  was  not  of  these  men.  Marriage  to  Iiim  was  not  made  a  necessity.  No ;  for  him 
call  it  if  you  will  a  happy  chance — a  golden  aeddent.  It  is,  however,  enough  for  us  to  know  that  he  was 
married ;  and  was  therefore  made  the  recipient  of  a  wife's  wisdom.  Mrs.  Caudle,  like  Mahomet's  dove, 
continually  peeked  jt  the  good  man's  ears ;  and  it  is  a  happiness  to  learn  from  what  he  left  behind,  that 
he  had  hived  all  her  sayings  in  his  brtun  ;  and  further,  that  he  employed  the  mellow  evening  of  his  life  to 
put  such  sayings  down,  that,  in  due  season,  they  might  be  enshrined  in  imperishable  type. 

When  Mr.  Job  Caudle  was  left  in  this  briary  world  without  his  daily  guide  and  nocturnal  monitress, 
he  was  in  the  ripe  fulness  of  Efty-lwo.  For  three  hours  at  least  after  he  went  to  bed — «uch  slaves  are 
we  to  habit — he  could  not  close  an  eye.  His  wife  still  talked  at  his  side.  True  it  was,  she  was  dead  and 
decently  interred.  His  mmd — it  was  a  comfort  to  know  it— could  not  wander  on  this  point;  this  ho 
knew.  Nevertheless,  his  wife  was  with  him.  The  Ghost  of  her  Tongue  still  talked  as  in  the  life ;  and 
again  and  again  did  Job  Caudle  hear  the  momtions  of  by-gone  years.  At  times,  so  loud,  so  lively,  so 
real  were  the  sounds,  that  Job,  with  a  cold  diill,  doubted  if  he  were  really  widowed.    And  then,  with 
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tJie  moTeraent  of  an  arm,  a  foot,  he  would  assure  himself  tliat  he  was  aloiip  in  his  holland.  Nevertheless, 
the  talk  continued.  It  was  terrible  to  be  thus  haunted  by  a  voice;  to  have  advice,  commands,  remon- 
strances, all  eorts  of  saws  and  adages  still  poured  upon  him,  and  no  visible  wife.  Kow  did  the  voice 
speak  from  the  curtains ;  now  from  the  teeter ;  and  now  did  it  whiaper  to  Job  from  the  very  pillow  that 
he  pressed.  "  It's  a  dreadful  thing  that  her  tongue  should  iralb  in  this  manner,"  said  Job,  and  then  he 
thought  confusedly  of  eiorcism,  or  at  least  of  counsel  from  the  parish  priest. 

Whether  Job  followed  his  own  brain,  or  the  wise  direction  of  another,  we  know  not.  But  he  resolved 
every  night  to  commit  to  paper  one  curtain  lecture  of  his  late  wife.  The  employment  would,  possibly, 
lay  the  ^ost  that  haunWd  him.  It  was  her  dear  tongue  that  cried  for  justice,  and  when  thus  satisfied, 
it  might  possibly  rest  in  quiet.  And  so  it  happened.  Job  faithfully  chronicled  all  his  late  wife's  lectures ; 
the  ghost  of  her  tongue  was  thenceforth  silent,  and  Job  slept  all  his  after  nights  in  peace, 
imall  packet  of  papers  was  found  inscribed  as  follows: — 


When  Job  di 
"  Cwtain  Lectures  delivered  i; 


the  o 


That  Mr,  Candle  had  his  eye  upon  the  future  printer,  is  made  pretty  prohable  by  the  fact  that  in  most 

C laces  he  had  affixed  the  text — such  text  for  the  most  part  arising  out  of  his  own  daily  conduct — to  the 
ictnre  of  the  night.  He  had  also,  with  an  instinctive  knowledge  of  the  dignity  of  literature,  left  a  bank- 
note of  very  fair  amount  with  the  manuscript.  Following  our  duty  as  editor,  we  trust  we  have  done 
juBtico  to  both  documents. 


asks  them. 

Perhaps  yon  don't  know  that  Jack,  this  morning, 
knocked  the  shuttle  cock  through  bis  bedroom  win- 
dow. I  was  going  to  send  for  the  glazier  to  mend 
it ;  but  after  you  lent  that  five  pounds,  I  was  sure 
we  couldn't  ^ord  it.  Oh,  no,  the  window  must  go 
as  it  is ;  and  pretty  weather  for  a  dear  child  to 
sleep  with  a  broken  wmdow.  He's  got  a  cold  al- 
ready on  his  lungs,  and  I  shouldn't  at  all  wonder  if 
that  broken  window  settled  him — if  the  dear  boy 
dies,  his  death  will  be  upon  his  father's  head ;  for 
I'm  Enre  we  can't  now  pay  to  mend  windows.  We 
might  though,  and  do  a  good  many  more  things,  if 
people  didnt  throw  away  their  five  pounds. 

Next  Tuesday,  the  fire  insurance  is  due.  I  should 
like  to  know  how  it's  to  be  paid !  Why,  it  can't  be 
pud  at  all  That  five  pounds  would  have  just  done 
it — and  now,  insurance  is  out  of  the  question.  And 
there  never  were  so  many  fires  aa  there  are  now. 
I  shall  never  close  my  eyes  all  night — hot  what's 
that  to  you,  bo  people  can  call  you  liberal,  Mr. 
Caudle?  Your  wife  and  children  may  all  be  burnt 
aUve  m  their  beds — as  all  of  us  to  a  certainty  shall 
be,  for  the  insurance  must  drop.  After  we've  in- 
sured for  so  many  years  1  But  how,  I  should  like 
to  know,  are  people  to  insure  who  make  ducks  and 
drakes  of  their  five  pounds? 

Ididthinkwemight  go  to  Margate  this  summer. 
There's  poor  Caroline,  fm  mire  she  wants  the  sea. 
But  no,  dear  creature,  she  must  stop  at  home ;  she'll 
go  into  a  consumption,  there's  no  doubt  of  that ;  yes, 
sweet  little  angel.  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  lose 
her  now.  The  child  might  have  been  saved ;  but 
people  can't  save  their  children  and  throw  away 
five  pojnds,  too. 

I  wonder  where  little  Cherub  isl  While  you 
were  lending  that  five  pounds,  the  dog  ran  out  of 
the  shop.  You  know  I  never  let  it  go  into  the 
street,  for  fear  it  should  be  hi^  by  some  mad  dog, 
and  come  home  and  bite  the  children.  It  wouldn  t 
at  all  astonish  me  if  the  animal  was  to  come  back 
with  the  hydrophobia,  and  ^ve  it  to  all  the  family. 
However,  what's  your  family  to  yon,  so  you  can 
play  tho  hberal  creature  with  five  pounds? 

Do  you  hear  that  shutter,  how  it's  banging  to  and 
fro?  Yes — I  know  what  it  wants  as  well  as  you  ; 
it  wants  a  new  fastening.  I  was  going  to  send  for 
the  blacksmith  to-day.    But  now  it's  out  of  the 


Tou  ought  to  be  very  rich,  Mr.  Caudle.  I  won- 
der who'd  lend  you  five  poundsl  But  so  it  is;  a 
wife  may  work  and  may  slave  Oh,  dear  I  the 
many  things  that  might  haie  been  done  with  five 
pounds!  As  if  people  picked  up  money  in  the 
streets !  But  vou  always  were  a  fool,  Mr.  Caudle  ! 
Tve  wanted  a  black  Batin  gown  these  three  years, 
and  that  five  pounds  would  have  pretty  well  bought 
it.  But  it's  no  matter  how  I  go — not  at  all.  Every 
body  says  I  don't  dress  as  becomes  your  wife — and 
I  don't;  but  what's  that  to  you,  Mr.  Caudle?  No- 
thing. Oh  no  I  you  can  have  fine  feelings  for  every 
body  but  those  that  belong  to  you.  I  wish  people 
knew  you,  as  I  do—that's  all.  You  like  to  be  called 
liberal — and  your  poor  family  pays  for  it. 

All  the  girls  want  bonnets,  and  when  they're  to 
get  'em  I  can't  tell.  Half  five  pounds  would  have 
bought  'em — but  now  they  must  go  without.  Of 
course,  they  belong  to  you ;  and  any-body  but  your 
own  fiesh  and  blood,  Mr.  Caudle. 

The  man  caUed  for  the  water-rate  to-day;  but  I 
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question:  hqv  iC  must  bang  of  iiighte,  eince 
have  tbronn  atva;  fire  pounds. 

Wei!,  ihinga  have  oonie  to  a  pretty  pass ! — This 
is  the  first  night  I  ever  made  my  supper  of  roai 
beef  without  pickles.  But  who  is  to  afford  pickk 
when  folks  are  always  lending  five  pounds? 

Do  you  hear  the  mice  cunning  about  the  room 
I  hear  them.  If  they  were  only  to  drag  you  out  i 
bed,  it  would  be  no  matter.  Set  a  trap  for  'en 
But  how  are  people  to  afibrd  the  cheese,  when  ©very 
day  they  loae  five  pounds? 

Hark !  I'm  sure  there's  a  noise  down  etiurs.  It 
wouldn't  surprise  me  if  there  were  thieves  in  the 
houae.  Well,  it  may  be  the  cat;  but  thieves  are 
pretty  sure  to  come  some  night.    There's  a  wretch- 


But  what  di 


uander  away  fi 


I   c 

flgure   the   chi  m 

stop,  and  spo  i  e 

made,     Othen  fo 

lord.    Now,  w  h< 

Nobody.     We  oniui  uie  auu  leave  uer  aione  and 
protected  in  the  i 
that  ?     Nothing  ;    so  yo 
poands. 

And  now,  Mr.  Caudle,  see  what  a  misery  you've 
brought  on  your  wretched  family  I  1  can't  have  a 
satin  gown— the  girls  can't  have  new  bonnets— the 
water-rate  must  stand  over — Jack  must  get  his 
death  through  a  broken  window — our  fire  insurance 
can't  be  paid,  so  we  shall  all  be  victims  to  th«  de- 
vouring element — we  can't  go  to  Margate,  and 
Caroline  will  go  to  an  early  grave — the  dog  will 
come  home  and  bite  us  all  mad— that  shutter  will 
go  ban^g  forever— the  soot  will  always  fall— the 
mice  never  let  us  have  a  wink  of  sleep — the  thieves 
be  always  breaking  in  the  house— and  our  dear 
Mary  Anne  be  forever  left  an  unprotected  maid — 
and  all,  all,  Mr.  Candle,  because  yow  will  go  on  lend- 
ing Jim  pornida  I 


Poor  me!  Ha!  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  who'd  be 
a  poor  woman !  I  don't  know  who'd  tie  themselves 
up  to  a  man,  if  they  knew  only  half  ^ey'd  have  to 
bear.  A  wife  must  stay  at  home,  and  be  a  drudge, 
whilst  a  man  can  go  anywhere.  It's  enough  for  a 
wife  to  sit  like  Cioderella  by  the  ashes,  while  her 
husband  can  go  a  drinking  and  singing  at  a  tavern. 
You  never  sing!  How  do  I  know  you  neverslng? 
It's  very  well  for  you  to  flay  so ;  but  if  I  could  hear 
you,  I  dare  say  you're  amon|^t  the  worst  of  'em. 

And  now,  1  suppose,  it  will  be  the  tavern  every 
night.  If  you  think  Tia  ^oing  to  sit  up  foe  you,  Mr, 
Caudle,  you  are  much  mistaken.  No :  Tm  not  go- 
ing to  get  up  out  of  my  warm  bed  to  let  you  in, 
either.  No;  nor  Susan  shan't  sit  up  fbr  you;  nor 
you  shan't  have  a  latch  key.  Tra  not  going  to  sleep 
with  the  door  upon  the  latch,  to  be  murdered  be- 
fore the  morning. 

Faugh!  Pah!  Whewgh!  That  filthy  tobacco 
smoke.  It's  enough  to  kill  any  decent  woman. 
You  know  I  hate  tobacco,  and  yet  yon  will  do  it. 
You  don't  smoke  yourself!  What  of  that?  If  jou 
go  among  people  who  do  smoke,  you're  just  as  bad, 
or  worse.    Yon  might  as  well  smoke — indeed,  bet- 


ter. Better  smoke  yourself,  than  coma  home  with 
other  people's  smoke  in  your  hair. 

I  never  knew  any  good  come  to  a  man  who  went 
to  a  tavern,  Nice  companions  he  picks  up  there  ! 
Yes;  people  who  make  it  a  boast  to  treat  their 
wives  like  slaves,  and  ruin  their  families.  There's 
that  wretch  Pretty  man. 

See  wliat  he's  come  to.  He  doesn't  now  get 
home  till  two  in  the  morning;  and  then  in  what  a 
slate  1  He  hegins  quarrcUing  with  the  door  mat, 
that  his  poor  wife  may  be  afraid  to  speak  to  him. 
A  mean  wretch  I  But  don't  you  think  I'll  be  like 
Mrs.  Prettyman.  Ho;  I  wouldn't  put  up  with  it 
from  the  best  man  that  ever  trod.  You'll  not  make 
me  afraid  to  apeak  to  yon,  however  you  may  swear 
at  the  door  mat.    No,  Mr.  Caudle,  that  you  won't. 

You  don't  intend  to  stay  out  till  two  in  the  morn- 
ing !  How  do  you  know  what  you'll  do  when  you 
get  among  such  people?  Men  can't  answer  for 
themselves  when  they  get  boo2illg  with  ooe  another. 
They  never  think  of  their  poor  wives,  who  are  griev- 
ing and  wearing  themselvea  out  at  home.  A  nice 
headache  you'll  have  to-morrow  morning — or  rather 
this  morning;  for  it  mast  be  past  twelve.  You 
won't  have  a  headaiihe !  It's  very  well  for  you  to 
say  so,  but  I  know  you  will;  and  then  you  may 
nurse  yourself  for  me.  Ha!  that  filthy  tobacco 
again.  No:  I  shall  not  go  to  sleep,  like  a  good 
soul !  How's  people  to  go  to  sleep  when  they're 
sulTocated  ? 

Yes,  Mr.  Caudle,  yonll  be  nice  and  ill  in  the 
morning!  But  don't  you  think  I'm  going  to  Ifet 
you  have  your  breakfast  in  bed,  like  Mrs,  Pretty- 
man.  Ill  not  be  such  a  fool.  No :  nor  1  won't 
have  discredit  brought  upon  the  house  for  sending 
for  soda  water  early,  for  all  the  neighborhood  to 
aay,  "Caudle  was  drunk  last  night l"  No:  Tve 
some  regard  for  the  dear  children,  if  you  haven't. 
No ;  nor  you  shan't  have  broth  for  dinner.  Not  a 
neck  of  mutton  crosses  my  threshold,  I  can  tell 
you. 

You  won't  want  soda,  and  you  won't  want  broth. 
All  the  better.    You  wouldn't  get  'em  if  you  did,  I 

can  assure  you. Dear,  dear,  dear!     That  filthy 

tobacco !  I'm  sure  it's  enough  to  make  me  as  bad 
as  you  are.  Talking  about  getting  divorced — I'm 
sure  tobacco  ought  ,to  be  good  grounds.  How  little 
does  a  woman  think,  when  she  marries,  that  she 
^ves  herself  to  be  poisoned !  You  men  contrive  to 
have  it  all  your  own  side,  yon  do.  Now,  if  I  waa 
to  go  and  leave  you  and  the  children,  a  pretty  noise 
there'd  be !  You,  however,  can  go  and  smoke  no 
end  of  pipes.  You  didn't  smoke  I  It's  all  the  same, 
Mr.  Caudle,  if  you  go  among  smoking  people. 
Polks  are  known  by  their  company,  "Yoi?d  better 
smoke  yourself,  than  bring  me  home  the  pipes  of 
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3  how  it  will  be.  Now  you've  once  gone 
,  you'll  always  be  going.  You'll  be  com- 
ing home  tipsy  every  night ;  and  putting  out  your 
shoulder;  and  bringing  all  sorts  of  disgrace'and 
-■■pense  upon  us.  And  then  you'll  be  getting  into 
itreet  fight— oh  !  I  know  your  temper  too  well  to 
doubt  it,  Mp,  Caudle — and  be  knocking  down  some 
of  the  police.  And  then  I  know  what  will  follow. 
Yes,  you'll  be  sent,  for  a  month  or  sii  weeks,  to 
the  treadmill.  Pretty  thing  that,  for  a  respectable 
tradesman,  Mr.  Caudle,  toAe  put  upon  the  tread- 
mill with  all  sorts  of  thieves  and  vagabonds,  and — 
there,  again  that  horrible  tobacco !  and  riff  raif  of 
every  kind;  1  should  like  to  know  how  your  chil- 
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dreo  are  to  hold  up  their  heads,  after  their  father 
baa  been  upon  the  treadmill?  No;  I  won't  go  to 
Bleep.  And  I'm  not  talking  of  what's  impoeeible. 
I  know  it  will  all  happen,  every  bit  of  it.  If  it 
wasn't  for  the  dear  children,  jou  might  be  ruined, 
and  I  not  so  much  as  think  about  it,  but — oh  [  dear, 
dear!  at  least,  you  might  go  where  they  smoke 
good  tobacco — but  I  can't  forget  thai  I'm  their 
mother.    At  least,  they  shall  have  one  parent. 

Taverns!  never  did  a  man  go  to  a  tavern  who 
did  not  die  a  beggar.  And  how  jour  pot  com- 
panions will  laugh  at  you  when  thej  see  your  name 
u»  the  Gazette  I  For  it  mast  happen, — jour  busi- 
ness is  sure  to  fall  off;  for  what  respectable  man 
will  buv  toys  for  his  children  of  a  drunkard  f  You're 
not  a  drunkard  I    No :  but  you  will  be — it's  all  the 

You've  began  by  staying  out  till  midnight.  By- 
and-by,  'twill  be  all  night.  But  don't  you  think, 
Mr.  Caudle,  you  shall  ever  have  a  key.  I  know 
you.  Yes;  you'd  do  exactly  like  that  Prettyman, 
and  what  did  he  do,  last  Wednesday  ?  Why,  he  let 
bimaelf  in  about  four  in  the  morning,  and  brooght 
borne  with  him  bis  pot  companion,  Leanly.  His 
dear  wife  woke  at  six,  and  saw  Prettyman's  dirty 
boots  at  her  bed^de. — And  where  was  the  wretch, 
her  husband!  Why,he  was  drinking  down  stats— 
swilling.  Yes :  worse  tban  a  midnight  robber,  he'd 
taken  the  keys  out  of  his  dear  wife's  pockets — ha ' 
what  that  poor  creature  has  to  bearl — and  had  go 
the  brandy.  A  pretty  thing  for  a  wife  to  wake  a 
rax  in  the  morning,  and  instead  of  her  husband,  ti 
see  liis  dirty  boots ! 

But  I'll  not  be  made  your  victim,  Mr.  Caudle. 
You  shall  never  get  at  my  keys,  for  they  shall  be 
under  my  pillow — under  my  own  head,  Mr.  Caudle. 

You'll  he  ruined ;  but  if  I  can  help  it,  you  shall 
ruin  nobody  hut  yourself. 

Oh  I  thathor — hor — i — ble  tob — ao — eo' 


Now,  Mr.  Caudle;  Mr.  Caudle,  I  say:  oh,  yi 
can't  be  asleep  already,  I  know.  Now,  what  I 
mean  to  Say  is  this;  there's  no  ase,  none  at  all,  in 
our  having  any  disturbance  about  the  matter ;  but, 
at  last,  my  mind's  made,  Mr.  Caudle :  I  shall  leave 
you.  Either  I  know  all  you've  been  doing  to-night, 
or  to-morrow  morning  I  quit  the  house.  No,  no : 
there's  an  end  of  the  marriage  state,  I  think — an 
end  of  all  confidence  between  man  and  wife — if 
husband's  to  have  secrets  and  keep  'em  all  to  iin 
self.  Pretty  secrets  they  must  be,  when  his  ow 
wife  can't  know  'em.  Not  fit  for  any  decent  perso 
to  know,  I'm  sure,  if  that's  the  case.  Now,  Caudle, 
don't  let  us  quarrel ;  there's  a  good  soul,  tell  me 
what  it's  all  about  ?  A  pack  of  nonsense,  I  dare 
say;  atill,  not  that  I  care  much  about  it — still,  I 
ikotdd  like  to  know.  There's  a  dear.  Eh!  01 
don't  lell  me  there's  nothmg  in  it ;  I  know  bettei 
I'm  not  a  fool,  Mr.  Caudle ;  I  know  there's  a  good 
deal  in  it.  Now,  Caudle,  just  tell  me  a  Uttle  bit  of 
it.  I'm  sure  I'd  tell  you  anythmg.  You  know  1 
would.— Well  ? 

Caudle,  you're  enough  to  vci  a  saint!  Now, 
don't  you  thinlt  you're  going  to  sleep;  because 
you're  not.  Do  you  suppose  I'd  ever  suffered  you 
to  go  and  be  made  a  mneon,  if  I  didn't  suppose  I 
was  to  know  the  secret,  too  ?  Not  that  it's  any 
thing  to  know,  I  dare  say,  and  that's  why  I'm  do- 
l«rmmed  to  know  it. 


;  I  know  what  it  is ;  oh,  yes,  there  can  be  no 
doubt.  The  secret  is,  to  ill-use  poor  women :  to 
tyrannize  over  'em;  to  make  'em  your  slaves;  es- 
pecially your  wives.  It  must  be  something  of  the 
sort,  or  you  wouldn't  be  ashamed  to  have  it  known. 
What's  right  and  proper  never  need  be  done  in 
secret.  It's  an  insult  to  a  woman  for  a  man  to  be 
Treemason,  and  let  his  wife  know  nothing  of  it. 
But,  poor  soul !  she's  sure  to  know  it  somehow,  for 
nice  husbands  they  all  make.  Yes,  yes ;  a  part  of 
the  secret  is  to  think  better  of  all  the  world  than 
their  own  wives  and  families.  Pm  sure  men  have 
quite  enough  lo  care  for — that  is,  if  tliey  act  pro- 
perly— to  care  for  them  they  have  at  homo.  They 
can't  have  much  care  to  spare  for  the  world  be- 

And  I  suppose  they  call  you  Brother  Caudle  ?  A 
Petty  brother,  indeed  I  Going  and  dressing  your- 
self up  in  an  apron  like  a  turnpike  man — for  that's 
what  you  look  like.  And  I  should  like  to  know 
what  the  apron's  for  ?  There  must  be  something  in 
it  not  very  respectable,  Pm  sure.  Well,  I  only 
widi  I  was  Qoeen  for  a  day  or  two.  Pd  put  an  end 
to  freemasonry  and  all  such  trumpery,  I  know. 

Now,  come,  Caudle  ;  don't  let  us  quarrel  Eh ! 
jju're  not  in  pain,  dear?  What's  it  all  about? 
What  are  you  lying  laughing  there  at  ?  But  I'm  a 
fool  to  trouble  niy  head  about  you. 

And  you're  not  going  to  let  me  know  the  secret, 
eh  ?  You  mean  to  say,  you're  not.  Now,  Caudle, 
you  know  it's  a  hard  matter  to  put  me  in  a  pasaon ; 
not  that  I  care  about  the  secret  itself,  no,  I  -wouldo't 
^ve  a  button  to  know  it,  for  it's  all  nonsense,  Fm 
sure.  It  isn't  the  secret  I  care  about ;  it's  the  slight, 
Mr.  Candle ;  it's  the  studied  insult  that  a  man  pays 
to  his  wife,  when  he  thinks  of  going  through  the 
world  keeping  something  to  himself,  which  he  won  t 
let  her  know.  Man  and  wife  one,  indeed !  I  should 
like  to  know  how  that  can  be  when  a  man's  a  ma- 
Eon — when  he  keeps  a  secret  that  sets  him  and  his 
wife  apart?  Ha,  you  men  make  the  laws,  and  so 
you  take  good  care  to  have  all  the  best  of  'em  to 
yourselves ;  otherwise  a  woman  ought  to  be  allowed 
a  divorce,  when  a  man  becomes  a  mason.  When 
he's  got  a  sort  of  comer-cupboard  in  his  heart,  a 
secret  place  m  his  mind,  that  his  poor  wife  isn't  al- 
lowed to  rummage. 

Caudle,  you  shan't  close  your  eyes  for  a  week- 
no,  you  shan't — unless  you  tell  me  some  of  it. 
Come,  there's  a  good  creature  ;  there's  a  love.  I'm 
sore.  Caudle,  I  wouldn't  refuse  you  anything ;  and 
you  know  it,  or  ought  to  know  it  by  this  time.  I 
only  wish  I  had  a  secret.  To  whom  should  I  think 
of  confiding  it,  but  to  my  dear  husband  ?  I  should 
be  miserable  to  keep  it  to  myself,  and  you  know  it. 
Now,  Caudle? 

Was  there  ever  such  a  man?  A  man  indeedl 
A  brute !  yes,  Mr.  Caudle,  an  unfeeling,  brutal  crea- 
ture, when  you  might  oblige  me,  and  you  won't. 
I'm  sure  I  don't  object  to  your  being  a  mason;  not 
at  all,  Caudle ;  I  dare  say  it's  a  very  good  thing ;  I 
dare  say  it  is ;  it's  only  yonr  making  a  secret  of  it 
that  vexes  mo.  But  you'll  lell  me ;  you'll  tell  your 
own  Margaret?  You  won't!  You're  a  wretch,  Mr. 
Caudle. 

But  you  know  why  r  oh,  yes,  I  can  tell.  The 
feet  is,  you're  ashamed  to  let  me  know  what  a  fool 
they've  been  making  of  you.  That's  it.  You,  at 
your  time  of  life— the  father  of  a  family— I  should 
be  ashamed  of  myself.  Caudle. 

And  I  suppose  youll  bo  going  to  what  you  call 
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I!  thej  don  t  admit 
TTOtnti  >ice  gonga  on  1  dare  svv  Then  jou 
call  on  another  brell  tlb  Brethren  I  I  in  sure 
jou  h  A  relations  enough      you  ditlnt  want  anj 

But  I  know  what  all  thi=  maflonry  about.  It's 
onl)  in  ex  use  to  get  awm  from  your  w  vea  and 
families,  that  you  may  fuast  and  drmk  together, 
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that's  all.  That's  the  secret.  And  to  abuse  women, 
as  if  they  were  inferior  animals,  and  not  to  be 
trusted.     That's  the  secret,  and  nothing  else. 

Now,  Caudle,  don't  let  ub  quarrel.  Yea,  I  know 
you're  in  pain.  Still,  Caudle,  my  lore;  Caudle  1 
Dearest,  I  saj,  Caudle?    Caud 
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Most  men  in  something  cb 

"There,  Mary,  niy  love,  take  my  winnings," 
said  Mr.  Joseph  Langsliawe ;  at  the  same  time  lay- 
ing a  Eovei'cign  and  a  sixpence  upon  the  brcnMast- 
table. 

"Won  again,  Joseph  I"  cried  Mrs.  Langshawe, 
with  one  of  her  prettiest  looks  of  astonishment. 
"Won.      ■    ■■• 

p  mv  winninpp."  rcneated  Mr.  Lan2„.._    _ 
red  his 

The  reader  may  be  assured  that,  for  a,  winning 
man,  Mr.  Joseph  Langshawe  had  one  of  the  longest 
faces  out  of  Cnaneery  ;  yet,  at  the  time  at  which 
our  story  commences,  he  appeared  to  his  wife  the 
chosen  of  good  fortune ;  there  never  waa  such  a 
lucky  man  1  It  seemed  enough  for  him  to  touch 
the  cardfl  to  turn  them  to  trumps.  Joseph  Lang- 
shawe had  won  again ! 

Certainly  the  continued  prosperity  of  Langshawe 
waa  to  his  wife  marvellouB  ;  he  never  sat  down  to 
cards  that  he  did  not  rise  money  in  pocket.  Had 
Joseph  made  a  terrible  compact  with  that  crafty 
general  dealer  who  continually  roams  about  the 
earth,  seeking  cheap  pennyworths  ?  Had  he  trucked 
his  immortal  jewel  for  pasteboard  diamonds  as  he 
chose  to  evoke  them  in  this  world  1  Had  he  sur- 
rendered himself  to  the  great  demon  for  a  magical 
influence  over  tens,  and  fives,  and  sequences?  In 
a  word,  was  Joseph  Langshawe  become  the  feted 
Faust  of  five-card  cribbage  ?  Mysterious  fears  of 
future  evil  mingled  in  the  marvcllings  of  Mrs.  Lang- 
shawe 1 

"  When  I  think  of  Joseph's  conUnueii  good  for- 
tune," observed  Mrs.  Lan^awe  1«  a  female  friend, 
"I  own  to  you  it  sometimees  makes  me  tremble." 

"Why, my dearf" asked Mra. Bridgeman.  "Why? 
I  thought  you  told  me,  like  a  good  creal 
is,  he  fdways  gave  you  his  winnings." 

"And  so  he  does,"  replied  Mrs.  Lojigshi 
variably." 

"What  a,  good  soul!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bridge- 
man.  "Dear  fellow  I  it  proves  him  so  free  from 
any  selfish  motives — shows  that  he  merely  plays 
for  innocent  excitement.     And  does  Langshawe 

"Never,"  replied  Mrs.  Langshawe;  "and  it  is 
that  which  makes  me  so  very  unliappy." 

"Makes  you  unhappy!  Well,  you  are  the  stran- 
gest creature,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridgeman. 

"That  is,"  r^oioed  Mrs.  Langshawe,  "when  I 
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fear  that  his  continued  good  luck  may  some  day 
tempt  him  to  play  for  a  ruinous  sum ;  for  it  is  im- 
possible, my  dear,  that  such  fortune  aa  Joseph's  can 
last.  I  should  be  so  happy  if  he'd  never  tonch  a 
card  again." 

"  Why,  you  bought  that  beautiful  chain,  and  your 
amond  drops,  and  all  out  of  your  husband's  win- 
ngs,"  eiclaimed  Mrs.  Brid^man. 
"  Very  true,"  allowed  Mrs.  Lai^shawe  ;  and  then 
she  repeated,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "hut  such  fortune 
i  Joseph's  can't  last." 

Certain  wo  are  that  the  reader,  after  some  fur- 
ler  acquaintance  with  Langshawe,  would  not 
ish  Joseph's  fortune  U>  continue.  A  brief  extract 
from  the  conversation  of  the  night  previous  to  the 
presentation  of  the  sovereign  and  siipenee,  may  ex- 
plain the  mystery  of  Langshawe's  winnings. 

"Well,  langshawe,"  cried  a  friend  from  an  op- 
posite table,  as  Joseph  rose  to  go  home,  "  how  have 
you  farad  to-night?" 

"  As  usual,"  said  Joseph,  and  he  tried  to  whistle ; 
"  as  usual — there's  no  standing  Bridgeman's  luck." 
"Wliat!"   exclaimed  Fourpomts,   "lost  again? 
why,  you  always  lose." 

"I  should  say  always," replied  Joseph;  "never 
mind — it's  all  right;  yes,  Fve  just  enough;"  and 
Langshawe  held  m  his  hand  a  sovereign,  a  half' 
crown,  and  a  sixpence. 

"  Brought  down  to  that,  eh?"  aBkod  Flush,  look- 
ing at  the  three  pieces  of  coin. 

"  Ail  that's  left,"  answered  Langshawe,  "  out  of 
five-and-twenty  pounds.    Never  mind,  there' 
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of  gold  and  lesser  piece  of  rflver  in  his  pahn ;  "  a 
very  good  show  for  my  winnings." 

"Winnings!"  exclaimed  a  new  member  of  the 
club — "  winnings !  I  thought,  Mr,  you  had  nothing 
but  losses  f" 

"  That's  very  true,  sir," replied  Longshawe ;  "not- 
withstanding, I  always  make  it  a  point  in  ray  do- 
mestic econoray,  whatever  my  losses  may  be,  to 
lake  home  my  profile  to  my  wife.  You  perceive," 
and  Joseph  exhibited  the  coin,  "when  the  coach  is 
paid,  although  I've  lost  to  Bridgeman  nearly  foiir- 
and-twenty  pounds,  here's  just  a  sovereign  and  six- 
pence for  my  winnings." 

"  A  sixpence !  why  be  so  partioulai  with  the  six- 
pence ?"  inquired  the  new  member. 

Mr.  JoseiJi  Langshawe  looked  one  of  his  gravest 
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looks  in  the  face  of  the  new  member,  and,  after  a 
compaaaionatB  shake  of  the  held,  obeervod,  "1 
flhould  aay,  sir  jou  are  a  bathi'lor — I  should  say, 
pardon  me  if  I  m  wrong  that  as  jet  you  know  no- 
thing of  conjugal  confidence,  otheriviae  yon  would 
perceive  that  flie  EiipeBte  was  a — a  clmoher." 
"  A  clincher ' '  repeated  the  aimple  new  mem- 

"The  Bovereign  by  itself,"  observed  Joseph, 
might  appear  suspicious  but  don't  you  perceive 
there's  a  reality  in  odd  money  f  Mrs.  Langslmwe 
will  see  truth  sir,  tiuth  in  the  teeter." 

And  the  next  morning  as  we  hare  already  showo, 
Joseph  handed  over  to  the  partner  of  his  worldly 
goods  a  sovereign  and  a  si^ipenoe — his  winnings  I 


at   the  breakfast-table — "who   played?      Bridgc- 

"  Bridgeinan,"  answered  Joseph,  shortly. 

"  My  dear  Joseph,"  said  Mrs.  Langshawe,  very 
gravely,  "I  wish  you'd  exert  the  influence  of  a 
friend  over  Bridgeman ;  he  confesses  nothing  to  hts 
wife,  poor  dear  woman! — but  I'm  sure  his  losses 
must  be  very  heavy.  Every  body  hasn't  your  good 
fortune,  Joseph." 

Langshawe  buried  that  eipressive  feature,  his 
mouth,  and  half  his  nose,  in  his  tea-cup. 

"  It  would  make  me  truly  unhappy,  Joseph,  if  I 
thought  you  won  any  of  his  money,"  said  Mrs. 
LoDgshawe. 

"  Make  yourself  perfectly  easy  on  that  point,  my 
dear,"  said  Langshawe,  internally  wincing  at  the 
absurd  suspicion ;  "my  hands  arc  clean  of  Bridge- 
man,  though  I  played  with  him," 

"  I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,"  cried  Mrs.  Langshawe. 
"And  now,  Joseph,  if  you'll  ptomise  me  to  leave 
off  play  altogether " 

"I  have  serious  thoughts  of  it,"  said  Joseph 

"You'll  make  me  completely  happy.  For,  de- 
pend upon  it,  as  I  have  said  again  and  again,  yonr 
present  fortune  can't  last." 

"I've  thought  BO,  too,"  said  Langshawe;  who 
might  have  added,  "  and  that's  why  I  have  gone 

"  And  if  yon  give  up  cards,  perhaps  the  esomple 
may  have  a  good  effect  upon  Bridgeman;  for  the 
Bridgemans  are  not  likens,  Joseph;  they  want,  I 
fear,  that  mutual  eonfidenee  in  one  another,  without 
which  marriage  must  be " 

"  To  be  sure,  my  dear,"  said  Langshawe,  acutely 
anticipating  his  wife's  period — "  to  be  sure.  No — 
I  shall  give  up  play." 

"I  hope  you  will — I  sincerely  hope,"EiuiJ  Mrs. 
Langshawe,  as  she  took  up  the  sovereign  and  the 
sixpence,  "  that  this  will  be  the  last  of  your  win- 


Noon  had  scarcely  paired,  ere  a  passionate  knock- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  Langshawes  announced  a 
visitor.  "Bless  me!  yes,  it  is — it  is  dear  Mrs. 
Bridgeman,"  said  Mrs.  Langshawe,  with  unmingled 
surprise  aud  pleasure,  as  she  heard  the  silvery  voice 
of  her  friend  on  the  staircase,  "  Dear  Mrs.  Bridge- 
As  the  viator  was  introduced,  Mrs.  Langshawe 
jumped  from  her  chair  to  run  and  kiss  her  best  ac- 
quaintance, when  Mrs.  Bridgeman  smiled  somewhat 
severely,  half-dropped  a  curtesy,  put  her  hand  to 
her  brow,  aud  sank  into  a  seat. 


"What's  the  matter,  deatP"  asked  Mrs.  Lang- 
Mrs.  Bridgeman  entered  into  no  details  of  her 
complaint,  but  simply  observed,  "  I  shall  be  better 
presently. 

"Any  thing  happened  at  home?"  inquired  Mrs. 
Langshawe.    "  How's  Bridgeman  ?" 

Hath  the  reader  beheld  the  countenance  of  an 
invalid  when  prescribed  a  certain  drug,  of  all  drugs 
his  worst  abhorrence?  Hath  the  reader  himself 
felt  the  cold  shiver  running  through  his  vitals, 
twisting  the  very  tips  of  his  toes — rtie  indescribable 
nausea  that  hath  puckered  up  his  countenance  di- 
vine, and  given  his  head  a  shake  of  most  expressive 
loatiiiiig?  Any  one,  so  experienced,  would  have 
thought  fi'om  Mrs.  Bridgeman'a  manner  that  Mrs. 
Langshawe  had  spoke,  it  might  be,  of  rhubarb,  and 
not  of  Bridgeman — of  assafuitida,  perhaps,  and  not 
of  a  husband. 

"Ihope  he's  well?"  said  Mrs.  Langshawe,  anx- 
iously. 

"  I  believe  Mr.  Bridgeman  is  very  well,"  said  his 
wife ;  "  but  you  know  he  never  tells  me  any  thing. 
Tea,  last  night  I  did  gather  from  him,  that  he  bad 
piayed  at  cards  only  with  Mr.  Langshawe." 

"  So  Joseph  told  me,"  obaened  the  innocent  Mrs. 
Lang.ihawe. 

"  Ha !  you  are  blessed  with  a  fortunate  husband," 
said  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  drily.  "Some  people,  it  is 
plain,  are  born  with  lucky  fingers." 

"  I'm  afrdd  it  is  so ;  however,  Joseph  has  almost 
promised  me  never,  never  to  play  again." 

'"Twill  be  a  happy  circumstance  for  some  of  his 
friends,"  remarked  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  agnificantly, 

"  If,  however,  he  will  play  and  win,  I  am  resolved 
— for  it  hes  heavily  upon  my  conscience  to  spend 
the  money  upon  myself— I  am  determined  to  devote 
the  money  to  some  benevolent  purpose ;  and,  since 
the  thought  has  taken  nic,  I  am  so  delighted  that 
yon  are  come  to  advise  me.  What  do  you  think, 
my  dear  Mrs.  Bridgeman,"  and  Mrs.  Langshawe 
drew  herself  nearer  to  her  friend;  "what  do  you 
think  of  the  Society  for  the  Conversion  of  the 

"Do  you  intend  to  subscribe  Mr.  Langsh awe's 
winnings  of  last  night  to  that  estimable  body !" 
asked  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  biting  ber  lips. 

"How  kind  the  suggestion  1"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Langshawe.  "What  a  good  creature  you  are  I  I 
did  not  think  to  do  so,  hut  now  I  certdnly  shall" 

"For  five-and-twenty  pounds,"  siud  Mrs.  Bridge- 
man,  with  a  terrible  srnile,  "  no  doubt  you  may  be  a 
life  governess." 

"Five-and-twenty  pounds  1"  cried  Mrs.  Lang- 
shane,  laughingly. 

"The  losses  of  Mr.  Bridgeman  last  night,"  re- 
marked his  wife  ;  "  he  played  with  Mr.  Langshawe, 
and,  1  presume,  as  usual,  the  fortunate  man  gave 
you  his  winnings."  This  was  said  in  a  cold,  cutting 
tone,  sharp  enough  to  sever  every  silver  tie  of 
female  friendship. 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  there  must  he  some 
mistake.  Joseph  gave  me  his  wuinings,  certiunly, 
but  they  were  only  a  sovereign " 

"A  sovereign!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bridgeman  con- 
temptuously. 

"And  a — sixpence,"  added  Mrs.  Langshawe,  with 

"  And  a  sixpence !  A  sovereign  and  a  sixpence ! 
My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  with  awakened 
sympathy,  "  you  are  deceived,  an  injured  woman." 
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"Do  jon  really  think  eo!"  asked  Mrs.  Langsha' 
uncnuscious  of  her  ealamity. 

"Mr.  Langshawc  won  fiye-and-twenty  pounds- 
havo   aecrct,   but   certain  means  of  knowing — of 
poor  innocent  Bridgeman ;  five-and-twenty  pounds, 
Madam  ;  and  the  crallj  man  makes  his  winnings 

sovereign  and  a — a well,  the  effroutery  of  son  . 

people  1  And  had  you  no  suspicion  of  your  hus- 
band's falsehood?  Why,  that  Tery  sixpence — the 
affected  ecnipulousness  of  the  thing — would  have 
made  mo  doubt  him.  My  love,  I  havo  Been  more 
of  the  marriage  state  than  you,  and  I  know  that 
men  are  never  BO  very  particular,  eicept  when  they 
.0  deceive 


"Tmsi 


present  his  winnings.    I   don't  see   the  mol 
said  the  artless  Mrs.  Langshawe. 

"Perhaps  not,  my  love;  perhaps  not.  How 
should  you  know  what  he  does  with  all  his  money  ? 
It's  plain  he  has  some  object  in  deceiving  you," 
was  the  charitable  opinion,  expressed  with  more 
than  sufficient  force,  of  Mrs.  Bridgeman. 

"It  would  really  seem  so,"  said  Mrs.  Langshawe, 
almost  trembling  at  her  doubts. 

"Be  sure  of  it,"  s^d  Mrs.  Bridgemnii;  "you 
hav'n't  a  twentieth  part  of  his  winnings,  and  where 
they  go " 

"  Many  pardons,"  cried  Langshawe.  who  had  sud- 
denly opened  the  door;  "trust  I  break  upon  no 
secrets.    How's  Bridgeman?" 

Mrs.  Bridgeman  looked  at  one  hand,  then  at  the 
Other,  and,  with  an  effort,  said,  "I  hope— that  is, 
very  well." 

"Where  ate  you  going,  love?"  asked  Langshawe, 
as  his  wife  moved  towards  the  door. 

"Enterliun  Mrs.  Bridgeman  for  a  mmute;  I'll 
return  directly,"  said  Mra.  Langshawe ;  for  she  felt 
her  eyes  filling  with  tears  as  shclooked  upon  Joseph, 
and  Uiought  of  his  duplicity,  the  sovereign,  and  the 
sixpence. 

"  Bridgeman,  very  well,  eh  7"  said  Langshawe,  in 
his  easy,  pleasant  style. 

"All  thin^  considered,  remarkably  well,"  an- 
swered Mrs.  Bridgeman. 

"Sothinghappened?"  inquired  Langshawe,  struck 
by  the  serious  manner  of  the  lady.  "Eh?  bless 
me !  all  right  at  home  I  hope  ? — no  domestic  loss — 

"  Some  people,  Mr.  Langshawe,  wouLd  call  it  one. 
Mr.  Bridgenian's  income,  though  sufficient  for  all 
reasonable  enjoyments,  is  hardty  adequate  to  the 
calls  made  by  cards  upon  it,  together  with  the  con- 
stant good  fortune  of  his  bosom  friends." 

"Bridgeman  plays  now  and  then,  to  be  sure," 
said  Langshawe,  in  moUifying  voice,  "but  then  he 

"Wins!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bridgeman;  "youJinow 
— better  than  anybody,  you  know — that  last  night 
he  lost  flve-and-twenty  pounds." 

"Is  it  posfdble?"  cried  Langshawe. 

"Possible I"  echoed  the  lady.  "Losing  would 
seem  a  matterof  certiunty  when  he  plays  with  some 
people.  It  is  as  certain  for  Hr.  Bridgeman  to  lose 
as  for  Mr.  Langshawe  to  win." 

Langshawe,  hurt  by  the  words,  yet  mote  by  the 
piercing  looks  of  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  resolved  to  clear 
himself  of  the  odium  of  constant  success.  With 
this  determination,  first  glancing  towards  the  door, 
he  took  the  lady's  hand.      "  My  dear  Mrs.  Bridge- 

Tbe  compUment  at  once  disarmed  Urs.  Bridge- 


man  ;  she,  too,  looked  towards  the  door,  and  then 
said,  "I  can,  Mr.  Langshawe." 

"Then,  between  ourselves,  my  dear  madam,"  said 
Langshawe,  in  a  low,  soft  voice,  "  I  never  win." 

"Never  win,  Mr.  Langshawe !" 

"Never.  The  truth  is,  Mary,— bless  her!— ia 
such  a  rigid  economist  in  every  thing  that  concerns 


little  harmless  deceit,  to  induce  her  t< 
least  expense." 

"  Then   your   winnings   last   night,  Mr.   Lang- 
shawe?"  

"  Quite  apocryphal,  I  assure  you — all,  what  I  may 
call,"  said  Langshawe,  "a  conjugal  fiction." 

"  Mr.  Langshawe," — aiud  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  with  a 


tempting  the  most  unblushing  fraud  upon  bis  own 
wife — habit  goes  far,  in  all  matters — but,  sir,  that 
you  should  hold  my  common  sense  in  so  contemptu- 
ous a  light" - 

"My  dear  madam,  I  protest,"  csekimed  Lang- 
shawe, coloring  to  the  eyelids;  "I  protest  that  I 
have  the  profoundest  sense  of" 

"  Adds,  sir — adds  to  the  meanness  of  your  first 
duplicity.  You  know  that  Mr.  Bridgeman,  your 
dear  friend,  as  you  are  pleased  to  call  him,  last  night 
lost  iive-and-twenty  pounds." 

"I  vow  I  know  nothing  of  the  matter,"  cried 
Joseph. 

"  And  more,  and  worse  than  all,  that  Mr.  Lang- 
shawe was  the  winner." 

"Now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Bridgeman,"  said  Joseph, 
almost  amused  at  the  extravagance  of  the  charge, 
ho  himself  havmg  been  the  aufiferer, — "it  is  very 
true  that  I  spoke  of  winnings  to  Mary — I " 

"I  know,  sir — I  know  ;  one  piece  of  gold  and  a 
sixpence.  Mr.  Langshawe,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridgeman, 
for  a  lady,  very  sternly^"I  am  asloimded  at  your 
double   tilsehood — I    blush   for   y 


"Mr.  Langshawe,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bridgeman, 
with  new  energy,  "  may  I  soficit  of  you  one — a  last 

"Twenty,  my  dear  Mrs.  Bridgeman,"  answered 
the  obliging  Joseph. 

"One— one  will  suffice,  Mr.  Langshawe.  Promise 
me  never  to  play  with  my  unfortunate  husband 
again.  Heaven  tnows  what  his  losses  may  have 
beeni  His  poor  wife  knows  nothing.  But  where 
there  are  great  winnings,  there  must  consequently 
be — you  understand  me,  dear  Mr.  Langshawe  T' — 
and  Mrs.  Bridgeman  tried  to  forget  her  passion,  and 
to  smile  Langshawe  into  acquiescence.  "  Poor 
Bridgeman,"  she  added  in  a  very  equivocal  tone, 
"is  really  no  match  for  you.  You  are — you  know 
you  are — I  hear  it  upon  all  hands — such  an  invin- 
cible player ;  whilst  simple  Bridgeman  in  the  vanity 
of  his  heart  thinks  himself  your  equaL  Now,  do, 
pray  take  jaty  of  his  weakness — don't,  don't  play 
with  him  ;"  and  Mrs,  Bridgeman  solicited  the  com- 
passion of  Langshawe,  as  she  would  have  entreated 
the  mercy  of  a  highwayman ;  indeed,  despite  of  the 
peculiarity  of  Joseph's  winnings,  he  felt  himself  be- 
fore Mrs.  Bridgeman  somewhat  in  the  situation  of  a 
pickpocket.  "  There  ia  a  fate  about  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Bridgeman — "  as  might  be  said  of  Macbeth,  you 
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bear  'charmed'  cards — therefore,  da  spare  my  sillj 

man — do  eparc  " 

"  Mr,  Bridgcman,"  eaid  the  Eervant,  opening  the 


"My  IT 
and  disap,_ 

It  was  too  true.  Whilst  Mrs.  Bridgeman  and  Mr. 
Laiigshawe  had  been  left  to  coaTersation,  Mrs. 
Langshawe  and  Mr.  Bridgeman — the  gentleman  en- 
tered the  house  as  Mary  quitted  Joseph — had  dis- 
coureed  of  the  gain  and  lose  of  the  preceding  evening. 

"Mr.  Bridgeman,  I  am  eo  glad  you  are  come," 
HBJd  the  gentle  Mrs.  Langshawe.  "  Tour  dear  iviie 
13  up  stairs." 

"  Indeed !"  observed  Bridgeman,  very  tranquilly ; 
he  tben  asked — "  how's  Langshawe  ?" 

"Very  well;  he's  with  your  lady.  Oh!  Mr. 
Bridgeman,  t  cannot  express  to  you  how  much  I  am 
aimoyed  at  the  circumstances  of  last  night." 

Mr.  Bridgeman  put  his  hand  to  hia  chin,  gently 
exalted  his  shoulders,  and  spoke  not. 

"I  wish  to  my  heart  that  Joseph  would  not  play, 
for  his  fortune  is  so  extraordinary,"  said  Mrs.  Lang- 
ebane. 

Now,  03  Mr.  Bridgeman  was  fiiHy  aware  that,  al- 
though Joseph  always  lost  to  him,  he  inrariably,  as 
in  the  case  of  the  sovereign  and  the  dxpeuce,  look 
home  'winnings  to  some  amount  to  Mrs.  Lang^awe, 
he  did  not  feel  quite  at  ease  in  his  present  ^tua- 
Won  with  that  lady.  "  Fortune,"  he  endeavored  to 
observe,  "does  act  extraordinarily  with  Lang- 
shawe." 

"And  then  there  is  something  to  me  so  uncom- 
fortable, to  aay  the  least  of  it,  in  winning  money  of 
our  friends  ■"  and  Mrs.  Lan^hawe  looked  innocent- 
ly in  the  perturbed  face  of  Bridgeman. 

"  Cards  are  like  love,  Mrs.  Luigahawe,  as  I  take 
it ;  friends  are  not  to  be  con^dered  in  the  matter," 
rephed  the  impartial  Bridgeman. 

"  I  can't  think  so.  I  think  there  is  something  al- 
most mean  and  sordid  in  these  continual  attempts  on 
the  pnrae  of  those  for  whom  we  profess  on  eateem, 
a  fiiendship,"  said  Mrs.  Langahawe. 

Mr.  Bridgeman,  with  the  weight  of  many  pounds 
of  his  friend  Langshawe  about  the  neck  of  his  con- 
science, began  to  think  the  interview  less  pleBaant 
tiiaa  it  might  hare  been.  It  was  pidn,  however, 
from  her  looks,  tliat  Mrs.  Langshawe  expected  some 
reply;  therefore  Mr,  Bridgeman  nodded  his  head 
affirmatively. 

"But  the  worst  of  all  is,  Mr,  Bridgeman,"  said 
Mrs.  Langshawe,  with  animation,  "that  falsehood, 
positive  falsehood,  comes  of  the  practice.  Never 
— never  before  has  Joseph  deceived  mel"  (Poor 
little  dearl)  "  And  now  I  have  found  him  capable 
of  Uie  least  deceit—of  misrepresentation  in  the  sim- 
plest thing — it  has  made  me  truly  wretched.  With- 
out mutual  confidence,  Mr.  Bridgeman,  there  can 
be  no  happiness  in  the  marriage  state." 

Mr,  Bridgeman  bowed  very  solemnly— perhaps  it 

"To  be  sure,  he  may  have  been  ashamed  of  the 
sum  —  really,  too  much  to  win  of  anybody,  and 
more  than  all,  of  a  friend." 

"  Has  Langshawe  really  confessed  to  having  lost ! 
Did  he  bring  home  no  winnings?"  thought  Bridge- 

"  Tell  m 


;.  Langshawe's  manner  had  eo  surprised  Bridge- 
-her  sudden  energy  had  so  confused  him,  that 
the  color  rose  to  his  face,  and  he  began  to  gtammci', 
he  thought — "It's  plain,  Joseph  has  confessed 

!  losses — It's  plain  " 

" Five-and-twenty  pounds?"  agiua  pressed  Mrs. 
Langshawe. 

"  "Tot — not  quite,"  answered  Bridgeman. 

t  is  true,  then,"  cried  Mrs.  Langshawe ;  "  Mis. 
Bridgeman  is  right  t" 

■  Mrs,  Bridgeman!"  said  her  husband. 

It  was  she  who  told  mc  the  real  amount  of 

ley  lost,  and  not  Mr.  Langshawe.     That  Joseph 

should  have  won  nearly  five-and-twenty  pounds  of 

you — nf  you,  his  old,  his  early  friend!    I  shall 

'     dly  know  how  to  look  in  Mrs.  Bridgeman's  face 

again — I  shall " 

To  the  ineipressible  relief  of  Bridgeman — who, 
realty  being  the  winner  of  his  friend's  money,  felt 
with  double  acuteness  the  reproaches  inveighed 
against  the  innocent  —  Lang^awe  entered  the 
apartment,  —  Mrs.    Langshawe    instantly   quitting 

"Bridgeman,"  said  Langshawe,  in  a  low  voice, 
and  with  an  accusing  shake  of  the  head,  "this  is 
really  very  wrong." 

"  There's  something  Wrong,  somewhere,"  replied 
Bridgeman. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  cried  Langshawe,  "if  you 
wanted  to  account  for  five-and-twcntj  pounds  to 
your  wife,  jou  needn't  have  hud  the  loss  upon  my 
shoulders." 

"I  account  to  Mrs,  BridgemanI  I  lose  five-and- 
twenty  poundsl  Twas  just  my  winnings.  The 
fact  is,  Langshawe — not  that  I  am  under  the  influ- 
ence of  my  wife " 

"No  more  am  I — not  at  all — no  man  leas,"  said 
Lai^shawe.  "If  I  have  fabled  a  Uttle  as  to  my 
winnings,  it  was  out  of  aflection,  not  fear — no,  no, 
it  was  to  keep  Mary  happy,  and  the  house  quiet — 
nothing  more." 

"  I  was  about  to  say,  if  you  must  win  large  sums 
of  money,  you  might,  out  of  respect  to  the  feelings 
of  Mrs.  Bridgeman,  win  them  of  anybody  but  her 
husband." 

once,  when  I  told  Mary  that  I  had  won  thirty 
guineas,  because  1  wanted  her  to  buy  a  pair  of  dia- 
mond drops,  which  otherwise  she  wouldn't  consent 
to  purchase.  Never  a  large  sura,  but  then,"  eiud 
Langshawe. 

"Nonsense!  Mrs.  Langshawe  feels  assured  at  this 
minute  that  you  won  a  large  sum  of  me  last  night," 
cried  Bridgeman. 

"And  if  she  does,"  rephed  Langshawe,  "it  is  he- 
cause  Mrs.  Bridgeman  told  her  as  much ;  and  who 
told  Mrs,  Bridgeman  I  needn't  declare  to  you." 

"Langshawe,"  said  Bridgeman,  "we  have  known 
one  another  many  years,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to 
quarrel  with  you." 

"  Should  eijually  regret  it,  Bridgeman,"  answered 
Langshawe;  "but  when  men  can't  keep  matters 
Ulte  these  to  themselves— when  their  wives  must  bo 
made  parties  to  every  thing — there's  an  end  to 
every  principle  of  manly  friendship.' 

"  I  ihink  so,  too,"  was  the  gloomy  reply  of  Bridg^- 

"  At  all  events,  tlien,  Mr.  Bridgeman,"  said  Lang- 
shawe, endeavoring  to  clothe  his  lengthened  face 
with  dignity — "at  all  events,". ■ 

Unhappily,  or  we  should  rather  say  happily,  the 
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appearance  of  the  ladies  not  only  cut  shoi-t  On: 
wordy  eaoounter  of  the  gentlemen,  but  the  Rmika 
and  beamj  looks  of  the  nivos  suddenly  lighted  up 
the  faces  of  their  husbands.  The  ladies  requested 
that  nothing  more  might  be  said  of  the  matter,  and, 
hoping  that  their  husbanils  would  leave  filthy  cards 
for  ever,  all  ehooit  hands,  and,  at  the  usual  hour, 
sat  down  happily  to  dinner. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bridgemau  had  departed  from  their 
home,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Langshawe  Slill  sat  at  their 
hearth, 

"  I  forgive  you,  Joseph,  this  time,  but  never  tell 
me  a  fib  again,"  aald  the  pretty  Mrs.  Langshawe. 
"  Moreover,  if  jott  must  play,  promise  me  not  to 
win  of  Bridgeman.  His  wife  found  out  his  loss  in 
the  oddest  way ;  he  had  taken  out  fifty  pounds  to 
pay  a  bill,  and  returned  home — how  she  diaoovered 
that  I  ofin't  tell— with  lees  than  half  the  money; 
the  bill,  however,  was  not  paid,  for  'twas  called  for 
before  he  wan  up."  (The  truth  is  that  Bridgeman 
had  not  taken  the  note  mth  him,  but  replaced  it  in 
his  desk.)  "When  she  heard  that  ho  had  played 
with  you,  knowing  that  you  always  won,  she  of 
course  concluded  that  yon  had  the  money.  An 
how  naughty  of  you  to  tell  me  such  a  tale  about 

sovereign,  and hut  I  have  promised  not  to  scol 

you ;"  and  Mrs.  Langshawe  patted  the  blushing 
cheek  of  Joseph. 

"  She's  a  very  violent  woman,  Mrs.  Bridgeman. 
said  Langshawe. 

"  Very ;  I  was  quite  surprised  at  her  passion — bi 
Bides,  it  showed  an  avarice  that — oh,  Joseph, 


isidcra 


e  had  you  keep  fi 


;s  for  any 
iridgeman 


"Keep  tbcml      Why  — eh?— Mrs.   J 
seemed  suddenly  in  eicellent  spirits — you  m 

ned  the  money — you " 

"Not  esactly  the  money,  Joseph,"  said  Mrs. 
Langshawe,  who  smiled  nith  some  meaning. 

Mr.  Langshawe  gaped,  stared,  and  said,  "Hot 
exactly  money — what  then  f" 

"Oh!  Ihit  uponanescellentplan.  Ton  knowmy 
noiid  drops,  that  I  bought  out  of  your  winnings  ?" 
Thirty  guineas  I"  cried  Joseph  Langshawe,  turn- 
ing  a  liftfe  pale. 

"Mrs.  Bridgeman  was  always  admiring  them. 
to«lay,  whilst  you  and  her  husband  were  alone, 
after  a  little  persuasion,  I  induced  Mrs.  Bridgeman 
— to  accept  them." 
"  You  did,  Mary  ?" 

"  I  *d,  Joseph  1"  said  Mrs.  Langshawe,  deligiited 
at  her  dexterity. 

"  Your  diamond  drops !"  cried  Langshawe. 
"And  as  they  cost  thirty  guineas,  and  as  last 
night  you  took  less  than  five-and-twenty  of  Bridge- 
man,  why,  his  wife  having  the  diamonds,  you  may 
DOW  be  said  to  have  won  less  than  nothing,"  said 
Mrs.  Langshawe. 

"  Much  less,"  groaned  Joseph. 

We  believe,  though  we  cannot  vouch  for  him,  that 
from  that  time  Langshawe  forswore  cards.  Of  this, 
however,  we  are  certain;  if  he  did  play,  Mrs.  Lang- 
shawe was  never  again  perplexed  with  her — "hua- 


TousG  hearts  and  old  heartJt 

Cannot  live  together; 
Warm  hearts  and  cold  hearts 

Make  but  foul  weather. 
Toong  hearts  and  old  hearts 

Are  deadly  foes — 
Toung  hearts  arc  Poetbt! 

Old  hearts  are  Prose  ! 


Young  hearts  hare  freshness. 

Beauty,  and  joy — 
Young  hearts  arc  pun  gold  ! 

Old  hearts  alloy  ! 
Old  hearts  are  sadness. 

Young  hearts  are  mirth — 
Young  hearts  are  Hbaten  1 

Old  hearts  are  Eakiu. 
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indignation  such  only  as  a  literal 
LScious  of  its  own  Mgli  value,  and 
ing  under  iujuslJce  and  neglect,  cun  be  e  , , 
feel,  that  I  lift  up  nij  Toice  from  behind  tie  serried 
ranks  of  my  companlona,  long  talea  and  short,  the 
light  effusion  of  three  pages,  ot  the  decided  weight 
of  three  volumes;  serious  tales  or  gaj;  moral  or 
profane  ;  fine  French  or  low  bish ;  tales  without  an 
end,  and  tales  that  ought  never  to  have  had  a  be- 
gioning ;  tales  in  ponderous  verse  Or  in  gossamer 
prose  ;  the  delicate  and  brittle  ware  called  travel' 
lers'  tales ;  or  those  more  substantial  and  important- 
looking  matters,  political  economy  tales.  I  say, 
that  from  behind  this  prodigious  phalanx,  I  rise  up 
like  Erskine  from  the  big-wigs  of  the  first  law«;ourt 
he  addressed,  elevating  myself  as  the  young  coun- 
sellor on  his  bench,  and  making  myself  heard, — 
not,  it  is  true,  in  the  general  cause  of  justice,  lib- 
erty, humanity,  etc.,  but  in  that  cause  in  which  all, 
if  not  eloquent,  are  at  least  earnest  and  sincere — 
in  the  cause  of  selE 

It  is  said  that  Minerva  (a  goddess)  sprang  from 
the  brMO  of  Jupiter  without  a  mamma ;  1,  Sera- 
phina  (a  tale,)  issued  forth  from  the  lovely  head  (I 
am  not  quite  so  sure  of  the  brain)  of  a  fair  roman- 
tic young  lady,  without  a  papa ; — at  least,  so  I  pre- 
sume, for  my  composition  is  purely  femiume ;  my 
alight  and  delicate  texture  could  only  have  been 
woven  by  an  unasMsted  female  ima^nation. 

While  yet  in  embryo,  I  was  christened  Seraphi- 
na,  and  was  to  be  composed  in  three  or  four  rea- 
sonably long  letters  (ladies'  letters,  crossed  and  re- 
crossed  with  different  colored  inks,)  to  Clementina. 
My  respected  parent  decided  Uiat  there  was  noth- 
ing equal  to  the  epistolary  form  for  describing  the 
sentiments  and  adventures  of  a  heroine ;  for,  who 
like  herself  ean  lay  open  all  those  finer  and  minuter 
feelings  of  the  inmost  heart,  pouring  into  the  ear 
of  sympathizing  friendship  every  wish,  every  hope, 
every  thonghtl  Soul  meets  soiil,  even  through  the 
vulgar  medium  of  pens,  ink,  and  paper;  "thoughts 
that  glow  and  words  that  bum"  are  traced  by  the 
delicate  fingers  that  "resame  the  pen,"  with  a  ce- 
lerity altogether  surprising  ;  no  agitation  can  delay, 
no  ftiHgue  can  excuse;  the  hatf-dozen  sheets  of 
foolscap  that  are  to  be  run  over  before  she  can  lay 
her  throbbing  temples  on  her  pillow,  her  white 
drapery  (i.  e.  her  night-gown)  floating  round  her, 
her  long  hair  unbound  (very  much  out  of  cnrl,)  her 
snowy  feet  on  the  cold  marble  (she  has  lost  her 
slippers,)  her  door  carefully  looked,  but  the  trellised 
casement  left  open  that  the  pale  moonbeams  may 
peep,  through  it;  her  lamp  is  decaying,  her  hands 
are  trembling,  her  eyes  swimming  in  tears ; — n'im- 
porle,  the  six  sheets  of  foolscap  are  finished !  0, 
there  Is  nothing  like  the  epistokry  form  I  Sera- 
pbjna  shall  be  in  letters  to  Clementina : 

I  can  juat  recollect,  as  I  began  to  assume  form 
and  consistency,  how  much  and  bow  dearly  I  was 
fondled  by  my  young  and  doting  mother;  mdeed, 
at  times,  I  ran  some  danger  of  being  killed  by  kind- 
ness.   While  transcribing  some  of  uie  deeply  affect- 


ing scenes  and  sentiments  with  which  I  abound,  I 
was  neariy  obliterated  by  her  tears,  my  material 
parts  bemg  composed  with  a  very  fine  pen  and  very 
pale  ink;  at  other  times,  when  the  stronger  pas- 
sions took  possession  of  the  scene,  and  revenge, 
hatred,  and  fury  predominated,  she  would  crush 
me  in  her  hand,  "her  eyes  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling," 
and  throw  me  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  Of 
course  she  had  some  difficulty  in  smoothing  ms  out 
again.  Nevertheless  I  grew  in  stature,  and  m  fe- 
ver with  mamma,  myself,  and  four  young  ladies, 
her  neighbors,  (all  under  fifteen,)  who  were  at 
home  for  the  holidays.  On  the  assembling  of  this 
little  coterie,  I  was  mysteriously  brought  forth  from 
my  perfumed  drawer,  where  I  lay  covered  with  dry 
rose-leaves;  and  read  by  the  author  of  my  being, 
in  a  way  in  which  an  author  only  can  read.  Mv 
young  auditory  listened  in  profound  attention  and 
admiration,  secretly  resolving  that  they  too  would 
tc/  their  unfledged  wings  in  authorship,  when  they 
had  left  off  school  and  finished  their  education. 
Except  to  these  four  interesting  girls,  my  existence 
was  a  profound  secret. 

My  composition  is  certainly  enough  to  excite 
emuUtion,  however  hopeless,  I  am  (though  I  say 
it  myself)  an  exquisite  tale.  My  heroine  is  a  model 
of  beauty,  virtue,  tenderness,  and  thrilling  sensi- 
bility; "a  perfect  wonder  that  the  world  ne'er 
saw ;"  therefore  the  world  ought  the  more  to  ap- 
preciate so  rare  a  conception.  Her  mother  was  a 
suffering  angel  on  earth ;  but,  happily  for  herself, 
she  removed  to  a  more  congenial  abode,  while  her 
cherub  child  was  yet  in  infancy.  The  surviving 
parent  is,  of  course,  a  horrid  tyrant,  who  cannot 
comprehend  the  highly-wrought  sensibilities  of  his 
daughter,  and  therefore  will  not  give  way  to  them. 
There  is  the  suitor  favored  by  the  fether,  and  the 
lover  fevored  by  the  daughter.  There  are  a  lock- 
ing up,  an  elopement,  deBcate  and  dubious  situa- 
tions fuU  of  excitement,  misapprehenwons  of  all 
kinds,  a  false  female  friend,  libertjne  lords,  fine  un- 
feeling hidies,  dark  stormy  nights,  and  a  catastro- 
phe of  the  most  extraordinary,  pathetic,  and  soul- 
subduing  interest.  Add  then,  my  descriptions  of 
nature!  my  silver  moon  and  diamond  stars  I  my 
rustling  trees!  my  woodbine,  jessamine,  and  vio- 
lets! 

A  little  conceit  I  acknowledge  to,  when  copied  on 
pale  pink,  gill-edged  paper,  curiously  Ornamented 

small  running-hand,  the  tails  of  my  letters  prettily 
curied,  plenty  of  dashes,  and  a  very  few  slope,  I 
was  thas  headed : 


For  love  is  besvaa,  and  heaven  is  love. 

LiY  or  TUB  LlBT  MlBBTKEL. 

I  was  highly  scented,  and  sealed  in  green  was, 
with  a  device  of  Cupid  tormenting  a  heart. 

The  dignified  half-yearly  was  selected  for  my  de- 
but. It  rarely  admitted  Uterature  of  my  class,  and 
such  only  of  acknowledged  merit ;  consequently  il 
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■WHS  coneidered  my  proper  and  natural  mediui 
From  it,  I  was  to  be  commented  on  and  eitracted 
in  the  montliliea,  as  well  ia  Edinbui^h  and  Dublin 
as  in  London  ;  I  was  to  be  pirated  by  the  Ameii- 
ciuiB,  and  tran8lat«d  by  the  French;  and  at  the 
end  of  the  year  I  was,  by  eipress  penuiseion, 
appear  in  one  of  the  most  feshionable  annuals,  my 
tenderest  scene  forming  the  subject  of  a  goi^eous 
frontispiece,  on  which  the  most  celebrated  artists 
were  to  lavish  their  talents.  The  identification  ol 
the  "Fair  Unknown,"  was  to  become  the  puzzl* 
of  the  seaaon ;  and  already  many  scenes  of  admir- 
ing wonder  on  the  part  of  others,  and  of  dignified 
modesty  on  her  own,  had  been  played  oflf  in  the 
aotire  ima^nalion  of  my  dear  parent :  the  ac- 
knowledgment of  Evelina  by  its  young  authoress 
to  her  father,  and  the  final  recognition  of  the  Great 
Unknown,  were  her  models. 
.  At  length,  with  this  dazzling  perspective  b 
me,  I  waa  dismissed  from  the  maternal  embrace. 
Betty,  the  house-maid,  shpped  with  me  out  of  the 
street-door,  holding  me  with  a  piece  of  white  paper 
between  her  finger  and  thumb,  t*  prevent  her  soil- 
ing my  envelope;  while  my  mother  watched  us 
from  tne  window  with  tears  ui  her  eyes.  On  reach- 
ing the  two-penny  post-office,  Betty,  without  any 
ceremony,  pushed  me  through  a  slit  beneath  a  win- 
dow, and,  to  my  great  discomposure,  I  fell  head 
over  heels  into  a  dirty  boi  fiill  of  all  aorta  o(  queer- 
looking  epistles.  As  might  be  expected,  I  pain- 
fuUy  fell  this  my  first  tumble  (for  I  cannot  caJl  it 
Blep)  hito  real  from  imaginary  life.  I  had  scarcely 
time  to  recover  (iom  the  shock,  before  the  bos  waa 
withdrawn,  and  we  were  all  turned  out  by  a  fat 
woman  on  a  horrid  thing  called  a  counter,  where 
we  were  sorted,  as  she  termed  it,  and  distributed, 
rapidity  that  was  quite  confounding,  to  three 
' " ,  -looking  men  having  bags  under  their 
tiiiiii,.  I,  being  the  first  turned  out,  was  the  last 
the  pcsl-niistress  clawed  up.  She  retained  me  a 
fiill  minute,  twirled  me  round,  examined  my  seal, 
thrust  her  great  finger  between  my  dehcate  dde 
folds,  and  brought  me  up  to  her  eye  to  peer  if  pos- 
sible into  my  inside,  when  the  monster  who  held 
his  bag  open  to  receive  me,  called  out, 
"Come,  mistress — can't  wait  no  longerl" 
"Well,"  she  replied,  "bless  me,  if  this  don't 
look  for  all  the  world  likes  walentine!"  and  into 
the  bag  she  reluctantly  dropped  me,  writhing  as  I 
was  with  pain  and  indignalion. 

When  I  had  somewhat  smoothed  my  ruffled 
plumes,  I  ventured  to  look  round  on  my  fellow- 
trarellers,  in  search  of  some  congenial  spirit  with 
whom  I  might  beguile  the  tedionsness  of  time,  as 
we  jolted  along  on  the  shooldera  of  the  postman  ; 
but  1  looked  round  in  v^n.  My  nearest  neighbor, 
to  my  great  annoyance,  waa  a  bntcher'a  hill,  with 
whom  every  jolt  brought  me  in  contact;  the  dirty 
thing  had  a  wet  wafer  pressed  down  by  a  greasy 
thumb.  I  shrank  from  it  with  horror,  and  feff  back 
a  epistle  from  a  yonng  gentleman  at  school, 
IS  at  least  clean,  and  in  Mr,  round  char- 
a  I  attended  to  what  it  had  to  say.  The 
'  ■■"  1  large  portion  of  the  paper,  and 
men;  jnj  uear  mamma — I  have  the  pleasure  to 
inform  yon  that  our  Christmas  vacadon  begins  on 
the  20th.  I  am  very  well.  I  hope  you  are  very 
well  I  hope  my  papa  is  very  well ;  and  my  broth- 
ers and  sisters,  my  uncles,  aunts,  and  cousins,  I 
beg  my  duty  to  my  papa,  my  bve  to  my  brothers 
and  sisters,  my  respecla  to  ray  uncles  and  aunts. 


acters; 
date  took  i 


and  my  remembrances  to  my  cousins ;  and  heUcve 
meyourdutifulson."  Isjglied,  and  turned  toa  busi- 
ness-like looking  letter,  directed  in  a  precise  hand  to 

Messrs. ,  in  some  dark  lane  in  the  city.    The 

names  of  the  persons  addressed,  and  a  very  exact 
date,  took  up,  as  in  the  echool-boy's  letter,  a  vast 
deal  of  room,  and  then  it  began;  "Gentlemen — 
We  beg  to  acknowledge  joar/mor  of  the  1st  in- 
stant— "  I  could  not  get  any  ftrther,  for  I  waa 
suddenly  attracted  by  a  smatl>looking  and  very 
highly  scented  aft"air,  sealed,  and  directed  to  a  lord ; 
but  was  disappointed  on  finding  it  was  only  a  Bond- 
street  perfumer's  little  yearly  account  of  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds  for  perfumes,  fine  soaps,  cold- 
cream,  and  tooth-brushes.  There  was  no  other 
very  close  to  me,  so  I  ventured  gently  to  push  my 
way  to  a  curiously  folded  epistle  directed  to  Miss 
Matilda  Randeville,  Oifotd-street ;  "Dear  Tilly — 
Pray  send  mc,  as  soon  as  jou  can,  my  close  bon- 
net, for  my  nose  is  nearly  off  fi^m  wearing  my  pink 
silk  and  blonde  this  freezing  weather.  Full  of  life 
and  fun  here  I  Shall  tell  you  all  when  we  meet. 
It  will  be  your  turn  next ;  meantime,  business, 
basinessi  money,  money!  Love  t«  ail  inqturing 
friends."  I  felt  disgusted.  Do  not  gentlemen  and 
ladies  write  by  the  twopenny-post?  Nothing  but 
duns,  bills,  business,  and  money !  Is  there  no 
sense,  sentiment,  or  sensibility,  to  be  found  in  a 
twopenny-post-bag  P  I  certainly  did  observe  some 
fashionable-looking  letters,  and  one  decidedly  with 
a  coronet ,  but  they  were  loo  lav  down,  quite  unat- 
tainable ;  so  I  drew  myself  up  as  much  apart  as 
possible  from  the  things  by  which  1  waa  so  unhap- 
pily anrrounded,  and  remained  the  rest  of  the  way 
in  dignified  stiUnees.  My  wounded  feelings  were 
somewhat  soothed  by  observing  the  awe,  mingled 
with  curiosity,  with  which  I  was  regarded;  and 
somewhat  amused  by  the  perfumer's  genteel  ac- 
coant  turning  its  back  on  the  butcher  s  bill,  and 
the  lady  of  the  pink  and  blonde  squeeang  herself 
into  a  corner  to  avoid  contact  with  a  house-maid. 
The  aohool-boy  alone  was  at  perfect  liberty — and  a 
great  annoyance  he  was — evidently  delighting  to 
jumble  as  all  together  by  a  single  jump,  and  con- 
stantly peering  at  my  seal,  trying  to  read  my 
address,  and  touching  my  embossed  and   gilded 


.t  length,  we  reached  i 
s  sound,  the  postman' 
iesaion  down  the  atree 
windows,  and  doors  ■ 
ready,  before  we  reached. 


r  diatrict,  and  that  ncr- 
fap,  waa  heard  in  rapid 
heads  were  popped  out 
re  opened,  and  pence 
"  ■  hopped  the  house- 


maid, out  jumped  the  school-boy;  and,  as  my  fel- 
low-travellers departed,  I  sank  gradually  lower, 
until  I  arrived  among  the  genteeUooking  letters  I 
had  spied  at  a  distance ;  a  slight  shuffle  was  per- 
ceptible among  them;  their  black  and  red  seals 
erected  with  great  gravity,  and  my  pink  dye 
ne  almost  crimson  when  I  found  that,  from 
the  gaiety  of  my  attire,  they  evidently  thought  me 
"no  belter  than  I  should  be;"  however,  I  bad 
iarcely  time  to  feel  uneasy,  so  swift  were  our 
evolutions,  and  so  completely  were  we  afi  turned 
topsy-turvy  every  lime  the  poatman'a  hand  was 
Introduced  amoug  ua,  and  that  waa  every  minute ; 
the  big-wigs  lost  their  dignity,  and  as  to  me,  I  felt 
my  seal  crack  like  a  lady's  stay-lace ;  I  thought  my 
envelope  was  torn  away,  and  that  I  myself  would 
have  been  displayed.  Shocked  at  the  very  idea  of 
such  a  catastrophe,  I  sank  senseless  to  the  bottom 
of  the  bag,  and  only  recovered  on  being  violently 
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shaken  from  it,  and  hearing  my  brutal  conductor 
exclaim:  "Why,  here  it  is,  to  be  Bure ;  and  if  it 
isn't  the  walentine  itself,  I  declare  1"  He  seized  bis 
pence,  and,  folding  up  his  empty  bag,  strode  off. 

I  found  myself  in  the  handsof  areapectable  man- 
servant out  of  Uvery,  who,  after  having  examined 
me  with  a  look  of  surprise,  introdaced  me  up  Btairs 
into  rather  a,  dark  and  heavy  drawing-room,  with, 
however,  a  cheerful  fire,  book-cases,  and  portraits 
of  distinguished  authors.  I  lay  foi  some  time  on  a 
dtcular  table,  which  was  covered  with  newspapers 
and  periodicals  ;  there  was  a  dead  silence ;  if  I  had 
had  a  heart,  it  would  have  beaten  audibly.  At 
length  a  s  dc-door  opened,  and  a  young  gentleman 
fit  pt  n  f  om  an  adjoining  room ;  be  glanced  his 
■      table,  evidently  in  search  of  letters 
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1  Ihe  joa 


and,  whci 


.0  the  r 


miled, 


e  felt  n 


t  n  ble  n  hia  grasp.  In  this  apartment,  the  onlj 
fum  tur  as  chairs  and  three  wiidng-tables,  the 
two  sn  all  r  of  which  were  occupied  by  my  bearer 
and  anoth  r  young  gentleman ;  but  at  that  in  the 
cent  e  was  seated  a  grave,  elderly  personage,  rather 
la  ge  person,  with  bushy  eye-brows,  and  keen, 
penet  atmg  eyes.  I,  who  was  eitremely  ignorant 
at  that  time,  and  had  heard  much  of  the  knowledge, 
power,  and  dignity,  of  the  Half-yearly,  without  ei- 
actly  knowing  what  it  was,  took  this  gentleman  fOF 
it  himselE  My  introducer  held  me  up  to  his  young 
companion,  and  a  stifled  laugh  passed  between 
them  i  but,  recovering  his  gravity,  he  laid  me  on 
the  Half-yearlj's  desk,  as  near  under  his  spectacles 
BB  be  coiJd  bring  me  without  interrupting  his  pen. 
The  old  gentleman  started,  frowned,  and,  lowering 
hia  head,  loolied  at  me  from  above  hia  spectacles, 
(an  awful  way  of  looking,  as  is  well  known,)  inquir- 
ed gruffly,  "  What's  this?"  "A  letter  by  the  two- 
penny, sir;  B  lady's  verses,  I  should  think,  by 


appearance."      "1> ladies'   verses  1      take 

away."  "Shall  aw  open  it,  sir?"  "Don't  pestt 
me  1  and  in  an  instant  afterwards  he  was  lost  In 
his  important  meditations. 

nie  two  young  gentlemen  cut  round  my  seal, 
uid  perused  the  note  of  the  Fair  Unknown,  with 
tears— but  not  of  sympathy,  /was  then  taken  up, 
and  passages  here  and  there  recited  in  an  nnder- 
tone  with  mock  gravity,  eliciting,  in  spite  of  their 
superior,  bursts  of  irrepressible  laughter ;  these,  at 
last,  attracted  his  attention,  and  looking  over  his 
shoulder  he  angrily  inquired  what  they  were  about. 
"Pray,  sir,  do  look  at  thisi  it  ia  quite  a  curiosity;" 
and  my  not*  was  handed  to  him. 

"  A  fair  unknown,  with  that  modesty  which  ever 
accompanies  genius;  with  filtering  accent,  timid 
step,  and  eyes  that  seek  the  ground,  presumes  to 
lay  at  the  feet  of  the  great  Half-yearly  the  first- 
bom  of  her  imagination !  She  prays  him  not  to 
spurn  the  babe :  but  to  take  it,  chensh  it,  and  usher 
it  into  the  world !    It  is  bis  own  I" 

"Mine!"  exclaimed  the  Half-yearly,  settling  his 
wig;  "I  hope  she  does  not  mean  to  swear  it  to  me; 
such  scrapes  are  marvellously  difficult  U>  get  out  of. 
Wafer  up  the  babe,  if  you  please,  gentlemen,  in  a 
sheet  of  foolscap,  (its  proper  swaddling  band,) 
and  add  a  sentence  to  our  Notices  to  Correspond- 


In  a  few  weeks  after  this  memorable  scene,  my 
young  and  tender  parent  was  at  breakfast  with  her 
family,  when  her  father  entered,  carrying  a  new 
Half-yearly,  with  leaves  uncut,  and  hot  from  the 


press  under  hia  arm.  My  mother's  heart  leaped  in 
her  bosom,  her  iace  became  scarlet,  and  her  mouth- 
ful of  bread  and  Ijutter  nearly  choked  her.  Her 
father  dawdled  a  little  over  the  advertisements  and 
answers  to  correspondents;  at  the  latter  be  smiled. 
"What  amuses  you,  ^r?"  inquired  his  anxious 
daughter  in  a  tone  of  forced  calmness :  he  read, 
"A  Fair  Unknown  is  earnestly  requested  to  send 
for  her  babe  immediately;  the  Half-yearly  having 
intention  of  cherishing,  fostering,  furthering,  or 
fathering  it  in  any  way  whatever."  It  was  weU  for 
his  thunder-stricken  auditor  that  the  reader  became 
diatelv  l«o  much  absorbed  in  a  political  paper 
..      P.       „    ,    ..  .^, „,__  V.....     g,jg 

ysent 
velope,  and  pressed  to 
:r  agonize  a  oosom. 

Her  four  friends  had  returned  to  school;  she 
could  not  therefore  have  the  benefit  of  their  advicj 
and  condolence ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  she  did  not 
appear  much  to  regret  this  circumstance — the  mor- 
tification of  their  presence  would  have  been  too 

Betty  was  not  even  let  into  the  secret ;  I  was 
placed  in  a  plain  white  envelope,  accompanied  by  a 
note  much  less  romantic  than  the  first,  addressed 
to  a  Moutbly :  and,  being  sealed  with  a  mote  re- 
spectable and  well-behaved  seal,  she  hid  me  in  her 
muff,  and  dropped  me  herself  into  the  same  dirty 
box  as  before. 

The  Monthly  was  not  nearly  so  terrible  a  person 
as  the  Half-yearly.  He  was  not  at  home  on  my 
arrival  in  the  evening,  and  I  was  Jaid  with  several 
other  very  literary-looking  letters  on  a  table  in  his 
dressing-iWim,  near  a  good  fire,  with  a  lamp  ready 
to  light,  a  pair  of  slippers  on  the  hearth-rug,  and  a 
lai^e  easy  chiur  with  a  diesang-gown  thrown  over 
it.  All  this  looked  sociable  and  comfortable ;  and, 
feeling  quite  in  spirits,  I  curtsied  respectfully  to  a 
moral  paper,  shook  hands  with  a  political  argument, 
chatted  with  a  jeu  cPesprit,  and  flirted  with  a  son- 

'The  Monthly  retmiied  home  about  midnight  in 
exceeding  good  humor,  humming  an  opera  tune ; 
he  lit  his  lamp,  donned  his  dressing-gown,  throst 
his  feet  into  hia  slippers,  and,  having  mused  a  little 
while  over  the  fire,  ventured  a  glance  at  the  table. 
"The  deuce  take  it,  what  a  lot  there  are  of  theml' 
he  exclaimed;  "politica,  morality,  and  poetry,  I 
am  not  fit  for  to-night,  that's  very  clear ;  something 
entertaining— what's  this?"  (taking  up  me)— "a 
woman's  hand — prose — a  tale — -just  the  very  thing !" 
and  forthwith  I  was  begun. 

Reader,  can  you  imagine — no,  you  cannot,  so 
there  is  no  use  in  appealing  to  your  sympathy — 
the  state  of  agitation  I  was  in  P  He  read  amazingly 
fast,  and  hummed  and  ha'ed  as  he  proceeded ;  and, 
to  my  ntlfir  astonishment,  at  one  of  my  most  pa- 
thelic  appeals  he  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter ;  in 
short — I  grieve  to  aay  it — but  I  fear  the  Monthly, 
ns  indeed  he  himself  had  hinted,  had  indulged  a 
little  too  freely,— had  taken  a  little  drop  too  much ; 
for,  soon  aftej  this  unaoooantable  explosion  of 
merriment,  ha  yawned,  settled  himself  more  de- 
cidedly in  his  chur,  read  very  much  dower,  and  at 
last,  on  observing  that  he  turned  over  two  of  my 
pages  at  once  without  finding  it  ont,  I  ventured  to 
look  up,  and,  behold  1  his  eyes  were  closing— sleep 
was  creeping  over  him  I  I  lay  aghast,  every  mo- 
ment inclining  more  and  more  backwards,  till  I 
reposed  upon  bis  knee.      The  pangs  of  wounded 
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pcide,  iicuto  ns  tliej  were,  began  to  give  way  to 
apprchuiisiima  of  the  most  serious  nature  ;  his  hold 
momenturily  relaxed,  and  at  length  I  fell — fell  over 
the  fender,  reader !  and  there  I  lay  roasting  like  a 
Spanish  priest  cooked  by  a  French  soldier,  (ttie 
lYench,  they  saj,  are  eicelleht  cooks,)  until  he 
should  discover  the  hidden 


Alas  t  I  thought  my 
to  the  literary  woridi  There  they  lay,  scorching 
and  melting,  until  at  last  fortunately  a  cinder,  in- 
spired no  doubt  by  the  Muses,  leaped  out  to  my 
protection,  and,  by  destroying  a,  small  portion, 
saved  the  remainder ;  for  the  smelt  of  fire  became 
BO  strong,  that  a  serrant,  \iho  had  just  let  himself 
into  the  house  from  a  high-life  below  stoira  party, 
come  rushing  in  with  a  nose  extended  to  its  utmost 
width,  rousing  and  alarming  his  sleeping  master. 
"Deuce  take  itl"  escloimed  the  Monthly  on  per- 
ceiving me,  "  in  ten  minutes  more  we  should  have 
been  ^  set  on  £re  by  this  d — d  soporifie  (I  think 
that  is  what  he  called  me.)  Who  would  have 
thought  it  had  spirit  enoagh  to  burnt"  The  next 
morning  I  was  despatched  home,  without  a  single 
line,  not  even  an  apology,  for  my  miserable  condi- 


Theci 


;  of  Cain  was  upon  me ;  my  own  mother 
icorae  engaged  in  the  creation  of  another 
tifying  coolness,  and 


s,(her  new  pet  wasintendedforone  of  them,) 
aodj  having  coarsely  repaired  me,  I  was  put  into 
the  gener^  post,  addressed  to  a  country  annual, 
the  "Rosebud"  of  Diddle-town. 

The  glowing  aspirations  of  youth  were  chilled, 
misfortune  had  set  her  seal  upon  me ;  but,  although 
hope  was  diminished,  pride  remahied  unqaelled, 
for,  as  I  glided  over  high-ways,  and  jolted  over  by- 


ways, in  the  Diddle-town  coach,  I  recalled  to  my 
recollection  all  that  I  had  heard  (especially  while  I 
lay  smothered  up  for  six  weeks  on  the  learned 
Half-yearly's  table,)  of  the'  many  great  luminaries 
of  literature  who  bad  struggled  into  light  and  lile 
through  the  dark  and  chilling  mists  of  neglect,  ig- 
norance, and  envy.  I  had  no  doubt  hut  that  I 
should  yet  burst  forth  from  my  cloud,  astonishing 
and  dazzUng  the  weak  eyes  which  had  bilherto  re- 
fused to  encounter,  or  were  incapable  of  dwelling 
apon,  my  beauty  and  brilliancy. 

On  being  presented  to  the  Diddle-town  editor,  he 
immediately  seized  upon  me  with  great  glee,  and 
carried  me  off,  without  reading  me,  to  the  printer's 
devil ;  and,  to  mj  utter  astonishment,  I  found  my- 
self in  the  process  of  printing,  an  hour  alter  my  ar- 
rival. Although  this  consummation  bad  long  been 
devoutly  wi^ed,  I  cannot  say  I  was  much  flattered 
at  its  mode. 

I  appeared  in  the  "Rosebud"  of  Diddle-town. 
The  editor  gave  out  that  1  was  the  production  of  a 
celebrated  lady-author,  anonymous  on  the  occasion 
to  all  but  him.  I  was  demurely  listened  to  by  a 
coterie  of  old  maids,  who,  on  my  conclusion,  curt- 
sied to  the  reader  and  curtsied  to  each  other,  sigh- 
ed, and  inquired  if  there  were  a  picture ;  I  was 
hummed  over  by  two  or  three  lazy  half-pay  officers; 
I  was  spelt  over  by  a  cottage-full  of  young  lace- 
makers  ;  and  I  was  wept  over  by  the  Diddle-town 
milliner's  apprentice  girls. 

But  my  de^re  for  a  larger  and  nobler  sphere  of 
action  con  no  longer  be  suppressed ;  I  am  deter- 
mined to  make  known  that  I  exist,  ond  to  inform 
the  reading  world,  and  all  who,  like  many  great 
philophers  of  old,  are  eager  tOfeek  what  they  are 
never  likely  to  find,  that  the  Tale  of  Seraphina  re- 
poses in  all  its  neglected  sweetness,  and  unappre- 
ciated, because  unappreciable,  beauty,  on  the  leaves 
of  the  "Rosebud"  of  Wddle-town. 


The  Eookebi!  Who  that  has  passed  Saint 
Giles's,  on  the  way  to  the  dty,  or  coming  from  it, 
but  has  caught  a  glimpse,  through  some  nairow 
opening,  of  its  squalid  habitations,  and  wretched 
and  ruffianly  oceupanta !  Who  but  must  have  been 
struck  with  amazement,  that  such  a  huge  receptacle 
of  vice  and  crime  should  be  allowed  to  exist  in  the 
very  heart  of  the  metropolis,  like  an  ulcerated  spot, 
capable  of  tainting  the  whole  system  I  Of  late,  the 
progress  of  improvement  has  caused  its  removal; 
but  whether  any  less  cogent  motive  would  have 
abated  the  nuisance,  may  be  questioned.  For  years 
the  evit  was  felt,  and  complained  of,  but  no  effort 
was  made  to  remedy  it,  or  to  cleanse  these  worse 
than  Augean  stables.  As  the  place  is  now  partial- 
ly, if  not  altogether,  swept  away,  and  a  wide  and 
airy  street  passes  through  the  midst  of  its  foul  re- 
cesses, a  slight  sketch  may  be  given  of  its  former 
appearance. 

Entering  a  narrow  street,  guarded  by  posts  and 
cross-bars,  a  few  steps  from  the  crowded  thorough- 
fare brought  you  into  a  tVightful  region,  the  re&ge, 
it  was  easy  to  perceive,  of  half  the  lawless  charac- 
ters infesting  the  metropolis.  The  coarsest  ribald- 
ry assailed  your  ears,  and  noisome  odors  afflicted 


your  sense  of  smell  As  you  advanced,  picking 
your  way  through  kennels  flowing  with  filth,  or 
over  putrescent  heaps  of  rubbish  and  oyster-shells, 
oil  the  repulsive  and  hideous  features  of  the  place 
were  disjjayed  before  you.  There  was  something 
savagely  picturesque  in  the  aspect  of  the  place,  but 
its  features  were  too  loathsome  to  be  regarded  with 
any  other  feeling  than  disgust.  The  houses  looked 
as  sordid,  and  as  thickly  crusted  with  the  leprosj 
of  vice  as  their  tenants.  Horrible  habitations  they 
were,  in  truth.  Many  of  them  were  without  win- 
dows, and  re  h  mes  f  b  P  P  c 
or  tin  Bupph  dhp  gss  m  w- 
ed  doors,      d          ff         as  m  d  e 


intruded  o 
destitute 
with  dirt 
shameless 
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ly  a  rag  to  their  bocks :  these 
jeols  tiiat  met  tha  view.  Of  men  few  were  visi- 
ble— the  majority  being  out  on  business,  it  is  to  be 
Eesumed ;  but  where  a  solitary  straggler  was  seen, 
3  sinister  looks  and  mean  attire  were  in  perfect 
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THE  DOG-  FANCIER. 


keeping  with  the  spot.  So  thickly  inhabited  were 
these  wretched  dwellings,  that  every  chamber,  from 
garret  to  cellar,  swarmed  with  inmates.  As  to  the 
cellars,  they  looked  hke  dismal  eavetna,  which  a 
wild  beast  would  Ehan.  Clothes-lines  were  hung 
from  house  to  house,  festooned  with  every  feind  of 
garment.  Out  of  the  main  street  branched  several 
alleys  and  paissagee,  all  displaying  the  same  degree 
of  misery,  or,  if  possible,  worse,  and  teeming  with 
occupants.  Personal  security,  however,  forbade 
any  attetopt  to  track  tLese  labyrinths ;  but  imagi- 
nation, aiter  the  specimen  afforded,  could  easily 
picture  them.  It  was  impossible  to  move  a  step 
without  insult  or  annoyance.  Every  human  being 
seemed  brutalized  and  degraded ;  and  the  women 
appeared  utterly  tost  to  decency,  and  made  the 
street  ring  with  their  cries,  their  quarrels,  and 
their  unpcecations.  It  was  a  positive  reUef  to  es- 
cape from  this  hot-bed  of  crime  to  the  world  with- 
ont,  and  breathe  a  purer  atmosphere. 

Such  being  the  aspect  of  the  Rookery  in  the  day 
time,  what  must  it  have  been  when  crowded  with 
its  worst  denisens  at  night  1  Tet  at  such  an  hour 
it  will  now  be  necessary  to  enter  its  penetralia. 

After  escaping  from  the  ruined  house  in  the 
Tauxhall  Hoad,  the  two  ruffians  shaped  their  course 
towards  Saint  Giles's,  running  the  greater  part  of 
the  way,  and  arriving  at  the  Broadway  just  as  the 
church  clock  stmck  two.  Darting  into  a  narrow 
alley,  and  heedless  of  any  obstructions  tliey  encoun- 
tered in  their  path,  they  entered  a  somewhat  wider 
cross  street,  which  they  pursued  for  a  short  dis- 
tance, and  then  struck  into  an  entry,  at  the  bottom 
of  which  was  a  swing  door  that  admitted  them  into 
a  small  court,  wh«re  they  found  a  dwarfish  person 
wrapped  m  a  tattered  watchman's  great-coat,  seat- 
ed on  a  stool  with  a  horn  lantern  in  his  hand,  and 
a  cutty  b  his  mouth,  the  glow  of  which  lighted  up 
his  baii,  withered  features.  This  was  the  deputy 
porter  of  the  lod^ng-house  they  were  about  to  en- 
ter. Addressing  him  by  the  name  of  Old  Parr,  the 
ruffians  passed  on,  and  hfting  the  latch  of  another 
door,  entered  a  sort  of  kitchen,  at  the  furtiier  end 
of  which  blazed  a  cheerful  fire  with  a  large  copper 
kettle  boiling  upon  it.  On  one  side  of  the  room 
was  a  deal  table,  round  which  several  men  of  sinis- 
ter aspect  and  sordid  atdre  were  collected,  playing 
at  cards.  _A  smaller  table  of  the  same  material 
stood  near  the  fire,  and  opposite  it  was  a  stiurcase 
leaiMng  to  the  upper  rooms.  The  phice  was  dingy 
and  dirty  in  the  estteme,  the  floors  could  not  have 
been  scoured  for  years,  and  the  walls  were  be- 
grimed with  filth.  In  one  comer,  wi^  tiis  head 
resting  on  a  heap  of  coals  and  coke,  lay  a  boy  al- 
most as  black  as  a  chimney-sweeper,  faat  asleep. 
He  was  the  waiter.  The  principal  light  was  aiford- 
ed  by  a  candle  stuck  agunst  the  wall,  with  a  tin  re- 
flector behind  it.  Before  the  fire,  with  bis  back 
turned  towards  it,  stood  a  noticeable  individual, 
okd  in  a  velveteen  jacket,  with  ivory  buttons,  a 
striped  wmstcoat,  drabknees,  a  faded  black  alfc 
neckcloth  tied  in  a  great  bow,  and  a  pair  of  ancient 
Wellingtons  ascending  half-way  up  his  legs,  which 
looked  disproportionately  thin  when  compared  with 
the  upper  part  of  bis  square,  robustious,  and  some- 
what pursy  frame.  His  Cice  was  broad,  jolly,  and 
Rood-hutnored,  with  a  bottle-shaped  nose,  fleshy 
lips,  and  light  gray  eyes,  glistening  with  cunning 
and  cogwry.  His  hair,  which  dangled  in  long 
flakes  over  his  eara  and  neck,  was  of  a  dunnish  red, 
aa  were  also  bis  whiskers  and  beard.    A  superannu- 


ated white  castor,  with  a  black  hatband  round  it, 
was  cocked  knowingly  on  one  side  of  his  head,  and 
gave  him  a  flashy  and  sporting  look.  His  particu- 
lar vocation  was  made  manifest  by  the  number  of 
dogs  he  had  about  him.  A  beautiful  black  and  tan 
epaniel,  of  Charles  the  Second's  breed,  popped  its 
ehort  snobby  nose  and  long  silken  ears  out  of  each 
coat  pocket.  A  pug  was  thrust  into  his  breast,  and 
he  carried  an  exquisite  Blenheim  under  either  arm. 
At  his  feet  reposed  an  Isle  of  Sky  terrier,  and  a 
partly-cropped  French  poodle,  of  snowy  whiteness, 
with  a  red  worsted  riband  round  its  throat.  This 
person,  it  need  scarcely  he  said,  was  a  dog  fancier, 
or,  in  other  words,  a  dealer  in,  and  a  stealer  of, 
dogs,  as  well  as  a  praotiser  of  all  the  tricks  connect- 
ed with  that  nefarious  trade.  His  self-satisfied  air 
made  it  evident  he  thought  himself  a  smart  clever 
fellow, — and  adroit  and  knavish  he  was,  no  doubt, 
— while  his  droll,  plausible,  and  rather  winning 
maunera  helped  him  materially  to  impose  upon  his 
customers.  His  real  name  was  Taylor,  hut  he  was 
known  among  his  companions  by  the  appellation 
of  Ginger.  On  the  entrance  of  tbe  Sandman  and 
the  Tinker,  he  nodded  famiharly  to  them,  and  with 
a  aly  look  inquired — "  Veil,  my  'artics — vot  luck  ?" 
"Oh,  pretty  middlin',"  replied  tlie  Sandman, 
gruffly.  And  seating  himself  at  the  table,  near  the 
fire,  he  kicked  up  the  lad  who  was  lying  fast  asleep 
on  the  coals,  and  bade  him  fetch  a  pot  of  half-and- 
half.  The  Tmker  took  a  place  beade  him,  and  they 
waited  in  silence  the  arrival  of  the  Kquor,  which, 
when  it  came,  was  imposed  of  at  a  couple  of  pulls. 

"Arter  all,"  said  the  Tinker,  "there's  no  branch 
o'  the  purfession  so  safe  as  yours.  Ginger.  The  law 
is  favorable  to  you,  and  the  beaks  is  i^eerd  to  touch 
you.    J  thmk  I  shall  turn  dog  fancier  myself." 

"It's  a  good  business,"  rephed  Ginger,  "bat  it 
requires  a  edication.  As  I  wos  saying  we  gets  a 
high  price  sometimes  for  restorin'  a  favorite,  espe- 
cially ven  ve've  a  soft-hearted  lady  to  deal  vlth. 
There's  some  vimen  as  fond  o'  dogs  as  o'  their  own 
childer,  and  Yen  ve  gets  one  o'  their  precious  pets, 
ve  makes  'em  ransom  it  as  the  brigands  you  see  at 
the  Adelphi  or  the  Surrey  sarves  their  prisoners, 
threatenin'  to  send  first  an  ear,  and  then  a  paw,  or 
a  tail,  and  so  on.  I'll  tell  you  wot  happened  t'oth- 
er day.  There  wos  a  lady — a  Miss  Vite,  as  wos 
desperate  fond  of  her  dog.  It  wos  a  ugly  warmint, 
but  no  matter  for  that, — the  createrhad  gained  her 
heart.  Veil,  she  lost  it ;  and,  somehow  or  other,  I 
found  it.  She  wos  in  great  trouble,  and  a  friend  o' 
mine  calls  to  say  she  can  have  the  dog  agin,  but  she 
must  pay  eight  pound  for  it.  She  thinks  this  dear, 
and  a  friend  o'  her  own  adwises  her  to  wut,  sayin' 
better  terms  will  he  offered ;  so  I  sends  vord  by  my 
friend  that  if  she  don't  come  down  at  once,  the 
poor  animal's  throat  will  be  cut  that  werry  night," 

"Ha! — ha! — haT'laoghed  the  others. 

"Veil,  she  sent  four  pound,  and  I  put  up  with  it," 
pursued  Ginger;  "but about  a  month  arterwards 
she  loses  her  favorite  agin,  and  strange  to  say,  I 
finds  it.  The  same  game  is  played  over  arin,  and 
she  comes  down  with  another  four  pound.  But  she 
takes  care  this  time  that  I  shan't  repeal  the  trick ; 
for  no  sooner  does  she  obtain  possession  of  her  fa- 
vorite, than  she  embarks  in  the  steamer  for  I'rancc, 
in  Hie  hope  of  keepin'  her  doe  safe  there." 

"  Oh !  Miss  Bailey,  unfortmate  Miss  Bailey ! — 
Fol-de-riddle-tol-ol-lol — unforlinate  Miss  Bailey !" 
sang  the  Tinker- 
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JOLLY  NOSE. 


"  But  there's  dog-fanciers  m  France,  ain't  tliere  !" 
asked  tlic  Sitndman. 

"  Lor'  bless  'ee,  to  be  aure  there  is."  replied  Gin- 
ger ;  "  there's  as  many  o'  the  Fancy  i'  France  as 
here.  Vy,  te  drives  a,  smartish  trade  wi'  them 
through  them  foreign  steamere.  There's  scarcely 
a  steamer  as  leaves  the  port  o'  London  but  takes 
out  a  cargo  o'  dogs.  Ve  sella  'em  to  the  stewards, 
atokerg,  and  sailors  cheap — and  no  queations  aaked 
They  f,o  s  to  Ostcnd  Antverp  Rotterdim  Ham 
burg,  and  sumetimis  to  Ha^re  Thtres  a  Mou  i 
seer  Coqqmlu  ai  comes  Over  to  buy  dogs  and  ve 
takes  em  to  him  at  a  hou.e  near  Billin^git  ma 
ket." 

"Then  you  re  aJwaya  sure  o'  a  ready  market 
somehow     observed  the  Sandman 

"Sartm,  replied  Ginger  coa  the  lawssokmd 
to  ua.  Vy,  bless  you,  a  perhceman  can't  detain  us, 
even  if  he  knows  ve've  a  stoleo  dog  in  our  perses- 
sion,  and  ve  svears  it's  our  own ;  and  yet  he'd  stop 

Sou  in  a  minute  if  he  seed  you  vith  a  suspicious- 
noking  bundle  under  your  arm.  Now,  jist  to  show 
you  the  difference  atwiit  the  two  perfesaions: — I 
Steals  a  dog — walue,  may  be,  fifty  pound,  or  p'raps 
more.  Even  if  Fm  catched  i'  the  fact,  I  may  get 
fined  twenty  pound,  of  have  six  months'  Imprison- 
ment; vile  if  you  steals  an  old  fogle,  waiue  three 
fiirdens,  you'll  get  seven  yeara  abroad,  to  a  dead 
certainty." 

"  That  seems  hard  on  us,"  observed  the  Sandman, 
reflectively. 

"It's  the  Jam/"  exclaimed  Ginger,  triumphantly. 
"Now  ve  generally  escapes  by  payin'  the  fine,  cos 
our  pale  goes  and  steals  more  dogs  M  raise  the  mo- 
ney. Ve  alvays  stands  by  each  other.  There's  a 
reg'lar  horganizatioa  among  us;  so  ve  can  alvays 
bring  vitnesses  to  svear  vot  ve  likes,  and  ve  so  puz- 
zles the  beaks,  that  the  case  gets  dismissed,  and  the 
constable  says,  '  Vieh  party  shall  I  give  the  dog  to, 
your  vorship?'  Upon  vich,  the  beak  replies,  a 
shakin'  of  his  vise  noddle,  '  Give  it  to  the  person  in 
whose  persession  It  was  found.  I  have  nnffin'  more 
to  do  vith  it.'    In  course,  the  dog  is  delivered  up 

"  The  law  seems  made  for  dog-fanciers,"  remarked 
the  Tinker. 

"Wot  d'ye  tliink  o' this  ?"  pm^ned  Ginger.  "I 
wos  a-siandin'  at  tbe  comer  o'  Gray's  Inn-Lne  vith 
some  o'  my  pals  near  a  coach-stand,  yen  a  lady 
passes  by  vkh  this  here  dog — an'  a  beauty  it  is,  a 
real  long-eared  Charley — a  follerin'  of  her.  Veil, 
the  moment  I  spies  it,  I  unties  my  apron,  whips  up 
the  dog,  and  covers  it  up  in  a  trice.  Veil,  the  lady 
sees  me,  and  gives  me  in  charge  to  a  perliceman. 
But  that  si'nifies  nuffin'.  I  brings  six  vitnesses  to 
Bvear  the  dog  vos  mine,  and  that  I'd  actilly  had  it 


since  it  vos  a  blind  little  puppy,  and  wot's  more,  I 
brings  it's  mother,  and  that  settles  the  pint.  So,  in 
course,  I'm  discharged ;  the  dog  is  given  up  to  me ; 
and  the  lady  goes  avay  lamentin'.  I  then  plays  the 
amiable,  an'  offers  to  sell  it  her  for  twenty  guineas, 
seein'  as  how  she  had  taken  a  fancy  to  it,  but  she 
von'c  bite.  So,  if  I  don't  sell  it  nest  week,  I  shall 
send  it  to  Mounsecr  Cotiquilu.  The  only  vay  you 
can  go  wrong  is  to  steal  a  dog  wi'  a  eollar  on,  for  if 
you  do,  you  may  get  seven  years'  transportation  for 
t  bit  o'  leather  and  a  brass  plate  vorth  a  shillin', 
vile  the  animal,  though  vorth  a  hundred  pound, 
Lan't  hurt  you.  There's  Ian  agun — ha,  ha ! 
'  Dog-tancier's  law  I"  laughed  the  Sandman. 
'Some  of  the  Fancy  is  given  to  cruelty,"  pur- 
sued Ginger,  "  and  crops  a  dog's  ears,  or  pulls  out 
h  s  teeth  to  disguise  him ;  but  I'm  too  fond  o'  the 
animal  for  that.  I  may  frighten  old  ladies  some- 
times, as  I  totd  you  afbre,  but  I  never  seiiouslj 
hurts  their  pels.  Nor  did  I  ever  kill  a  dog  for  his 
skin,  as  some  on  'cm  docs." 

"  And  you're  always  sure  o'  getliu'  a  dog,  if  you 
vants  it,  I  s'pose  ?"  inqxiired  the  Tinker. 

"Always,"  cephed  Ginger.  "No  man's  dog  is 
safe.  I  don't  care  how  he's  kept,  ve're  sure  to  have 
him  at  last.  Ve  feels  our  vay  with  the  sarvents, 
and  finds  out  from  them  the  walley  the  master  or 
missis  sets  on  the  dog,  and  soon  after  that  the  ani- 
mal's gone.  Vith  a  bit  o'  liver,  prepared  in  my 
partio'Iar  vay,  I  can  tame  the  fiercest  dog  aa  ever 
barked,  take  him  off  his  chain,  an'  bring  him  arter 
me  at  a  gallop." 

"And  do  respectable  parties  ever  buy  dogs, 
knowin'  they're  stolen?"  inquired  the  Tinker. 

"Ay,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Ginger,  "sometimes 
iirst-rate  nobs.  They  put  us  up  to  it  themselves ; 
they'll  say,  '  I've  just  left  my  Lord  So-and-So's,  and 
there  I  seed  a  couple  o'  the  finest  pointers  I  ever 
clapped  eyes  on.  I  vants  you  to  get  me  jisl  »ieh 
another  couple.'  Veil,  ve  anderstands  in  a  minnit, 
— '  !„  J —  . [jje  identicle  dogs  finds  their  vay  to 


And  that 


"  Oh  1  that's  how  it's  done  ?"  remarked  the  Sand- 

" Yes,  that's  the  vay,"  replied  Ginger.  "Some- 
times a  party  11  vant  a  couple  o'  dogs  for  the  shoot- 
in'  season;  and  then  ve  asks,  'Vich  vay  are  you 
a-goin' — into  Surrey  or  Kent?'  And  accordin' as 
the  answer  is  given  ve  arranges  our  plans." 

"VeD,  yourn  appears  a  profitable  and  safe  em- 
ployment, I  must  say,"  remarked  the  Sandman. 

"Perfectly  so,""  replied  Ghiger.     "Nolhin'  can 
touch  OS  till  do°;s  is  declared  by  statute  to  bi 
perty,  and  stealin'  'em  a  misdemea 


"  Let's  hope  not,"  rejomed  the  other  ti 


JOLLY     NOSE 


Joi.LT  nosol  the  bright  mbies  that  garni 
Are  dug  from  the  mines  of  canarv ; 

And  to  keep  up  their  lustre  I 
With  hogsheads  of  claret  a 


thy  tip 
lylip 


Jolly  nose  \  he  who  sees  thee  across  a  broad  glaaa 

Beholds  thee  in  all  thy  perfection ; 
And  to  the  pale  snout  of  a  temperate  ass 

£otertaius  the  profoundest  objection. 


ir  a  big-bellied  glass  is  the  palette  I  use. 
And  the  choicest  of  wine  is  my  color  ; 

nd  I  find  that  my  nose  takes  the  mellowest  hues. 
The  fuller  I  fill  it— the  fuller! 


Jolty  nose !  there  are  fools  who  say  drink  hurts  the 
sight; 

Such  dullards  know  nothing  about  it ; 
'Tis  better,  wil>  wine,  to  extinguish  the  light. 

Than  live  always  in  darkness,  without  it. 
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:   OLD  COMPLAINT.      ALE   AND   SAi 
MY    OLD    COMPLAINT. 


Ta  aadly  afraid  of  my  Old  Complaint — 

Djingoftliiret.  Not  a  drop  IVe  drunk 

For  more  than  an  hour ;'  Tis  too  long 

Wonderful  how  my  spirits  haye  snnk  1 
ProYotatioQ  engugh  it  ie  for  a  saint, 
To  'Julfer  so  much  from  mj  Old  Com- 
plaint I 

What  IS  it  like,  my  Old  Complaint? 
1 11  tell  you  anon  since  you  wiah  to 

It  troubles  me  now,  but  it  troubled  me 

TM  en  I  was  a  youngster  years  i^o ; 
Bubble-and-squeak  is  the  image  quaint 
Of  what  it  is  like,  my  Old  Complaint ! 


The  Herring,  ii 


■e  told, 


loses  bia  Kfe,  t 
Rob  n  e  of  wine,  and  you  will  behold 

Just  the  same  thing  happen  to  me. 
Th  rst  makes  the  poor  iittle  herring  so 

Thikst  is  the  cause  of  my  OldComplidot  I 

The  b  bulous  Salmon  is  ill  content, 

Unless  ho  bathcth  his  jowl  in  brine: 
And  so,  my  spirits  are  quickly  spent. 

Unless  I  dip  my  muzxle  in  Wine  1 
MT^elfin  the  jolly  old  Salmon  I  paint: 
Wine  ts  the  Cure  of  my  Old  Complaint. 
Give  mo  fall  bottles  and  no  restraint. 
And  hltlo  you'll  hear  of  my  Old  Com- 

I  never  indulge  in  fanciful  stuff. 
Or  idly  prate,  if  my  flagon  be  full ; 

Give  me  good   Claret,  and  give  me 

enough. 

And  then  my  spirits  are  nerer  dull. 

Gil  e  me  good  Claret  and  no  constraint 

And  I  soon  get  nd  of  my  Old  Com- 

Hernng  and  Salmon  jay  inends  will 

acquamt 
With  the  Cause  and  Cure  of  my  Old 

Comploant 


ALE    AND    SACK. 


YoTJB  Gaul  may  tipple  his  thin,  thin  wine. 
And  prate  of  its  hue,  and  its  fragrance  flue. 
Shall  never  a  drop  pass  throat  of  mine. 
Again — again '. 

His  claret  ie  meagre  (but  let  that  pass), 
I  can't  say  much  for  his  hippocrass. 
And  never  more  will  Ull  my  glass 

With  cold  champagne. 


But  froth  me  a  flagon  of  English  ale, 
Stout,. and  old,  and  as  amber  pale, 
Which  heart  and  head  will  alike  assail — 

Ale — ale  be  mine  I 

Or  brew  me  a  pottle  of  sturdy  sack 
Sherris  and  spice,  with  a  toast  to  its  back. 
And  need  shall  be  none  to  bid  me  attack 

That  drink  divine  t 
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THE    AUTOCRAT    OF   THE    PARLOR   FIRE. 


On  arriving  at  the  village,  niid  ulighting  at  the 
only  inn,  I  ordered  the  landlord  to  spread  for  us,  in 
the  coffee-room,  the  best  dinner  lie  could  provide. 

With  a  true  landlord's  bow,  my  host  uahered  ua 
forthwith  into  the  little  parior ;  there,  with  plenteous 
promises  of  speed  and  glorious  fare  of  beef-steak 
and  onions,  he  shut  the  door  upon  us.  Hastening 
alter  him  to  couQterniand  the  appearance  of  the 
fragrant  vegetable  he  had  mentioned,  I  returned  in 
time  lo  see  Jeremy  walk  towards  the  fire-place  and 
take  up  the  poker. 

"  Touch  that  Bre  if  you  dare,  air,"  said  a  shrill, 
sharp,  ill-natured  voice,  proceeding  from  a  portly 
figure  comfortably  ensconced  in  the  ingle-nook. 

"There  are  few  things,  my  good  friend,  not  to 
ba  dared  by  Jeremy  the  honest,"  returned  the  lat- 
ter, very  coolly  thrusting  the  poker  into  the  fire 
without  even  deigning  to  turn  round. 

In  an  instant,  the  querulous  old  fellow's  cane  was 
lifted  on  high,  and  had  I  not  caught  it  in  my 
hand,  it  would  certainly  hare  descended  on  the 
head  of  my  good  valet  with  no  slight  rap. 

Naturally  incensed  at  such  an  unprovoked  out- 
rage, I  said,  "Eicuse  me,  sir,  but  learn  to  use  your 
cane  with  more  i^cretion,  Or  else  I  must  take  the 
liberty  of  thpuatlng  it  into  the  fire,  and  bundfing 
your  good  rotundity  of  person  on  the  top  of  it." 

"Curse  ye  both!  ye  impudent  rascals — do  you 
know  who  I  am  ?"  cried  the  old  fellow  with  an  oath, 
Bs,  starting  on  hia  legs,  he  kicked  his  chair  over  be> 
hind  him. 

"Not  a  whit,  and  care  just  as  little,"  replied 
Jeremy,  who  having  turned  round,  fully  compre- 
hended all  that  had  passed. 

"Then  curs«  ye,  you  vagabond,  I'm  steward  of 
the  parlor  firel" 

"Likely  enough  "  quoth  Jeremy,  in  his  impene- 
trable manner,  "  and  a  warm,  comfortable  berth  too 
for  this  life  1 — though,  for  aught  I  know,  youc  wor- 
ship may  have  earned  a  hatter  one  in  that  to 

At  this  repartee  several  people  present  burst  into 
a  loud  laugh,  which  so  irritated  our  opponent  that 
he  once  more  lifted  hia  cane,  but  thinking  there 
ware  two  to  one,  he  contented  himself  with  an  im- 
potent grin  of  rage,  and  applying  heartily  to  the 
bell-pull,  brought  in  the  landlord. 

"Turn  these  vagabonda  out  of  the  house,  land- 
lord, this  instant!" 

My  host  looked  at  as  nith  mingled  dismay  and 

"Turn  them  out  of  the  house,  I  aay,  this  inatant, 
or  Fll  leave  ye  to-morrow  morning!" 

"  Why,  ax,  I  hope  they  haven't  been  defending 
the  French!" — "Nol" — "or  abusing  the  govem- 
ment  ?"— "  No  1"—"  or  protecting  the  flies  ?-_or— ■" 

done  worse  I — a  thousand  times  worse! — they've 
been  poking  the  parior  fire!" 

Mine  host  shook  his  head  with  evident  aigna  of 

mose  tone,  "  Oh,  gentlemen !  if  you've  been  so  im- 
prudent as  to  do  that,  you  must  indeed  withdraw  !" 
"  Mr.  Landlord,"  sud  Jeremy,  in  great  amaze- 
ment, "  I  beg  yon  distinctly  to  underaland,  that 
ril  see  you  at  the  devil  first !" 


"  Turn  'em  out!  turn  'em  out  I"  still  more  noisily 
vociferated  the  original  cause  of  the  fray,  now  more 
angry  than  ever,  as  be  observed  his  influence — 
though  why  I  could  not  divine — preponderating 
with  the  landlord.  "  Fight  It  out,  gemnien !  fight  it 
out  r  interposed  the  spectators,  ao  greatly  amused 
as  to  wish  to  be  more  so. 

"  Only  please  to  retire,  sir,  and  you  shall  have — 
another  pot  of  beer  there,  boy,  for  number  sis — a 
private  room,"  whispered  the  landlord. — "  Let  me 
beg  of  you,  sir,  and  I  will  eipldn  all  this." 

This  was  enot^h — I  aaw  mine  host  was  more  to 
be  pitied  than  blamed  in  the  matter — ao,  making  a 
sign  to  Jeremy  to  follow,  I  withdrew  from  the  scene 
of  strife,  and  followed  my  landlord  into  a  more 
peaceful,  and  as  it  happened,  into  better  quarters. 

"Landlord!  landlord!"  was  now  heard  in  the 
voice  of  the  enemy  below. 

"Coming,  air,  coming  1 — no  fool  like  an  old  fool, 
gentlemen  1 — be  with  you  in  a  moment," — and  the 
unhappy  arbiter  of  the  house  vanished  with  won- 
derful celerity  down  stairs. 

"Now,  may  it  pleaae  your  worship,  we  can  have 
a  fire  of  our  own  to  poke,"  said  Jeremy,  ringing  the 
belt  and  taking  a  seat  without  further  notice  of 
what  had  happened. — The  fire  was  accordingly  lit, 
and  by  the  time  that  its  fiames  were  roaring  merri- 
ly up  the  chimney,  our  host  once  more  appeared, 
bearing  in  his  hands  our  intended  meal. 

"  Landlord,  may  you  live  for  ever  I"  said  Jeremy, 
slapping  that  worthy  functionary  upoli  the  bact, 
and  then  smackii^  Ins  lips  and  shghtly  rubbing  his 
hands  at  the  hot  tempting  dish  before  him. 

"Sit  down,  Jeremy,  and  eat,"  said  I,  seeing  he 
was  about  to  wait  behind  my  chair.  Jeremy 
obeyed — the  landlord  opened  his  eyes — for  being 
unable  from  my  companion's  language  to  take  him 
for  any  thing  less  than  a  gentleman,  though  an  odd- 
looking  one,  he  doubtless  wondered  of  what  rank 
might  be  the  master,  setting  me  down,  perhaps,  for 
aught  I  knew  or  cared,  as  one  of  the  blood-royal. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  he,  aj)«r  the  last  adjusting 
touch  of  the  potato  dish,  and  bowing  low  aa  he 
whipped  his  white  napkin  of  office  under  the  left 
arm, — "Gentlemen,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon  for 
the  unfortunate  scene  below — Did  you  say  the 
bread,  sir?— but  the  fact  is — we've  excellent  bot- 
tled ale,  sir — the  fact  is,  ^r,  that  gentleman  below 
Is  the  most  eJtraordinary--Gla3S  of  porter? — cer- 
tainly, Mr — character  that  ever  came  to — drink  up 
quickly,  air — the  house.  Ever  since  he  first  came 
he's  always  been  saying — Change  your  plate  direct- 
ly, sir, — 'Landlord!' — 'Sir,'  says  I — 'Send  in  my 
bill  to-night,  I'm  ofl"  to-morrow  morning' — and 
would  yoB  'believe  it,  sir — the  pudding  will  he  up 
presently,  sir — he's  lived  m  my  house  seventeen 
years  come  Michaelmas. — He's  the  moat  curious — 
Cheese,  sir? — ay,  sir,  not  better  cheese  in  the  coun- 
try— most  curious  character  that  ever  I  met." 

"Then  prithee,  my  good  Ei'iend,  in  mercy  halt," 
said  I,  perceiving  what  a  curious  mode  of  parlance 
mine  host's  calling  had  imparted  to  him,  and  pre- 
suming to  interrupt  this  angular  detail. — "  Of  all 
things,  Mr.  Landlord,  I  admire  character — but  not 
the  parenthetical  character  with  which  you  seem  so 
much  inclined  to  season  yotir  discourse — I  can  tteUj 
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imagine  it  to  niiike  the  norst  of  etories  very  droll, 
but  belieye  mc,  it  would  alao  murdar  the  rerj  beat. 
Have  a  moment's  patience,  then,  till  these  dinner 
things  are  cleared  awaj,  and  put  me  a  bottle  of 
port  on  the  table ;  bring  your  chair,  take  jour  glass, 
and  tell  your  tale  &irlj  to  an  end." 

"Eicuee  me,  gentlemen,  couldn't  think  of  being 
guilty  of  such  an  indecency  as  sitting  dovo  to  your 
table— bottle  of  port  you  sud,  sir,— auch  a  thing 
was  never  done  yet  in  the  Jolly  Traveller,  for  I  al- 
ways say  to  gentlemen — get  the  cork-acrew  directly, 
sir, — doesn't  become  a  landlord,  such  familiarity — 
and,  SO  aa  I  was  going  to  say,  the  gentleman  below 
stairs  is  one  of  the  whimsicollest  people  that  you 

said  before,  come  Michaelmas,  he  drops  into  my 
house  one  morniag,  dines  and  spends  the  day, 
'and'  says  he — 'your  health,  gentlemen  I' — 'land- 
lord,' s&ys  he, '  give  me  a  bed  and  be  cursed  to  you.' 
'  The  curse  to  yourself,'  says  I,  '  yon  may  get  a  bed 
vhere  you  can,  but  it  shan't  be  in  my  house,  for  I 
have  none  to  give  you.'  '  It's  a  lie,'  says  he,  '  yoa 
have^ — '  '  Well,  whether  I  have  or  no,'  sud  1,  '  yoti 
shan't  have  it.'  '  There  yon  lie  again,'  said  he,  and 
before  I  could  hold  out  an  arm  to  stop  him,  whip 
we,  gentlemen,  if  he  wasn't  past  me  up  the  stairs, 
into  the  first  bed-room,  and  locked  was  the  door — 
the  best  bottle  of  port  in  my  cellar,  gemmen — in 
the  turning  of  a  bed-post.  W^,  gemmen,  I  stormed 
and  he  raved — Vi  hare  tlie  blacksmith  to  break 
open  the  lock.  He  wheels  round  the  bed,  and  bar- 
cicadoea  it  against  the  door. — 'Twas  another  gentle- 
man's room  who  wanted  his  thinga — he  opens  the 
window  and  flings  them  out  into  the  yard — well, 
thinks  I,  if  the  Jolly  TraveQer  isn't  to  become  a, 
Innatic  asyhun,  my  name  is  not  Unggins,  and  eo 
eaid  I — thank  ye,  gentlemen,  no  more  than  this 
glass, — 'He  may  stay  there  to-nighl,  but  hang  me 
if  I  don't  have  the  foi  out  of  his  hole  to-morrow.' 
So  I  went  to  show  the  gentleman  who'd  been  turned 
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and  as  'twas  only  a  lath  and  plaster  partition,  the 
first  thing  that  I  heard  was  Mr.  Domitian  saying  to 
himself  as  he  got  into  bed, — 'Hang  me  if  I  don't 
atiLy  here  all  my  life,  to  plague  this  grumbling  fel- 
low.' Old  Nick  himself,  gemmen,  could  scarcely 
have  frightened  me  more,  and  for  aught  I  know, 
this  might  be  his  first  cousin ;  so  1  solemnly  deter- 
mined, in  the  first  place,  to  make  him  pay  double 
for  his  bill.  In  the  second  place,  U>  put  him  out  of 
the  Jolly  Traveller,  and  in  the  third  to — drink  your 
very  good  health  once  more,  gemmen, — send  for  a 
constable. 

"  Well,  air,  up  I  got,  at  five  o'clock  neit  mormng, 
though  'twas  a  dark  winter's  morning ;  and  while  I 
was  fumbling  about  there  in  the  little  parlor,  for  a 
tinder  box,  and  just  thinking  over  these  matters,  I 
felt  a  heavy  grip  on  my  shoulder,  and  heard  Mr. 
Domitian's  voice. 

"Well,  Mr.  Landlord,"  said  he,  "who's  to  be 
master  in  this  house,  think  ye,  you  or  I  ?" 


"Tou,  sir!  you,  sir!"  says  I,  not  thinking  of 
what  I  was  saying,  and  shaking  from  head  to  foot. 
— "Right,  you  rascal,  right,"  says  he,  "I'm  glad 
you've  come  to  your  senses  at  last,  cucae  ye— what's 

"Pive  pounds,  sir,"  said  I,  at  a  round  gueaa. 

"Here,  keep  ten,"  says  he,  "for  the  bother 
you've  given  me,  and  see  that  my  breakfast  is  on 
the  table  at  eight  o'clock  to  a  second.  I'm  off  to 
take  a  walk." 

"  Gemmen,  you  may  he  sure  I  trembled  veij  suf- 
ficientif,  but  having  looked  very  hard — for  I  had 
now  lighted  the  candle — and  being  able  to  see  nei- 
ther hoofe  nor  tul,  I  pocketed — Another  bottle? — 
yps,  air! — the  money,  and  lit  the  fire.  However, 
gentlemen,  to  make  short  of  a  long  story,  here  he's 
been  in  my  house  ever  since.  Every  day  deter- 
mined to — St*p  down  the  cellar  in  a  moment,  gen- 
tlemen—set  off  next  morning,  and  every  morning, 
just  as  firm  by  the  ingle  nook,  as  he  was  the  day 
before.  Seeing  he's  been  very  kind  in  giving  me 
heavy  sums  of  cash,  gemmen,. — for  he  says  he  won't 
lend— why  I've  been  very  particular  to  humor  his 
whims — one  of  which  is  to  let  no  one  touch  the 
parlor  Are  exeept  himself;  so  he's  elected  steward, 
and  provided  he  can  kiil  all  the  flies — praise  the 
British  constitution — cut  his  jokes  upon  the  custom- 
ers, and  abuse  the  French — he's  perfectly  happy, — 
Ay,  a  true  old  liberal  English  gentleman  he  ia,  ev- 
ery inch  of  him,  I  warrant  ye,  and  worth  a  power 
of  money  too — fifty  thousand  pounds  they  say — 
made  up  there  in  London  in  the  hosiery  line." 

"  A  good  customer  then,  landlord,  doubtless." 

"Not  a  better  have  I  to  my  back,  sir! — though 
ten  to  one  that  ever  I  had  any  of  his  money.  Ho 
came  down  into  these  parts  to  buy  some  snug  cot- 
tage, and  if  so  be  wc  hadn't  chanced  to  have  a  row 
at  first,  two  or  three  nights  would  have  been  the 
outside  of  his  stay — and  as  to  regularity,  sir,  never 
was  such  a  regular  man — not  a  drop  does  he  drink, 
not  a  morsel  does  he  eat  to-day,  that  he  doesn't  eat 
and  drink  to-morrow." 

"  Then,  Mr.  Landlord,  let  me  tell  you  there's  one 
great  fault  about  your  friend." 

"What,  sir?"   demanded    mine   host,  in  great 

.  "Why,  that  he  evidently  has  been  born  a  few 
centuries  too  late ;  for  clearly,  nature's  only  reason 
for  producing  such  a  tieing  was  to  give  mankind  a 
rude  notion  of  clockwork." 

"Rude  enough,  and  may  it  please  your  worship!" 
said  Jeremy,  with  a  hem.  The  landlord  grinned 
applause,  and  with  a  low  how  departed  for  the— 
But  why  should  I  here  narrate  the  history  of  the 
second  bottle?  Was  it  not,  after  the  inviolable 
custom  of  British  landlords,  vaatly  inferior  to  the 
first?  Most  indubitably  it  was;  SO  we  wasted  no 
farther  time  upon  its  contents,  but  ordering  our 
horses  to  be  put  to,  forthwith — paid  our  bill,  and 
once  more  set  off  upon  our  travels. 


I  year.q 
Hiuce,  many  of  them  shed  tears.  One  of  the  suite,  who 
had  been  struck  with  the  quiet  of  an  Englishman's 
life,  compared  it  with  that  of  a  Persian,  eiclaiming, 
that  he  could  not  wish  for  a  better  Paradise  than 
Chelsea  Hospital,  where,  for  the  remainder  of  his 
days,  he  could  sit  under  the  trees,  do  nothing,  and 
drink  as  mach  porter  aa  he  liked. 


An  Olo  Soldier. — An  elderly  gentleman  in  a 

and  the  water  running  down  the  streets,  aaid  that 
it  reminded  him  of  the  general  deluge.  "Zounds, 
air,"  said  an  old  veteran  officer  near  him,  "who's 
he?  I  have  heard  of  all  the  Generals  in  Europe 
but  him."  This  reminds  one  of  the  print-collector 
inquiring  for  a  portrait  of  Admiral  Nofth,  to  illus- 
trate Lord  Byron's  "  Don  Juan." 
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A   GEEESWICH   FEN8I0NEE.       LUTTEELL. 


A    GREENWICH   PENSIONER; 


A  Greenwich  Pensioner  ia  a  sort  of  stranded 
marine  aiiiniid,  that  the  receding  tide  of  lifo  has 
left  high  and  dry  on  the  shore.  He_  pineB  for  his 
element  liUe  a  sea  hear,  and  misses  his  briny  wash- 
ings and  wettings.  What  the  ocean  could  not  do, 
the  land  does ;  for  it  makes  him  sick.  He  cannot 
digest  properly,  unless  hia  body  is  colled  and  tum- 
bled about  like  a  barrel-chucn.  Terra-firma,  he 
thinks,  ia  good  enough  to  touch  at  for  wood  and 
water,  but.nothing  more.  There  is  no  wind,  he 
Bweacs,  ashore — every  day  of  bis  hfe  is  a  dead  calm, 
a  thing  above  all  others  he  detests.  He  would  hke 
it  better  for  an  occasional  earthquake.  Walk  he 
cannot,  the  ground  being  so  still  and  steady  that 
he  is  puziled  to  keep  hia  legs ;  and  ride  be  will  not, 
for  he  disdiuns  a  craft  whose  rudder  ia  forward  and 
not  astern. 

Inland  scenery  is  his  especial  aversion, 
despises  a  tree  "before  the  mast,"  and  would 
all  the  ^ging-bicda  in  crealJon  for  a  boatsw 


shistle.  He  hates  prospects,  but  enjoys  retro- 
(peeta.  An  old  boat,  a  stray  anchor,  or  a  decayed 
mooring  ring,  will  set  him  dreaming  for  hours.  He 
splices  sea  and  land  ideas  together.  He  reads  of 
"shooting  off  a  tie  at  Battersea,"  and  it  reminds 
him  of  a  ball  carrying  away  his  own  pig-tail.  "  Can- 
vasang  for  a  situation,"  recalls  running  with  all  sails 
set  for  a  station  at  Aboukir.  He  has  the  advantage 
of  our  economiats  as  to  the  "  standard  of  value," 
knowing  it  to  be  the  Bridsh  ensign.  The  announce- 
ment of  "an  arrival  of  foreign  vessels,  with  our 
porta  open,"  claps  him  into  a  paradise  of  prize  mon- 
ey, with  Poll  of  the  Pint.  He  wonders  sometimoa 
at  "  petitions  to  he  diaohai^ed  from  the  fleet,"  but 
sympathizes  with  those  in  the  Marabalsea  Court,  aa 
subject  to  a  Sea  Court  Martial.  Finally,  try  hira 
even  in  the  learned  languages,  by  asking  Mm  for 
the  meaning  of  "Geor^us  Rei,"  and  he  will  an- 
swer, without  hesitation,  "The  wrecks  of  the  Royal 
Geoi^e." 


L0TTEELL. 


Rogers  said  that  LuttreU'a  ejrfgram  on  Miea  Tree, 
the  ainger,  was  "  quite  a  httle  fairy  tale." 

On  this  Tree  when  s  nigtatlngale  settles  and  itngs, 
The  Tree  will  return  her  u  good  as  she  brings, 

Washington  Irving  was  walking  with  Moore  and 
Luttrell,  near  Paris,  when  the  conversation  turned 
on  a  female  aeronaut,  who  had  not  been  heard  of 
since  her  recent  ascent.  Moore  described  her  up- 
ward progress — the  last  seen  of  her,  she  was  still 
ascening,  ascen^ng.  "  Handed  out,  at  last,  I  sup- 
pose," aud  Luttrell,  "by  Enoch  and  EHjah." 

Walldng  with  Luttrell,  one  day,  Moore  referred 
to  a  aaying  on  Sharp's  very  dark  compleiion,  that 
he  looked  as  if  the  dye  of  his  old  trade  (hat-mak- 
ing,) had  got  engrained  into  his  fhcc.  "  Tes,"  said 
Luttrell,  "  darkness  that  may  bo  felt." 

Luttrell  gave  this  illustration  of  the  English 
climate :  "  On  a  fine  day,  like  looking  up  a  chimney 
— on  a  wet  day,  like  looking  down  it." 

Luttrell  wrote  the  following  epitaph  on  a  man 


irbya. 


KinedbyanomnihusI    Whynott 


Some  one  s^d  to  Sr  F.  Gould,  "  I  am  told  you 
eat  three  eggs  every  day  at  breakfaal."  "  No," 
answered  Gould,  "  on  the  contrary."  Some  of  us 
asked,  "What  was  the  contrary  of  eating  three 
eggs  ?"  "  Laying  three  eggs,  I  suppose,"  add  Lut- 
treU. 

When  Mr.  Croker  had  charged  the  public  with 
hia  war  salary,  on  account  of  the  doings  at  Algiers, 
and  thereby  eioited  much  indignation,  it  happened 
that  some  one  at  dinner  talked  of  the  name  of 
Croker  mountains  given  to  land  supposed  to  be 
seen  in  one  of  the  voyages  to  the  North  Pole. 
"Does  any  thing  grow  on  them?"  s^d  some  one. 
"Only  a  Uttlo  wild  celery  (salary),"  said  Luttrell. 

In  talking  of  the  Eumellan  Club,  of  which  Ashe 
was  the  founder,  somebody  said  that  a  son  of  that 
Ashe  was  at  present  chairman  of  it.  "  Still  in  ila 
atlus  live  their  wonted  fiiea,"  BaJd  Luttrell. 
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A  DAT  OF   DISASTERS. 


A    DAT    OP    DISASTERS, 
g.  Cimbmafion:  bdbjttn  ^tltr  anb  ^kfeia^. 


Peter.  Zedekiah,  come  here! 

Zedekiah.  Well  now,  what's  the  matter? 

Pbter.  Look  at  my  hat ;  the  more  I  set  it  eight,  it  only  gets  the  flatter. 

Zedekiah.  Why,  Peter,  whafs  come  to  yoar  hat  ?    I  nevec  saw  such  a  thine. 

Peter.  Tve  had  nothing  but  Ul-luck  to-day  ;  I  did  this  with  thu  swinEi 
Pve  been  tossed  into  the  apple-tree  just  aa  if  1  was  a  ball, 
And  though  I  caught  hold  of  a  bough,  I've  had  a  tetriblo  fall; 
I  m  sure  I  should  have  cracked  my  ekull,  had  it  not  been  for  tny  hat 
Tou  may  see  what  a  fall  it  was,  for  the  crown's  quite  flat ; 
And  it  nevec  will  lako  ita  shape  again,  do  all  that  ever  I  may  ' 

Zedekiah.  Never  mind  it,  Peter!     Put  it  on  your  head,  and  como  along,  I  say ! 

Peter.  Nay,  I  shall  not.     I  shall  alt  dowo  under  this  tree ; 
I've  had  nothing  but  ill-luck  to-day.    Come,  sit  down  by  me 
And  m  tell  you  all,  Zedekiah,  for  I  feel  quite  forlorn ; 
Oh  dear !  oh  dear !     I'm  lamed  now  I— I've  sat  down  upon  a  thorn ! 

ZKnKKiAH.  Goodness  eake!     Peter,  be  still— what  a  terrible  bellow— 
One  would  thmk  you'd  sate  on  a  hornet's  nest ;  sit  down,  my  good  fellow, 

Peter.  Til  be  sure  there  are  no  more  thorns  here,  before  I  Mt  down  ■ 
Pretty  weU  of  one  thorn  at  a  time.  Master  Zedekiah  Brownl 


There,  now,  I  think  this  se 


easy — so  now  you  must  know 


IS  fast  asleep  at  bceakfasttime ;  and  you'll  always  find  it  ™ 

That  if  you  begin  a  day  ill,  it  wJU  be  ill  all  the  day. 

Well,  when  I  woke,  the  breakfast  things  were  clattering  all  away  ; 

And  I  knew  they  had  eggs  and  fowl,  and  all  sorts  of  good  (hinga; 

But  then  none  may  partake  who  are  in  bed  when  the  morning  bell  rings; 

So,  sadly  reied  as  1  was,  I  rolled  myself  round  in  hed, 

And,^  "as  breakfast  is  over,  Fli  not  hurry  myself,"  I  said. 

So  I  just  got  info  a  nice  little  doze,  when  in  came  my  mother; 

And  ■'  for  shame,  Peter,"  she  said,  "to  be  a-bed  now,  well,  you  can't  go  with  vour  brother." 

Ihen  out  ot  the  door  she  went  without  another  word  ; 

And  just  then  a  sound  of  wheela,  and  of  paaamg  horses' hoofs  I  heard: 

80  I  jumped  up  to  the  window  to  see  what  it  was,  and  I  declare 

There  was  a  grand  party  of  fine  folks  setting  off  somewhere  : 

There  was  my  brother,  mounted  on  the  pony  so  shck  and  brown. 

And  Bell  in  her  white  frock,  and  my  mother  in  her  satin  gown; 

And  my  father  in  his  best,  and  ten  gentlemen  beside ; 

And  I  had  nerer  heard  a  word  about  it,  either  of  drive  or  ride  1 

I  really  think  it  was  very  queer  of  them  to  set  otf  in  that  way— 

If  I'd  only  known  over-night,  I'd  hare  been  up  by  break  of  day  < 

As  you  may  think,  I  was  sadly  veied,  but  1  did  not  choose  to  show  it. 

So  I  whistled  as  I  came  down  stiurs,  that  the  servants  might  not  know  it  ■ 

Then  I  went  into  the  yard,  and  called  the  dog  by  bis  name,  ' 

For  I  thought  if  they  were  gone,  ho  and  1  might  have  a  good  game. 

>.L*"^^  ™^  called,  and  there  was  no  dog  cither  in  this  place  or  th'  other; 
And  Thomas  said,  "  Master  Peter,  Neptune's  gone  with  your  brother." 
Well,  as  there  was  no  dog,  I  went  to  look  for  the  foi. 

And  sure  enough  the  chain  was  broke,  and  there  was  no  creature  in  the  box  ; 
But  where  the  fellow  was  gone  nobody  could  say. 
He  had  broken  loose  himself,  I  suppose,  and  so  had  slipped  away ; 
I  would  give  any  thing  I  have,  but  to  find  the  foK  again— 
And  was  it  not  provoking,  Zedekiah,  to  lose  him  just  then? 
Zkbekiah.  Provoking  enough !     Well,  Peter,  and  what  happened  next  ? 
Petes.  Why,  when  Ithink  of  it  now,  it  makesme  quite  vesed; 
1  went  into  the  garden  just  to  look  about 

To  see  if  the  green  peas  were  ready,  or  the  aeariet  lychnis  come  out ; 
And  there  what  should  I  clap  my  eyes  on  but  the  old  sow. 
And  seven  little  pigs  making  a  pretty  row  I 
And  of  all  places  in  the  worid,  as  if  for  very  spite. 
They  had  gone  into  my  garden,  and  spoiled  and  ruined  it  quite ! 
The  old  sow,  she  had  grubbed  up  my  rosemary  and  old-man  by  the  root 
And  my  phloi  and  my  sunflowers,  and  my  hollyhocks,  that  were  aa  black  as  soot  ■ 
And  every  flower  that  I  set  store  on  was  ruined  for  ever ; 
I  never  was  so  mortified  in  all  my  life — never! 
Zedekiah.  You  sent  them  ofi;  I  should  think,  with  a  fiimoos  swither  1 
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mOH   LIFE  IN   THE  TAP-KOOM. 

Petbr.  QruEting  and  tumbling  one  over  the  other,  I  cared  not  whither. 
Well,  as  I  waB  just  then  standing,  grieTing  over  the  ruin, 

I  heard  Thomas  call,  "  Master  Peter,  como  and  see  what  the  rats  have  been  doing— 
They've  eaten  all  the  Kuinea-pigB'  heads  off!" 

Zedekiah.  Oh,  Peter,  was  it  true? 

PeteB.  Away  I  ran,  not  knowing  what  in  the  world  to  do  1 
And  there — I  declare  it  makes  me  quite  sbadder  to  the  bone — 
Lay  all  my  pretty  little  guinea-pigs  aa  dead  as  a  stone  i 
"  It's  no  Biamier  of  use,"  says  Thomas,  "  setting  traps,  for  you  see 
They  no  more  care  for  a  trap,  than  I  do  for  a  pea; 
I'll  lay  my  life  on't,  there  are  twenty  rals  now  down  in  that  hole. 
And  we  can  no  mote  reach  'em,  than  an  underground  mole  !" 
I  declare,  Zedekiah,  I  never  passed  such  a  day  before — not  I ; 
It  makes  me  quite  low-spirited,  till  Tm  ready  to  cry. 
AU  those  pretty  guinea-pigs  I  and  Tve  nothing  left  at  all. 
Only  tie  hawk,  and  I've  just  set  his  cage  on  the  wall. 

Zbdekiah.  Hush  !  hush  now  1  for  Thomas  is  saymg  sometbing  there, 

Petee.  What  d'ye  say,  Thomaaf 

Thomas.  The  hawk's  soaring  in  the  airl 

The  cage  door  was  open,  and  he's  fiown  clean  away  I 

PEtEB.  There  BOW,  Zedekiah,  isit  not  an  unfortunate  day? 
Pfe  lost  all  my  favorites — I've  nothing  left  at  all. 
And  my  garden  is  spoiled,  and  I've  had  such  a  dreadful  fell! 
I  wish  that  I  had  been  up  in  the  morning  as  early  as  the  sun, 
Aud  then  I  should  have  gone  to  Cammooley,  nor  have  had  idl  this  mischief  done  [ 
I'm  sure  it's  quite  enough  to  make  me  cry  for  a  year — 
Let's  go  into  the  house,  Zedekiah  ;  what's  the  use  of  sitting  here  ? 


LIFE    IN. THE    TAP-ROOM. 


AwomiBO  the  House  of  Lords  is  a  public-house 
which  enjoys  the  exclusive  patronage  of  the  coach- 
men and  footmen  in  wailing  upon  the  hereditary 
wisdom  of  the  empire. 

Some  years  ago,  it  was  discovered  that  one-third 
of  those  motley  gentlem  n  d   n    h   nam 

Smith,  one-sixth  in  tho  name       B    wn  and  on 
siith  in  the  name  of  Jon  s,  wbil       h    ren  ain 
third  bad  their  patron  m       f  om    he    a     d 
umns  of  Kgot's  Directo 

In  order  to  remedy    h  us   n      n    q    n 

upon  this  unfortunate  s  mila  nam  wa 

enacted : 

"That  on  and  from  the  I2th  day  of  June,  1839, 
every  Member  of  this  Honorable  Pubhc  House 
shall  he  spoken  of  and  spoken  to  by  the  title  and 
designation  of  the  fortunate  individi^  who  has  the 
honor  of  paying  him  his  wages,  and  supplying  him 
his  Uvery.  And  be  it  further  enacted,  that  should 
any  Member  of  this  Honorable  Public  House  in- 
fringe the  above  regulations,  he  shall  be  liable  to 


Oeorge  SMriR, 
JoHES  Jones, 
John  Smith, 
FKrKR  Brows, 
Isaac  Shith, 


Owes  Jones, 
Hector  Smiih, 
Pint  Beown, 
Smith  Smith, 


Memhen  of  the  Frivy  Council. 

In  consequence  of  this  politic  arrangement,  it 
very  seldom  occurs  that  any  person  pays  twice,  as 
was  the  case  formerly — sometimes.  During  the 
hours  that  are  occupied  in  debate  by  their  noble 


and  honorable  masters,  a  colloquy  something  like 
le  following  may  be  heard: — 

IST  Footman. — Wwter — a  go  of  mn. 

WArrEB. — Very  well,  my  lorCt— (coils) — A  go  of 
gin  for  the  Bishop  of  London  t 

So  Footman. — A  pmt  of  mild  ale  and  a  shee-root. 

Waiter. — Yes,  Sir  James — (calla] — A  pint  of 
lild  ale  and  a  shee-root  for  Sir  James  Graham. 

1st  Footman. — I  say.  Sir  James. 

2d  Footman. — What  U  it,  my  Lord  ? 

IBT  Footman. — Lord  Melbourne  and  Sir  Hobert 
Peel  have  made  It  up  again ;  they  smoked  a  pipe 
together  last  night. 

3d  Footmam. — I  sliall  be  happy  to  toss  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  for  sii  pen'orth  of  rum  and  water. 

ITH  Footman. — I  never  take  rum,  but  the  Lord 
Chancellor  does. 

Sin  Footman. — I'm  your  man,  Mr.  Roebuck; 
Newmarket,  of  course. 

6tii  Footman. — I  say,  Mr.  Speaker,  you  owe  me 
a  shilling. 

Ith  Footman. — So  I  do,  Mr,  Hume ;  and  I  must 

6th  Footman. — Lord  Londonderry. 

8th  Footman.— It's  not  me,  it's  Lord  Palmeraton ; 
Fm  having  part  of  a  cowheel  with  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire. 

4th  Footman. — Any  body  seen  Lord  John  Rus- 
sell U~night? 

6ra  Footman. — I  have — he's  gone  to  lay  down. 
He's  taken  something  that  has  disagreed  with  bim. 
I  believe  it's  six  glasses  of  gin  and  water. 

Waiter. — The  Chancellor  of  tho  Exchequer's 

9th  Footman. — Am  I  ? — somebody  lend  iis  a 
penny. 
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THE   OOSSIP. 


THE    GOSSIP. 


Why  are  the  English— the  grare  English— the 
rational  English — the  moral  English — the  greateBt 
goBflipa  in  the  world  ?  No  one  coBTeraant  with  the 
social  life  of  other  nations  will  deny  the  fact ; — bat 
who  will  adduce  the  canseT  Doctor  Johnson  de- 
fines to  gossip  is  "  to  chat,  to  spend  time  idly."  A 
more  correct  definition  of  the  word,  as  used  in 
modem  parlance,  would  be,  "  to  spend  time  idij  in 
chatting  of  other  people's  aaUrs."  Yet  the  English 
ore  not  a  people  addicted  to  spending  time  idly. 
It  must  be  some  overmastering  influence  which  in- 
spires them  with  the  ragne  curiosity,  leading  to  so 
vile  a  waste  of  Ibe  impalpable  treasure,  more  pre- 
cious than  Mlver  or  gold. 

Is  it  that  the  desire  of  imowledgo,  so  eifensively 
cultivated  among  us  by  the  high-pressure  power  of 
universal  education,  begets  in  weak  minds,  incapa- 
ble of  retaining  solid  information,  a  restless  craving 
after  intelligence?  Docs  learning,  like  the  wind 
which  extinguishes  a  candle  while  it  stimulaies  a 
great  fire,  stpcngthen  the  strong  mind,  but  enfee- 
ble the  weak?  No  matter!  By  some  defect  of 
organization,   the   English,  taken 

gossips — decided  gossips.    Is  it  d__ 

book  of  the  chronicles  of  their  public  journals — 
those  bulletins  of  the  national  mind  S  Is  it  not  at- 
tested by  the  avidity  with  which  the  most  trivial 
anecdotes  of  domestic  life  are  circulated  and  eagerly 
swallowed,  by  that  yawning  gulf,  the  reading  pub- 
lie?  Is  it  not  pointed  out  with  a  sneer  by  the  for- 
eign worid— rejoicing  to  delect  iu  our  details  of 
Sirivate  patties  and  deacriptlons  of  coarl-traios  and 
eathers,  a  counterbalance  to  the  sageness  of  oi 
councils,  and  the  vastness  of  our  scientific  a«hiev- 
ments  ?  The  scandal  of  personality  would  be  put 
down  in  continental  countries  by  the  strong  arm  of 
the  law;  but  the  froth  of  every-day  "fashionable 
intelligence  "  would  be  amply  blown  aude  by  the 
contemptuous  lips  of  common  sense  I 

But  it  is  lie  appetite  for  gossip,  and  not  the  food 
which  the  yearnings  of  that  appetite  bring  into  the 
market,  with  which  we  have  to  deal.  The  press 
gosdps  for  society,  because  society  gosaps  for  itself 
and  makes  no  secret  of  its  love  of  gossiping,  pre- 
tending that  a  mere  tattler  ia  a  merely  harmless 
person.  But  the  taste  thas  established,  is  any  thing 
but  harmless.  Like  the  bind-weed,  which,  when 
once  suffered  to  take  root,  extinguishes  the  growth 
of  more  profitable  plants,  it  intertwines  itself  irre- 
trievably with  all  the  product  ofihe  soil. 
_  Critics  boast  of  a  new  work  as  "  a  pleasant  gos- 
ffljdng  book;"  people  boast  of  a  new  acquaintance, 
as  "a  pleasant  gossiping  fellow;"  and  the  most 
valuable  of  our  periodicals  was  a  few  years  ago  re- 
deemed from  decadence  by  a  series  of  "plcasftnt 
gossiping  articles." 

When  B  new  work  of  fiction  issues  from  the  press, 
in  a  style  called  by  the  French  un  Toman  de  mreurs, 
by  ourselves,  a  feshionable  novel,  be  sure  that  it  is 
either  personal,  or  will  pretend  to  be  personal,  or 
will  be  SMd  to  be  personal.  Without  some  such 
nota  be  t  "  Th  H  'p"  h  p'q  an  of  its 
gnah      ahf  ofg  would 
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or  female,  will  be  pointed  out  to  shame,  and  some 
entertaining  anecdote  cited,  in  order  to  fasten  the 
label  round  the  right  neck  I  "  Have  at  ye  all,  my 
gossips!"  Not  OIK  of  you,  ladies,  but  is'  the  orig- 
inal of  the  horrible  Lady  Pagginton  we  are  about 
to  describe ,  not  one  of  you,  gentlemen,  but  has 
your  sympathetic  part  in  "  that  amusing,  gossipiog 
feliow,"  Flatter,  of  whom  more  anon. 

Ton  are  all  gossips!  Tou  gossip  every  where, 
of  every  thing ;  not  alone  of  the  dinner-party  and 
ball-room— the  pink  satin  dress  and  fiirtation  in  the 
balcony ;  but  after  visiting  a  condemned  cell,  you 
gos^p  concerning  the  morose  anguish  of  the  being, 
contemplating  the  terrors  of  eternity !  Tou  obtain 
an  order  for  Bethlcm  Hospital ;  and,  unawed  by 
the  spectacle  of  one  of  the  overmastering  scourges 
of  the  human  race,  garnish  your  discourse  at  the 
gay  dinner-table  with  pleasant  anecdotes  of  the 
comicaliljes  of  madmen!  You  hie  to  the  factory, 
and  after  shuddering  at  the  blue  faces  and  pinched 
noses  of  the  sufiering  population,  hie  home  and 
gossip  pleasantly  at  the  conversation  concerning 
the  curious  dialect  of  the  overseer,  or  the  quaint 
comments  of  some  droll  little  victim  promoted  lo 
the  honors  of  interrogation. 

An  infirm  nobleman  is  murdered  at  dead  of  night 
in  his  chamber.  With  what  hosts  of  entertdning 
anecdotes  and  clever  puns  do  the  gossips  recount 
the  narrative  of  his  assassination !  A  woman  elopes 
from  her  husband,  leaving  her  in&nts  motherless  : 
what  joy  for  the  gossips  in  aU  the  concomitant  de- 
tails of  the  wig  and  broken  spectacles  of  the  para- 
mour !  On  snch  occasions,  regardless  of  the  influ- 
ence of  such  histories  on  their  own  minds  and  the 
minds  of  their  hearers  th    g      ps        rr      b    h 
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light  gossiping  article;"  you  shaU  come  to  Lady 
Pagginton  and  Felii  Flutter  in  lime.  Allow  us, 
however,  to  begm  with  the  gossip  of  an  humbler 

There  is  Miss  Bargeham,  the  favorite  milliner  of 
le  well-known  market-place  of  B.     ("B? — B.  cer- 
tainly stands  for  Birmingham  1"  murmurs  some  gos- 
'^ping  reader.)    For  the  last  thirty  years,  (he  coun- 
;rs  of  Kitty  Bargeham  have  obtained  a  remarka- 
hle  pceferenc  m 
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EPIQBAM8. 


It  gossiping 


There  was  no  Elanding  agains 
ftttidea"  of  Kitty  Bargeham. 

Oh!  that  back-parlor  1  Oh!  the  inedited  anec 
dotes  of  Brush  Park  and  Lark  Hall,  conveyed  fron 
their  respuctive  UMies'-nmids,  to  the  ears  of  thi 
milliner,  and  from  the  milhner  to  the  ears  of  all  the 
tradesmen's  wives  and  farmers'  daughters  of  the 
neighborhood  of  B.!  The  shoe-ribbon  purchased 
of  Mesdames  Brown,  or  the  green  veil  of  Mi 
Smith,  might  be  of  worthier  testure,  or  even  1 
fiispence  a  better  bargain ;  but  what  was  that  coi 
pared  with  the  ioy  of  having  been  sealed  face 
face  with  Kitty  Bargeham,  in  her  little  stuffy,  dingy 
sanctum,  Ustening  to  charming  innuendos  about 
Sir  Thomas  Lark's  London  losses  at  play,  or  hints 
that  "something  would  be  sure  to  come  of  Miss 
Meluwnda  Brush's  early  waiks  in  the  green  lane." 
Kitty  "knew  it  from  the  best  authority,"— but 
Kitty  "would  say  no  more!"  More  reputations 
were  "done  to  death  by  slanderous  tongues"  in 
Kitty  Bargehara's  back-pailor,  than  in  the  whole 
county  besides;  a  perpetual  twitter  of  chit-chat 
being  emitted  therefrom  on  every  opening  of  its 
iacred  door,  to  tantalize  the  less-privileged  cus- 
tomers not  yet  inidated  into  the  gossip-ahop.  But 
Brush  Park  is  now  to  be  let,  and  Lark  Hall  to  be 
sold  [  too  hot  to  hold  the  respective  proprietors, 
martyrized  d  coup  d'epinglet  by  the  milliner  of  the 
mikrket-place — by  The  Gossip! 

Lady  Pagginton— (draw  your  chiur  closer  to  the 
fender,  courteous  gossip — wa  have  got  to  Lady 
Pa^inton  at  last !— )  is  a  widow,  and  a  London 
lady — tliat  is,  a  Marylebonian,  the  most  diluted  and 
colorieas  species  of  the  London  ladv.  Mediocrity 
personified,  whether  as  regards  mind,  body,  or 
estate,  Lady  P.  has  managed  to  make  heraelf  heard 
of  as  the  gnats  do — ^by  humming  and  stinging.  The 
creature  means  no  harm — ^tis  in  its  nature;  but 
the  sting  is  not  the  less  irritating,  nor  the  noise  less 
tiresome.  So  is  it  with  Lady  P.  Her  perseverance 
in  making  ber  way  into  ^our  bouse— Jier  persever- 
ance in  communicating  in  emphatic  whispers  idle 
sayings  concerning  still  idler  doings  in  which  you 
have  not  the  sUghtest  interest — her  perseverance 
in  attributing  to  her  last  auditor  the  comments 
with  which  she  has  herself  embroidered  the  intelli- 
gence derived  from  her  first  informant,  are  worthy 
a  better  cftuse ;  you  might  out  a  canal  with  almost 
half  the  labor. 

Nothing  too  great — notiijng  too  little — to  be 
caught  up  and  carried  off  in  her  ladyship's  budget. 
To  tie  httle  matters,  like  the  bits  of  worthless  glass 
which  acquire  beauty  in  a  kaleidoscope,  she  im- 
parts importance  by  a  species  of  scientific  illusion ; 
while  the  great  ones  she  brings  within  her  paltry 
compass,  as  the  body  of  De  E^nce's  mistress  was 
forced  into  the  leaden  coffin,  by  cutting  off  the 
head.  She  contrives  to  gossip  about  the  affairs  of 
the  Eaat,  by  gacmshing  them  with  secret  anecdotes 
of  our  ladv  of  Cairo,  the  renowned  widow  of  Me- 
bemet  Ah  s  eldest  son ;  or  sets  her  mark  upon  the 
pohticians  of  the  West,  by  rumors  pilfered  from  the  I 
Chirnan,  about  the  domestic  life  of  a  minister 
whose  nhole  life  is  public — or  the  secret  cabinet  of  | 


Uettcrnich,  through  whose  key-hole  n 
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without  this  mischievous  occupation — this  per- 
petual cobbling  of  colloquial  shreds  and  patches — 
what  would  become  of  the  vapid,  unmeaning,  on- 
connected  Lady  P.  ?  Devote  her  leisure  to  some 
useful  purpose — condescend  to  knit— sew — read? 
Why,  she  would  dnk  into  a  second-rate  person  of 
respectabihty !  losing  all  pretext  for  intruding  upon 
your  more  serious  occnpations,  in  her  capacity  of 
"a  most  lively,  agreeable  woman — knowing  every 
body, — full  of  anecdote, — in  short,  the  very  per- 
fection of  A  Gossip  l" 

Felii  Flutter  is  a  more  dangerous  individual. 
Eia  story  and  note  savor  of  the  rattiesnake  rather 
than  the  gnat;  hii  smatterings  consist  of  steel  fil- 
ings, rather  than  of  chaff;  his  pourings  forth  are 
a^ya  To/ana,  rather  than  milk-and-water;  but  all 
dispensed  under  the  same  delusive  head,  of  "  hght, 
pleasant  gossip!"  Men  might  be  brought  to  the 
scaffold,  or  condemned  to  the  cart,  for  the  crimes 
"pleasant  but  wrong,"  imputed  in  the  light  anec- 
dotes which  Flutter  impels  like  shuttlecocks  from 
his  smart-racket,  from  house  to  house.  Like  the 
snake-charmers  of  the  East,  who  amuse  your  leisure 
with  the  display  of  reptiles,  that  seem  to  curl  and 
play  in  their  adroit  hands,  be  ties  love-knots  with 
adders!  Worse  still,  when  like  the  cunning  seers 
of  Egypt,  who,  by  pretended  incantations,  seem  to 
withdraw  from  beneath  the  very  cushions  of  your 
divan,  the  serpent  they  have  cunningly  introduced 
into  the  chamber  to  accredit  their  power,  Feliz 
Flutter  contrives  to  inspire  your  mind  with  terror 
and  mistrust,  by  ascribing  to  the  treachery  of  a 
bosom  friend  the  mjsohief  concocted  by  bis  own 
mahce  i 

But  Flutter  is  such  an  amurang fellow!  Nothing 
Uke  him  for  a  morning  viaitr-^i  dull  dinner-party! 
Uke  Mr.  Merryman  at  Gyngell's,  his  pocrkets  are 
always  full  of  squibs  and  crackers,  to  be  discharged 
at  intervals  when  the  wit  of  the  company  runs  low. 
And  then  he  is  so  plausible!  His  most  improper 
little  stories  make  their  appearance  in  the  most 
decent  attire  ;  like  one  of  Congreve's  gallants  ar- 
in  the  gown  and  cassock  of  Dr.  Spintest,  or 
iche  dressed  up  as  one  of  the  Marechauss^e, 
I  a  house  i  Nothing  more  decorous— nothing 
deadly!  He  runs  you  through  the  body 
.  regulation  small-sword ;  or,  if  you  insist  on 
committing  suicide,  sells  you  your  arsenic  with 
"poison"  labelled  on  the  packet,  as  per  order  of 
the  magistrates  estabhshed. 
My  public !  know  ye  not  this  Felii  Flutter  f  Has 
:  not  related  jui  rosa  of  each  of  you  to  the  other, 
that  your  grandfathers  were  one  shocking  thing, 
and  your  grandmothers  the  other  shocking  thingi 
— that  you  have  overdrawn  your  bankers — that 
you  have  injured  your  early  friends — that  you  have 
blasphemed  the  Church,  or  conspired  agiunst  the 
State  ?  Know  ye  not  Felix  Flutter  *-^now  ye  not 
(en  Felii  Flutters— (weniy  Felii  Flutters?  Know 
ye  not,  in  short,  in  some  shape  or  other,  the  con- 
centrated essence  of  A  Modkkn  Gossip? 


A  RE-BUS. 
"  What  is  a  rebus  ?"  I  asked  of  dear  Mary, 

As  close  by  my  side  the  fair  maiden  was  seated  ; 
I  saw  her  eyes  sink,  and  her  countenance  Tary, 

As  she  said  in  reply,  "  'Tis  a  kiss,  sir,  repeated." 


DEATH'S  INJDNCTION. 
Pinto  lies  here.     Tis  natural  he  should. 
Who  lied  through  life  as  often  as  he  could ; 
He  thought  of  mending,  but,  to  spite  his  will, 
Death  tame  unlooked  for,  and  bade  him  lie  dill! 
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CAPTURING    A    FORT. 
^  Sntt  Storg. 


Mint  years  *ago  it  was  found  necessaTy  to  be- 
foege  the  fort  called  Budge-Budge,  Bome  few  miles 
from  Calcutta  down  the  rirec,  whieh  the  natives 
held  in  spite  of  our  remonstrancsa,  probably  sup- 
ported in  their  hostile  obstinacy  by  the  Dutch  and 
French  governments,  vho,  hb  aU  (he  wocLd  knows, 
have  Beveral  aettlemenls  in  the  East  Indies.  These 
settlements  we  could  Treat  from  theoi  in  an  instant, 
but,  for  some  UDaccouutable  reason  or  other,  ive 
have  allowed  them  to  remain  Id  their  bands,  to  the 
no  small  hindrance  of  Justice  and  equity ;  since  it 
frequeDtlj  happens  that  characters  deserving  pun- 
ishment for  their  offences  have  merely  to  cross  the 
river,  aod  in  ten  minutes  are  beyond  the  pale  of 
British  law,  httfiog  found  refuge  in  Chinsorah,  or 
some  other  foreign  town.  The  eiistcnee  Of  these 
little  colonies  has  a  still  worse  effect  in  case  of  dis- 
affecUon  amongst  the  Indians,  inasmuch  as  they 
are  ever  ready  to  pour  forth  foreign  emissaries,  who 
urgently  foment  the  feud,  and  mislead  the  poor 
natives,  by  holding  out  hopes  of  assistance  front 
their  respective  countries. 

Such  had  been  the  case  with  Budge-Budge,  the 
aforesaid  fort,  before  which  ft  couple  of  frigates  and 
some  armed  boats  wore  lying  at  the  time  of  my 
sketch.  The  native  garrison,  which  amounted  to 
about  ax  hundred  men,  had  vainly  been  summoned 
to  surrender.  They  vowed  they  would  rather  die 
than  do  eo.  For  three  days,  long  shots  had  been 
fired  at  them ;  but,  as  the  fortress  was  built  of  mud, 
no  sooner  was  the  smallest  breach  made  than  it 
was  instantly  closed  ap,  and  rebuilt  stronger  than 
ever.  One  of  the  commanders  advised  the  adop- 
tion of  a  storming  party;  bis  brother  officer,  how- 
ever, differed  from  him,  urging  that  the  place  was 
too  well  garrisoned  to  be  en^ly  carried  by  assault. 
The  opinions  of  the  two  leaders  were  forwarded  to 
Calcutta,  and  the  reply  eipeoted  to  he  returned  on 
Ite  morrow. 

James  BunUng  (so  we  will  call  the  old  tar)  heard 
all  these  palavers,  as  he  styled  them,  and  looked 
very  knowing.  He  understood  there  was  a  chance 
of  fighting,  so  he  felt  perfectly  delighted.  To  his 
bertii  he  descended,  and  as  usual,  when  he  was  par- 
ticularly happy,  managed  to  get  particularly  drunk, 
Mid  turned  in  evidently  the  worse  for  Uquor.  Now, 
it  so  happened  that  in  about  an  hour  after  he  had 
thus  settled  lilmself  in  bis  hammock,  he  saddeniy 
awoke.  A  burning  fever,  an  agonizing  thirst 
parched  his  mouth,  so  he  arose,  and  went  to  his 
locker;  but,  alas!  he  had  drimk  every  drop  of  h- 
quid  he  possessed,  and  where  to  find  more  he  knew 
not.  On  board  the  vessel  he  bad  no  hopes ;  shore 
was  his  only  chance;  eo,  unseen  by  any  one,  he 
made  his  way  into  the  water  by  lowering  himself 
from  the  chains,  or  from  a  port-hole,  or  some  such 
place,  and  struck  out  for  the  beach,  where  he  landed 
safely,  in  spite  of  alligators,  sentinels,  and  all  other 
timilar  oppositions. 

When  he  had  shaken  the  water  from  his  hair,  and 
hitched  up  his  trowsers,  he  began  to  look  around 
for  a  toddy-shop,  where  he  could  purchase  some  of 
that  liquor,  or  some  arrack,  to  take  the  chill  off  the 


water  he  had  swallowed ;  but,  alas  1  no  building  of 
the  kind  met  his  view, — not  a  single  habitation 
could  he  see.  The  fort  frowned  gloomily  over  him 
in  sullen  grandeur;  no  other  place  where  spirits 
were  likely  to  be  found  could  he  discover,  though 
he  peered  anxiously  round  on  every  side.  To  lose 
bis  time,  to  be  laughed  at  by  his  comrades  on  his  re- 
turn from  the  wild-goose  chase  he  had  undertaken, 
was  by  no  means  palatable  to  Bunting.  To  be 
balked  is  a  masim  unknown  to  a  British  sdlor; 
KO,  rather  than  lose  his  grog,  he  determined  to  lose 
his  life,  or  at  all  events,  risk  it.  Without  liirther 
ado,  he  began  scaling  the  walls  of  the  fort.  This 
he  eauly  managed,  and  in  a  few  moments  found  him- 
self at  the  top  of  the  glacis.  Elated  at  his  success, 
he  began  ehonting  as  loud  as  ever  he  could  bawl, 
to  the  horror  of  the  garrison,  who  instantly  fancy- 
ing themselves  assailed,  started  up,  and  were  about 
to  run  to  the  spot  where  they  supposed  the  at- 
tacking party  had  made  good  a  lodgment,  when 
Jim,  who  had  scampered  round  the  defences,  again 
began  to  shout  from  the  opposite  side,  and  sudden- 
ly lowering  himself  into  the  town  itself,  commenced 
cheering  as  loud  as  he  could,  intermingling  bis  vo- 
ciferations with  cries  for  liquor. 

Assailed,  as  they  supposed,  on  both  ades,  the 
enemy  actually  in  the  fortress,  surprised  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  expecting  nothing  less  than  to 
bo  cut  to  pieces  in  the  dark,  what  could  they  do? 
The  bravest  well  might  hesitate ;  unable  to  get 
their  forces  together,  confused,  and  astounded,  they 
naturally  believed  they  had  been  betrayed.  They 
had  bnt  one  course  lelt  to  pursue.  They  opened 
the  gates,  and  fled  as  fast  and  as  far  as  their  feet 
would  carry  them,  leaving  the  town  in  the  quiet 
and  peaceable  possession  of  James  Bunting,  who, 
after  shouting  vaiiJy  for  some  time,  fell  down,  and 
slept  for  a  couple  of  hours,  when  he  awoke,  per- 
fectly sober,  though  about  as  much  puzzled  at  find- 
ing himself  alone,  and  in  the  enemy's  fort,  as  the 
poor  man  was  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  when  he  sud- 
denly found  himself  transformed  into  an  eagle, 

Jim  rubbed  his  eyes.  He  pinched  his  legs,  and 
walking  up  to  a  tank,  actually  drank  three  month- 
fuls  of  water  before  he  could  believe  that  he  was 
awake.  He  then  strutted  up  to  the  ramparts  ;  and 
convinced  himself  he  was  in  his  proper  senses,  for 
there  lay  the  two  frigates,  and  there  floated  the 
union-jack,  for  which  he  had  BO  often  risked  his 
life.  "Shiver  my  timbers  I  but  this  is  a  queer  go!" 
said  he,  and  with  that  he  twitched  up  his  trowsers 
as  usual,  and  shook  the  pigtml — which  then  hung 
from  every  sailor's  head. 

The  vessels,  perceiving  a  man  thus  expose  him- 
self, began  to  fire  on  him. 

"Avast  there!"  shouted  Jim;  but  as  they  did  not 
hear  him,  or  attend  to  him,  be  ran  to  the  principal 
battery,  and,  climbing  up  the  flagstafT,  pulled  down 
the  Dutch  colors,  and  hoisted  up  a  ra^ed  old  tur- 
ban he  found  lying  in  one  of  the  streets.  The  com- 
manders of  the  vessels  thought  this  citremely  odd. 
Something  strange  had  evidently  happened ;  so 
they  sent  a  boat  on  shore,  bearing  a  flag  of  truce, 
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cam«d  by  the  first  lieatonaot  of  one  of  the  frigatea. 
[Inmolested  the  party  marched  up  to  the  fort ;  and. 
as  the  gates  were  open,  unmolested  they  marched 
into  it.  Not  a  soul  did  they  meet  till  Jim  Btrutted 
up  to  them. 

"  Holloa,  you  air,  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?" 
said  the  Erst  lieutenant  to  Bunting,  in  a  voice  of 
anger ;  for  it  wai  sadly  injra  dig.  for  an  officer  of 
his  rank  to  have  been  thus  sent  ofi"  to  parley  with  a 
common  Bailor.     "What's  tlie  meaning  of  this?" 

"  Please  your  honor,  I  hope  you  won't  be  angry, 
Leeftenant,  but,  Eomehow  or  olher,  I've  taken  this 
place.  The  enemy  ba,ve  cut  the  painter,  and  sheered 
off." 

"What!"  cried  the  superior.  "You  took  the 
fortr 

Jim  nodded. 

"And,  pray,  who  the  devil  gave  you  leave  to  do 
so,  I  should  fike  1o  know '    Get  on  board,  sir,  di- 

"Ay,  ay,  sir,"  cephed  Jim  cespectfullj ,  instantly 
doing  as  he  waa  destrbd 

In  the  mean  time,  the  lieutenant  went  and  for- 
mally took  possession  of  the  place  by  running  up 


the  British  colors ;  then  writing  a  most  pompous 
dispatch,  in  vrhich  he  recommended  the  real  captor 
to  be  tried  for  leaving  his  ship  without  permission, 
he  sent  it  back  by  a  young  midahipman,  remaining 
behitid  himself  with  a  half-a-donen  sailors,  in  order, 
as  he  eipreased  it,  to  garrison  the  fort. 

Strange  to  say,  his  recommendation  was  attended 
to,  and  Jim  Bunting  brought  to  a  court-martial, 
who  moat  reluctantly  were  compelled  to  find  him 
guilty,  adjudging  hira,  however,  to  undergo  the  leaat 
possible  punishment  that  could  be  inflicted  for  so 
glaring  a  breach  of  discipline.  Jim  felt  highly  m- 
dignant  at  the  turn  things  had  taken.  He  could 
not  help  fancying  himself  an  ill-used  man ;  but  he 
bore  it  sloicaily.  When,  however,  he  heard  the 
verdict  dehvered;  when  he  heard  himself  pro- 
nounced guilty,  he  once  more  hitched  up  his  nether 
garmenls,  and  exclaimed  in  an  audible  voice  as  he 
left  the  cabin,  "D — n  my  eyes,  if  ever  I  take  an- 
other fort  aa  long  as  I  live." 

Need  I  add  that,  though,  to  satisfy  the  strictness 
of  the  law,  to  which  all  in  tlie  navy  must  bow,  the 
verdict  of  guilty  was  brought  in,  ho  waa  afterwards 
amply  praised,  and  rewarded  by  his  superiors? 
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Anoelina.  Will  my  darling  Edwin  grant  his  AngeKna  a  boi 
Edwin.  Is  there  any  thing  on  earth  her  Edwin  would  n 

dearest — name  it ! 
AsQELiNi.  Then,  love,  as  we  dine  by  ourselves  to-morrow 

plenty  of  sage  and  onions  1 


D  for  his  pet  ? — Name  the  boon,  oh, 
us,  oh!  let  us  haye  roaat  pork,  with 
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I  Aifnotfoniiof  old  proverbs.  For  the  most  part, 
they  have  grown  wondrously  inapplicabie  10  practi- 
cal life  in  the  present  day.  It  might  be  a  matWr  of 
curious  rasaarch  to  trace  the  reasons  why  bo  many  of 
Ihem  have  becMimo  trivial  truisms,  worn-out  sawe, 
or  utterly  false  scraps  of  futile  pbitoflophy— taking 
it  for  granted,  of  course,  that,  0-—  "  '■ 

thev  really  were  true,  and  fitted 
appUcation.    But  this  research  i 
now.    There  are,  however,  flom_   . 
pFofticdity  of  which  I  am  never  tired  of  admiring, 
much  as  they  may,  at  first  eight,  appear 


nearlv,  Uke  their  cousins,  the  proverbs,  upon  trivi- 
ality 'of  truism.  One,  with  wbich  I  have  always 
been  moat  peculiarly  impressed,  is  that  which  has 
flowed  into  metre  in  the  words,  "  From  little  cauaea 
great  eflteets  arise."  It  is,  perhaps,  my  childish  cu- 
lioMty  as  regards  the  hidden  mainsprings  of  meii'a 
actions,  the  eiercise  of  which  has  always  been  from 
my  boyhood,  one  of  my  fevor  te  paitimes  that  has 
led  me  to  consider  this  axiom  as  one  of  the  most 
profound  in  its  practical  application  From  ila  con- 
stant study,  I  have  armed  at  the  conMction  that 
there  are  none  of  the  greatest  events  of  history 
which  could  not  be  tnced  to  a  jnmar)  starting 
point,  in  its  natore  so  trivial  and  frivolous,  that,  by 
comparison,  it  w  oold  be  as  the  grain  of  sand  to  the 
mountain — that  tlie  great  memorable  facts  on  re- 
cord have  ail  grown  from  some  slight  cause,  as  the 
oali  from  the  acorn.  I  was,  early  in  life,  proxitically 
convinced  of  this  truth,  by  an  adventure  which  hap- 
pened to  myself.  Pardon  me  1  Let  it  not,  for  a 
moment,  be  supposed  that  I  have  the  vanity  to 
think  I  have  ever  appeared,  as  a  prominent  figure, 
in  any  great  historical  event,  or  that  I  have  even 
been  the  grain  of  aand  which  eventually  ted  to  the 
formation  of  the  mountain,  or  the  acorn  which 
formed  the  seed  for  the  wide-spreading  oak.  Far 
from  it;  the  events  lam  about  to  relate,  If  "events" 
such  trivialities  as  the  incidents  of  an  adventure 
may  be  called,  are  the  smallest  of  the  small  in  the 
worid's  great  sum.  But  all  things  are  comparative ; 
and  to  me  these  paltry  events  were  great  at  the 
Umc,  as  regarded  their  temporary  efifect  upon  the 
equilibrium  of  one  man's  state  of  mind  and  body 
during  several  hours ;  and,  afl  cu'cumetances  turned 
out,  they  might  have  easily  eieroised  a  mighty  in- 
fluence on  my  own  little  destiny.  The  simple  words, 
'•might  haw"  even  if  they  did  not,  is  sufficient  to 
prove  the  truth  of  my  aiiora. 

To  proceed.  I  was,  at  that  time,  an  undergradu- 
ate of  the  University  of  Cambridge.  Parental  au- 
thority asserted,  in  those  days,  a  sway  seemingly 
unknown  in  later  years,  or  but  seldom  asserted  in 
its  pristine  rigor,  and  coroparativoly  but  feebly  ex- 
ercised. The  despotic  announcement  from  the  pa- 
rental throne,  that  I  was  expected  to  remain  in  col- 
lege, and  lose  no  time  in  reading  for  honors,  during 
the  short  Easter  vacation,  was  a  ukase  from  ' '  ' 
there  was  no  escape.  An  infringement  was  s 
be  met  by  a  punishment  of  a  long  exile  to  a  moral 
Sberia.  But  even  Russian  subjects  sometimes  re- 
volt; and  several  httle  demons  were  insidiously 
whispering  to  my  heart,  that  infringement  is.  only 


punishable  if  the  infringement  is  known.  Now, 
these  demons  were  the  demons  of  pleasure,  curiosi- 
ty, love  of  change,  desire  for  excitement,  and,  if 
last,  not  least,  the  demon  of  contrariety — the  demon 
that  urges  weak  mortals  to  do  ceriiain  deeds,  simply 
and  solely  because  those  deeds  are  forbidden. 
These  demons,  like  the  witches  in  Macbeth,  with 
one  finger  on  their  skinny  lips,  intimating  that  se- 
crecy was  sure,  with  the  other  outstretched,  in  a 
southerly  du-ection,  towards  the  crown  of  my  am- 
biton,  were  always  whispering  "XondonI  London!" 
The  "parental"  were  safe  in  the  coimtry.  No  one 
would  be  hkely  to  meet  or  know  me  in  town.  The 
metropolitan  theatres — the  dreams  of  my  child- 
hood, my  boyhood,  and  my  youth— were  looming 
in  the  distance,  gorgeous  and  tempting  visionsl 
Other  pleasures  rose  before  my  eyes — day-dreams 
of  my  constant  asiwrationa — fur  mirages  of  a  colle- 
giate desert !  The  demons  were  powerful — the  will 
was  weak — discovery  improbable — gratification  cer- 
tam.  It  were  useless  to  detail  all  the  rounds  of  the 
great  stand-up  fight  between  Duty  and  Inclination. 
Of  course.  Inclination  pummelled  Duty,  until  Duty's 
eyes  were  completely  "bunged  up,"  and  Duty's 
ears  were  deafened  by  the  terrible  back-hitters  it 
received.  The  result  of  the  combat  was  inevitable. 
A  few  days  in  town!" — ye  gods  of  youthful  auSci- 
ations,  what  a  glorious  symphony  of  delight  was  in 
le  words! — so  a  few  days  in  town  were  resolved 
upon-  Finances  were,  however,  prudently  counted, 
and  found  available.  A  last  letter— another  would 
not  be  expected  for  a  week — was  despatched  to  the 
parental  penates ;  and,  with  a  heart  beating  with 
anticipated  joys,  and  also  with  some  of  that  fluster 
of  nervous  apprehension,  which  the  little  "tic-tac" 
of  conscience  wifl,  after  all,  be  always  hammering, 
under  such  circumstances,  aboot  that  same  region, 
1  started  for  town.     "  Only  for  a  few  days,"  1  re- 

Those  were  not  the  days  of  that  raind  locomotion, 
which,  with  a  littie  contrivance,  now  enables  an  un- 
dergraduate to  have  bis  "spree  in  town,"  and  yet 
be  "up"  again  to  be  marked  for  baU-dlnner.  Rail- 
ways had  not  lent  to  gownsmen  their  demoniac  aid 
to  drive  "high  pressure  express"  through  the  bar- 
riers of  parental  authority;  and,  by  the  way,  it 
might  be  another  matter  of  curious  research  to 
trace  how  far  the  fadlities  of  railway  travelling  may 
have  proved  lacilities  in  the  relaxation  of  morals 
and  social  ties — a  research  which,  also,  cannot  be 
entered  upon  now.  The  old  coach — the  "  slow  and 
seedy,"  the  most  available  for  my  purpose,  was  even 
then  called  as  a  thing  too  much  behind  the  requu'e- 
ments  of  the  age,  not  to  merit  contempt — was  the 
pubUc  conveyance,  which  was  to  prove  the  gilded 
chariot  of  deare  and  hope.  Perhaps,  the  difficul- 
ties and  delays  of  locomotion  in  those  days,  only 
added  to  the  charms  of  a  forbidden  escapade :  it  is 
in  human  nature  that  difficulties  should  do  so ;  and, 
may  be,  eaelnesa  of  execution  now  diminishes  the 

i  zest  with  which  an  under-graduate  of  either  univer- 

I  sity  formerly  regarded  a  "bolt  off  to  the  village." 

I  But  this  is,  again,  beside  my  purpose. 

I      I  am  not  going  to  enter  now  upon  a  description 
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lost  that  happy  faculty— during  those  '"few  day, 
(of  course,  prolonged  bajond  my  first  intention)  of 
charming  but  Bomewhat  agitated  truancy  ;  although 
a  fast  man's  doings  in  those  days  made,  in  so  many 
respects,  a  notable  contrast  with  a  fast  man's  doings 
in  the  present,  that  a  description  of  them  might 
form  a  lable/m  de  tnfeari,  almost  suSleiently  lost  to 
modcrners  to  giTC  it  the  piquancy  of  a  page  of 
Fepya's.  My  last  day  had  arrived — my  very  last. 
I  waB  just  able,  by  "alow  and  seedy,"  to  reach 
Cambridge  in  time  to  send  off  an  epiatle,  duly  dated 
with  the  old  hieroglyphics,  "  C.  C.  C.  C,"  and  duly 
stamped  vith  the  official  poat-marli,  to  prove  that  I 
was  at  my  post,  and  a  willing  martyrtotiie  inflictions 
of  duly — -just  able,, and  no  more!  My  "traps"— I 
forgot,  however,  whether  a  man's  travelling  neces- 
saries were  called  "  traps  "  in  those  days — had  been 
duly  packed  at  the  obscure  hotel,  where  1  had 
taiien  up  my  abode,  as  iess  likely  to  be  discovered. 
A  few  hours  were  BtiU  free,  before  the  departure  of 
"slow  and  seedy."  I  remember  that  I  had  been 
indulging  pour  passer  h  temps,  In  a  flirtation  with  a 
pretty  ehopwoman,  and  an  indigestible  bun,  at  a 
pastrycook's  in  the  Strand;  and  I  stood  by  the 
shop  door  and  carefully  looked  over  the  contents 
of  my  purse,  to  assure  myself,  once  more,  that  I 
bad  a^I  more  than  sufficient  to  pay  my  hotel  bill, 
and  the  demands  of  " sloir  and  seedy."  Yes!  they 
were  ample.  They  still  oonsisled  of  a  few  aover- 
eigDS,  a  five^hilling  piece,  a  half-crown,  a  shilling, 
a  sixpence,  and  a  h^fpcnny  I  That  common,  vul- 
gar, dirty,  brown  halfpenny,  lying  along  with  its 
aristocratic  gold  and  silver  brethren,  excited  my 
most  supercilious  contempt.  As  I  gazed  upon  the 
paltry  coin,  why  was  there  no  good  genius  near  me, 
to  whisper,  "Nothiag  so  small  but  may  aid  io  time 
of  need  "—-another  axiom,  which  I  have  since  cher- 
ished and  observed  to  the  personal  incumbrance  of 
shelves,  drawers,  and  pockets,  in  the  preservation 
of  trifles.  Why  did  no  warning  spirit  suggest  to  my 
mind,  not  yet  outgrown  from  childhood's  love,  the 
fable  of  the  lion  and  the  mouse  ?  Alas,  I  had  but 
recently  cut  all  acquaintance  with  my  good  genius, 
and  repudiated  all  right  to  tho  influence  of  warning 
voices?  But  I  must  not  anticipate.  That  common, 
lirty,  brown  hal^enny,    ■   ■ 


her  feet  I  "chuclied"  away  the  obnoiious  halfpen- 
ny. Of  course  it  was  pounced  upon  by  eager  hands. 
The  child's  eyes  glistened  wistfully — perhaps,  also, 
with  a  glance  of  gratitude.  But  T  must  solemnly 
confess,  that  I  was  not  actuated  by  the  slightest 
feelings  of  charity.  I  cannot  take  that  "  flattering 
unction  "  to  my  soul.  Had  that  halfpenny  of  desti- 
ny rolled  into  a  drain,  I  should  not  have  less  con- 
sidered its  mission  on  earth  accomplished — I  should 
not  have  felt  one  feeling  of  remorse  that  it  had  not 
done  its  work  of  benevolence.  But  I  had  no  time 
for  reflections,  even  liad  I  been  inclined  to  make 
them — which  I  in  no  way  was — for,  at  tbat  moment, 
such  a  jaunty,  sprightly  female  ^ure  passed  me, 
that  I  was  immediately  all  eyes  for  that  pattern  of 
slim  elegance.  If  I  mistook — and  I  was  not  mis- 
taken— she  bad  turned  her  bead  suddenly  towards 
?,  and  started  with  visible  emotion.     I  could 
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ly  susceptible  heart,  a  treacherously  vivid  imagina- 
tion, and  an  all  absorbing  love  of  adventure.  I 
darted  after  the  lorely  female  immediately;  for 
lovely  I  was  most  positively  convinced  she  was,  by 
my  heart's  instincts,  although  1  never  saw  her  face. 
Besides,  there  was  no  mistaMng  the  grace  of  that 
exquisite  tournvre — the  elegance  of  that  lady-like 
apparel — the  neatly  turned  delicacy  of  that  foot  and 
ankle,  as  with  one  hand  she  held  up  her  dress  to 
avoid  that  slight  layer  of  mud,  which  seems  indis- 
pensable to  the  well-being  of  the  Strand,  even  in 
bright  weather.  What  a  light,  springy  step  she 
had,  too!  She  must  be  a  Hebe  1  She  was  as  young 
as  beautithl.  She  walked  briskly ;  I  followed  with 
quick  steps,  but  unwilling  to  alarm  her  by  too  evi- 
dent a  pursuit — I  followed  like  one  fascinated  by  a 
witch-spell.  She  turned  the  corner  of  Wellington 
Street,  and  made  for  Waterloo  Bridge.  Between 
that  corner  and  the  bridge  I  was  never  Once  able  to 
pass  her,  so  as  directly  to  turn  round  and  gaze  upon 
her  lovely  face.  She  reached  the  bridge  rapidly, 
paid  her  halfpenny,  passed  the  turnstile — and  there 
I  stood  on  the  other  side !  I  felt  for  a  halfpenny — 
my  last  and  only  coin  of  that  yalae  had  been  reck- 
lessly Hung  away  t  But  was  I  to  be  detained  in  my 
pursuit  of  that  beauteous  creature  for  the  want  of 
such  a  paltry  piece  of  money?     Gallantry  forbid t 

flung  it  down,  and,  furious  at  the  dilatory  precision 
of  the  toll-keep«r,  as  he  fumbled  for  my  fivepence- 
haU^enny  worth  of  balunce,  dashed  through  the 
turnstile,  with  the  hasty  objurgation  of — "  Confound 
youT — keep  your  change! 

During  this  delay,  the  "lovely  one"  had  consid- 
erably gained  upon  me  in  her  rapid  course.  She 
had  just  reached  the  further  extremity  of  the  bridge, 
and  was  proceeding,  with  that  peculiar  fascinating 
jauntinesB  of  step,  along  the  Waterloo  Road,  when  I 
found  myself  sufficiently  near  to  make  a  plunge  in 
advance  of  her,  and  turn.  This  rapid  act  of  foot- 
manship  was  executed  to  my  entire  satisfaction; 
and  I  fkced  round!  Fatality  I  At  the  very  same 
moment  my  fair  unknown  mounted  the  steps  of  a 
largo  house,  and  knocked  at  the  door.  During  the 
interval  that  ensued,  before  the  appearance  of  a 
slipshod  maid  in  answer  to  that  knock,  the  object 
of  my  pursuit  was  not  even  influenced  by  that  pow- 
erful motive  of  curiosity,  which  is  supposed  to  be 
so  essentially  feminine,  to  turn  her  head  and  look 
at  her  pursuer;  and  yet  she  ■at'uti  have  been  aware 
that  a  gentleman,  and  one  of  decent  personal  ap- 
pearance, he  flattered  himself,  was  behind  her.  The 
door  was  opened—^n  inquiry  was  made — she  dis- 
appeared behind  that  closing  door.  I  felt  myself 
profoundly  humiliated.  My  ctiaour  propre  was  now, 
however,  strongly  called  into  play,  as  ally  and  aux- 
iliary to  my  previous  love  of  excitement,  I  was 
not  going  to  renounce  my  {uquant  adventure  upon 
the  first  slight  defeat.  Oh,  no!  I  commenced, 
then,  the  duty  of  performing,  wbat  the  Germans 
so  signiflcantly  call  '^fetiiler-parade" — window  pa- 
rade—before that  house.  But  not  a  glimpse  could 
I  catch  of  any  lovely  form  at  any  window  of  any 
story  of  the  house,  I  did  considerable  damage  to 
the  soles  of  my  boots  with  the  continuous  friction 
of  my  impatience.  Time— -precious  time— elapsed. 
She  did  not  come.  Did  ahe,  perhaps,  reside  in  that 
house?  Had  I  hunted  my  fox  to  earth?  Might  I 
not  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  without  unearthing 
her  1  But  no.  The  elegance  of  that  lady-hke  at- 
tire never  could  belong  to  a  house  in  the  Waterloo 
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Eoml!  I  resumed  my  feiisler-parade.  Suddenly  my 
eye  fell  upon  a  grinning  pot-boy,  who  stood  with 
the  empty  attributes  of  his  peripatetic  culling,  evi- 
dently  laughing  at  me  and  my  occupation.  My  first 
feeling  was  that  of  wrath  at  this  vulgar  ridicule — 
my  first  impulse  that  of  pommelling.  But  these 
first  feelings  were  crushed  by  the  bright  Idea  that 
this  probable  denizen  of  the  neighborhood  might 
be  able  to  give  me  some  information  with  regard  to 
tlie  inmates  of  that  bouse. 

So  I  accoated  my  satirical  observer,  and  pro- 
pounded to  hira  boldly  the  necessary  questions. 
Confound  the  fellow!  he  only  scratched  his  head 
and  grinned  the  more.  Indignation,  however, 
again  gave  way  to  another  bright  idea.  There  is  a 
certain  race  of  beings,  whose  powers  of  speech  are 
Eo  feeble,  that  their  tongues  cannot  be  loosened, 
until  a  djarm,  mnch  recommended  by  gipsies,  is 
exercised  upon  it — that,  namely,  of  crosMng  the 
palm  with  silver.  Hy  purse  was  again  put  in  requi- 
K^on.  Now  it  is  perfectly  evident  that,  for  diis 
purpose,  a  "  little  siipence "  would  have  amply  suf- 
ficed. But  that  "little  sixpence"  had  already  been 
sent  to  look  after  that  halfpenny,  the  contemptuous 
treatment  of  which  was  already  bringing  down  upon 
my  destined  head  its  just  retahation — that  halfpen-. 
ny,  the  true  value  of  which  was  now  beginning  to 
be  felt.  So  a  shilling  was  compelled  to  take  the 
place  of  the  "little  aiipencc."  The  proof  of  the 
infellibillty  of  gipsies  was  shown,  however,  on  the 
spot.  The  charm  operated  like  a  miracle.  The 
pot-boy's  power  of  speech  was  suddenly  restored ; 
although  that  obnoxious  grinning  was  not  for  a 
moment  modified  by  the  sudden  revulsion.  The 
information  I  received  was  of  a  most  miscellaneous 
character;  the  differcDt  stories  of  the  house  were 
inhabiled  by  personages  of  the  most  varied  descrip- 
tion— in  the  first  fioor  lived  a  "curious  old  chap," 
—pot-boy  could  not  tell  me  what  he  waB ;  some  said 
he  was  a  conjurer — others  a  doctor — only  ho  didn't 
doctor  like  other  doctors — he  was  supposed  to  doc- 
tor by  magic  agns  with  his  fingers.  Ue  had  no 
jamily.  In  the  second  foor  dwelt  a  celebrated 
actress,  with  her  husband.  In  the  third  was  a  tai- 
lor's establishment.  .In  the  garrets — but  no!  I 
would  not  have  the  prestige  of  my  beauteous  crea- 
ture destroyed  by  a  sapposition  that  she  coald  have 
any  connection  with  garrets !  I  waived  ail  further 
information  of  so  lofty  a  description.  I  could  not 
believe  that  she  had  come  to  have  her  fortune  told 
by  the  conjurer — I  would  not  so  cruelly  malign  her 
good  sense ;  and  I  was  ignorant  at  that  time  of  the 
new  profession  of  mesmeric  pathology,  just  then 
struggling  into  notice.  She  could  not  be — she  was 
not  the  celebrated  actress.  I  knew  all  the  ceiehral- 
ed  actresses  at  all  the  theatres  in  London  by  heart, 
and  the  celebrated  actress  named  in  particular. 
My  fair  unknown  wanted  very  many  inches  of  her 
volume  of  waist.  She  could  not  have  come  to  the 
t^oring  establishment  to  order  a  coat  or  a  pair  of 
— no!  no! — I  was  bewildered.  I  renewed  my 
fensler-parade  once  more.  Eiit  pot-boy,  still  grin- 
ning over  the  charm  which  crossed  the  palm  of  his 
hand,  with  the  evident  conviction  impressed  upon 
every  feature  of  hia  face,  that  the  "  young  chap  was 
awful  green." 

The  beat  of  ray  fenaier-parade  was  getting  more 
and  more  elongated — for  its  eiercisc  had  evidently 
attracted  the  notice  of  various  passengers,  and 
among  others,  of  a  guardian  of  the  public  peace ; 
and  I  was  troubled  by  the  little  flattering 


I  was  receiving.  I  had  almost  reached  the  bridge, 
when,  on  turning,  I  saw  at  last,  to  my  delight,  my 
fair  unknown  descending  the  steps  of  the  mysteri- 
ous house.  Now  I  should  meet  her!  But  nol 
She  turned  in  the  other  direction.  T  again  pursued 
her.  But,  ohi  and  again  fatality!  sbe  hailed  a 
coach,  got  hito  it,  and  proceeded  ^ong  the  Water- 
loo Road.  Now  the  old  "  hackney  "  of  those  days 
was  as  devoid  of  the  fieetness  of  movement  possess- 
ed by  the  public  vehicles  of  the  present  time,  as 
were  all  other  means  of  locomotion.  With  a 
slight  exertion  I  might  have  followed  and  kept  in 
sight  the  heavy  old  "jarvey,"  on  foot.  But  at  the 
time  a  cab  passed — a  cab — then  a  modem  convey- 
ance. An  evil  geoius  prompted  me  to  hail  the 
driver — my  good  genius,  you  know,  bad  long  since 
left  me,  very  deservedly,  perhaps,  in  the  lurch.  I 
imagined  that  I  coald  continue  my  pursuit  in  a  far 
more  satislkctory  manner,  as  regarded  both  body 
and  mind,  by  this  seemingly  more  commodious  pro- 
ceeding. Giving  the  cabman  directions  ut  follow 
the  vehicle  immediately  before  us,  keep  it  in  ught, 
and  stop  a  littlo  short  of  the  place  where  it  might 
stop,  I  flung  myself  upon  the  seat.  Our  avant  am- 
rier  turned  down  a  street  to  the  right — Lambeth 
Marsh,  I  have  since  been  led  to  beheve,  was  its  mud- 
dy appellation— we  followed.  Suddenly  we  were 
arrested  in  our  career  by  a  brewer's  dray,  a  coster- 
monger's  donkey  cart,  and  sundry  other  obnoxious 
vehicles.  But,  by  Jove !  the  jarvey  had  got  past 
before  the  thick  of  the  obstruction  came ; — the  jar- 
vey had  got  past  1  and  we  were  blocked  up  as  with 
an  avalanche— a  faUen  Rossberg,  which  no  hnman 
efibrta  could  have  removed.  What  availed  my 
frantic  curses  on  the  head  of  the  cabman,  who  was 
not  in  fault? — or  on  my  own,  although  far  nearer 
to  justice  in  this  last  fulmination?  We  were  piti- 
lessly locked  in!  Nothing  was  to  be  done  but  to 
pursue  the  coach  on  foot.  I  sprang  from  the  cab, 
and  telling  the  cabman  to  go — never  mind  where — 
tendered  him  hastily  his  fare.  In  those  days,  his 
fare  would  have  been  eightpence.  The  smallest 
coin  now  left  in  my  possesion,  since  the  reckless 
bestowal  of  that  shilling  upon  the  grinning  pot-boy 
— that  shilling  which  might  have  been  replaced  by 
a  raxpence,  if  the  siipence  had  not  been  tendered 
to  the  toll-keeper,  and  all  for  want  of  that  unlucky 
halfpenny! — the  smallest  coin  now  left  was  half  a 
crown.  Of  course  the  cabman  had  no  change— a 
cabman  never  has,  more  especially  when  he  sees  a 
fare  in  a  fluster  of  hurry — to  say  nothing  of  a  fare 
who  has  just  sent  him — never  mind  where  I  If  I 
could  wait,  he  might,  perhaps,  get  change  at  the 
nearest  "public."  Wait!  wait!  hnpOBsible!  so  the 
cabman  grinned  and  pocketed  the  bait-crown — he, 
too,  grinned !  And  again  behold  me  on  my  feet,  in 
pursuit  of  that  creaky,  crazy,  crawling  vehicle, 
which  contuned  the  object  of  my  admiration.  Yes  1 
there  it  was  still  before  me!  Pursuing  my  way 
through  opposing  throngs — never  surely  was  Lon- 
don thoroughfare  so  encombered  before— T  reached 
the  comer  of  Bridge  Street,  Just  as  jarvey  turned 
the  same  corner.  I  rushed  round  at  a  sharp  afigle- 
Then  came  a  crash — an  outcry— a  grasp  of  my  col- 
lar— a  struggle,  and  a  fall ! 

In  my  sharp  turn  of  that  unlucky  comer,  my  feet 
had  come  into  conflict  with  a  mass  of  crockery  ex- 
posed to  view,  and,  perhaps,  not  unwittingly,  to 
accident,  before  a  paltry  shop  door.  The  master 
of  the  establishment,  seeing  that  I  paid  no  heed  to 
the  mischief  I  had  done,  hy  smashing  sundry  plates 


,,  Google 


ALL  I 


I   WAKT   OF   A   HALFPENNY. 


aod  other  utensils  of  the  coarsest  fobric,  bad  seized 
me  bj  the  collar  and  rudely  dragged  me  back  with 
an  impetus,  to  which  the  hurried  movement  of  my 
desperate  impatience  lent  a  reeiatlosa  force.  In 
vain  was  my  frantic  cries — io  vain  was  my  struggle  1 
A  powerful  arm  held  me  captive,  until  I  should 
make  ample  compensation  for  the  damage.  I  pro- 
mised all  that  was  desired,  if  my  antagonist  would 
but  make  a  rapid  estimate  of  the  injury  inflicted 
upon  his  dirty  eroeke^.  A  sulky,  but  keen  glance 
was  thrown  over  the  ftagmenfa ;  and  I  was  inform- 
ed that  half-a^rown  would  about  pay  for  the  un- 
lucky smash.  I  am  convinced — I  was  convinced  at 
the  moment — that  tenpence  would  have  been  an 
ample  remuneration.  But  I  attempted  no  resist- 
ance to  theeitorUon.  My  purse  was  agiun  opened 
for  the  half-crown  demanded.  But  my  only  half- 
crown  was  already  gone  to  replace  the  shilUng,  that 
had  replaced  the  dipence,  that  had  replaced  the 
unlucky  and  self-avenging  half-pennyl  It  was  a 
very  "House  that  Jack  built,"  (could  I  have  laughed, 
I  could  have  chuckled,  a  very  "house  that  Jack 
demolished") — of  financial  disaster!  I  tendered 
the  five-shilling  piece.  Myjude  brittleware  enemy 
was  fumbling  in  his  pockets  for  change,  when  a  vile 
twenty-stone  blowsy  female  helpmate  of  the  small 
deaicE  came  forward,  and,  without  even  deigning  to 
cast  one  of  her  squinting  eyes  upon  the  destroyed 
ware,  impudently  asserted  that  the  five  shillings 
tendered  would  scarcely  cover  the  price  of  the 
damage.  Now,  this  began  io  be  too  much  for  my 
exasperated  spjritl  I  angrily  resisted  the  further 
claim,  which,  could  I  have  paid  the  half  crown  at 
once,  would  wiably  never  have  been  made.  I  was 
more  angrily  treated  as  a  malefactor.  The  reeking 
crowd  of  ail  ages  and  of  both  sexes,  which  had 
gathered  around  us,  uplifted  their  "greasy  voices," 
and  howled  "  Shame !  shame  1"  at  me  I  me,  the  vic- 
tim! Hideous  hootings  arose  upon  the  air;  and 
the  guardian  of  the  public  peace— an  apparition, 
whom  only  an  evil  destiny  could  have  r^sed  at  a 
juncture  when  interference  was  really  necessary — 
again  suddenly  stood  by  my  dde,  and,  by  a  grasp  of 
my  collar,  appeared  inclined  to  side  with  the  cbmor- 
ous  populace,  and  drag  me  to  "  durance  vile,"  as  a 
poMtive  or  a  probable  criminal.  Bat,  by  this  time  I 
had  become  frantic  I  made  a  "  grand  rush  of  one," 
lore  myself  from  the  hands  of  the  tyrannical  myr- 
midon, dashed  through  the  crowd  with  the  violence 
of  a  yoong  elephant,  and  rashed  desperately  along 
Bridge-street,  pursued  by  cries  of  "Stop  thief  1  stop 
thief!" — cries  admirably  illustrative  of  the  diaboli- 
cal iruustice  of  the  divine  "  vox  popu/i,"— for  had  I 
not  have  left  my  five  shilling  piece  in  the  hands  of 
my  estortioner? 

I  ran  as  a  man  will  run  before  the  howHngs  of  a 
mass  of  other  men,  however  unjust  tlie  popular  exe- 
cration, when  he  is  unaided  and  has  lost  his  head. 
I  ran.  The  pursuit  was  still  behind  me ;  the  howl- 
ings  still  rang  in  my  ears.  I  felt  myself  a  hare  flee- 
ing from  a  pack  of  mangy  hounds.  Suddenly  the 
thought  crossed  that  I  might  double.  I  turned, 
and  darted  into  an  open  house  door,  tore  up  the 
first  flight  of  stairs,  dimly  discovered  a  brass  plate 
upon  a  door,  setting  forth  the  words,  "Screw, 
Dentist," — rang  frantically,  and  was  admitted  with- 
out further  molestation.  Ushered  into  the  presence 
of  Mr.  Screw,  dentist,  I  stammered  and  blushed, 
and  could  find  no  excuse  for  my  intrusion.  I  was 
too  young  and  foolish  to  do  what  I  should  have  now 
done — could  I,  with  any  poe^bility,  find  myseifin  a 


similar  dilemma — dmply  tell  the  truth,  laugh  over 
it.  and  beg  ten  minutes'  hospitahty.  But,  no.  I 
could  find  no  available  reason  for  my  entry,  but  the 
natural  one,  which  the  occupation  of  my  host  sug- 
gested. BcMdes,  I  feared  that  he  too  might  misin- 
terpret my  story.  1  declared  that  I  had  called,  in 
an  extremity  of  agony,  to  have  a  tooth  extracted. 
Now,  I  solemnly  assert  that  all  my  teeth  were  m  the 
finest  possible  condition;  and,  I  believe,  I  had  a 
kind  of  conviction  on  my  mind  diat  my  honest 
operator  would  immediately  declare  that  there  was, 
in  reality,  no  tooth  to  extract.  In  answer  to  his 
inquiries  as  to  where  I  felt  the  pain,  I  gasped,  in  an 
embarrassed  manner,  "Everywhere,"  Upon  this 
the  rascal  audaciously  asserted  that  he  descried  the 
cause  of  the  pain  in  one  of  my  molars;  and,  before 
I  could  expostulate,  an  instrument  was  inserted  into 
my  mouth,  to  prevent  further  explanation,  and  a 
molar  was  wrenched  from  my  jaws.  Par  paran- 
Ihese,  I  am  fully  convinced  that  all  the  evils  that 
have  since  happened  to  as  splendid  a  set  of  teeth  as 
originally  ever  adorned  a  human  mouth,  are  wholly 
attributable  to  the  untimely  dislocation  of  that  one 
mokr— another  illustration  of  causes  and  effects, 
upon  which  I  cannot  now  dwell.  However,  the 
operation  had  been  performed ;  and,  still  maddened 
with  pain  and  mortlHcation,  I  hunted  in  my  purso 
for  payment.  A  circular  lay  upon  the  table  of  the 
vile  Screw  ;  and  I  had  occasion  to  see  that  the  sum 
of  five  shillings  was  professionally  demanded  for  the 
estntction  of  a  kioth.  My  Sve-shilling-jMece,  how- 
ever, had  disappeared,  upon  the  "  house  that  Jack 
demolished"  principle,  i  laid  one  of  my  sovereigns 
on  the  table.  What  did  that  audacious  fellow  mean 
by  smiling  with  that  false  smile,  and  transferring 
the  sovereign  to  his  pocket?  He  evidently  meant 
to  indnuate  that  it  was  no  more  than  his  accus- 
tomed fee.  I  have  SMd  that  I  was  young  and  fool- 
ish. So,  instead  of  politely  speaking  my  mind  to 
the  traitor,  I  merely  blushed  again  awkwardly,  and 
allowed  myself  to  be  bowedout  of  the  room;  and  I' 
found  my  way  down  again  into  the  street,  minus  a 
fine  molar,  and  with  the  horrible  conviction  dawn- 
ing upon  me  that  the  funds  necessary  for  the  pay- 
ment of  my  bill  and  the  fere  of  "  slow  and  seedy  " 
— necessary  to  allow  me  to  escape  from  London, 
and  return  to  those  college  rooms,  whence  I  was 
bound  to  indite  my  weekly  eplstie,  without  which 
detection  and  disgrace  were  inevitable — were  al- 
ready frightfully  entrenched  upon.  I  was  a  lost 
man  I  My  mind  was  far  from  relieved  by  the  fur- 
ther  conviction  that,  bnt  for  the  reckless  disregard 
of  that  poor  despised  halfpenny,  sixpence  would 
have  saved  a  shilling,  a  shiUing  half-a-crown,  half-a- 
n  five  shillings,  five  shQIings  a  pound,  and  that 
.  jvereign  would  have  been  still  safe  in  my  purse. 
All  my  financial  misfortunes  had  arisen  simjiy  "/or 
the  Irani  o^  a  haljbenny  I" 

When  I  reached  the  street  my  pursners  had  dis- 
persed. Of  course,  my  beauteous  unknown  had 
long  since  disappeared  fbt  ever  in  that  treacherouB 
■ "  ich.     Still  I  seemed  the  object  of  unpleasant  at- 

Lfion.  The  truth  slowly  dawned  upon  me  that 
my  coat  had  been  lorn  up  my  back  by  the  late 
Struggle  in  the  matter  of  the  crockery.  There  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  purchase,  at  the  nearest 
salesman's,  a  hideous  ready-made  outer  garment. 
With  these  further  entrenches  upon  my  finances, 
the  smallest  hope  of  meeting  my  liabilities  would 
have  vanished,  even  had  not  all  hope  vanished  be- 
fore.   I  now  looked  upon  myself  completely  as  an 
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outcast,  Q.  beggar,  a.  discovered  and  degraded  being. 
I  could  not  reach  Cambridge  without  an  appeal  to 
friends  or  family  for  ivinds.  I  was  utterly  lost  1 
"  All  for  the  viant  of  a  halfpenny  P' 

Repentiince  and  regret  were  now,  however.  Tain. 
In  this  state  of  mind  I  crossed  Westminster  Bridge, 
and  found  myself  in  the  regions  of  Charing  Cross, 
wandering  despondingly  towards  mj  hotel.  So  ab- 
Eorbed  in  my  dilemma  was  I  that  I  no  longer  looked 
upon  any  of  the  passers-by.  WLat  instinct,  then, 
was  it  that  made  me  start  suddenly  and  look 
around  f  Yes  I  it  was  again  my  fair  unknown,  who 
had  passed  me  with  another  lady.  It  was  the  same 
elegant  attire — the  same  charming  figure — the  same 
lady-like  tournure.  Again  my  reckless  fit  seized  me  I 
— and  why  should  it  not  ?  Was  I  not  utterly  lost 
aiready?  I  followed  once  more.  The  ladies  en- 
tered the  National  Gallery.  I  was  quickly  behind 
the  object  of  my  pursuit  in  the  first  room.  Sudden- 
ly she  turned,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  of  sur- 
prise at  seeing  me.  But  that  e:iclaniation  was 
nothing  in  intensity  («  my  own.  It  was  my  own 
mother  I — my  own  mother,  whose  youthful  elegance 
of  figure  had  often  been  the  theme  of  general  ad- 
miration, but,  probably,  had  never  before  attracted 
the  attention  of  ber  son — my  own  mother,  whom  I 
had  &ncied  safely  domiciled  in  the  country!  Uj 
consternation,  confusion,  anguish,  I  cannot  attempt 
to  eipatiate  upon  now. 

Alter  some  minutes  of  awkward  embarrassr 
and  a.  few  preliminary  stammered  sentences,  my 
mother  took  my  hand,  and  spoke  kindly.     "  My 
dear  John,"  she  said,  "should  your  father  evei   " 
cover  (hat  you  have  committed  so  great  an  ai 


disobedience,  he  would  certainly  remove  you  from 
the  University  for  ever,  and  make  you  expiate  your 
fault  in  some  position  of  wretched  drudgery."  See! 
what  great  effects  in  my  destiny  might  have  arisen 
from  one  trivial  cause.  "  But,  for  once,  I  will  con- 
ceal your  delinquency,"  she  continued,  like  a  good, 
dear,  indulgent,  Uberal  little  mother,  as  she  was. 
"  I  saw  yoH  at  a  glance  in  the  Strand,  as,  being  for 
a  few  days  in  town,  I  passed  on  my  way  to  visit  our 
poor  old  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Hewett,  who  lies  sick 
and  in  poverty  in  the  garrets  of  a  house  in  Water- 
loo-road, but  thought  it  best  to  ignore  yout  pres- 
ence, and  refuse  to  see  what  it  pained  me  to  see. 
Why  did  you  persist  in  following  mef"— (Could  I 
say  ?) — "  I  then  took  a  coach,  viated  your  cousins 
m  Parliament-street,  with  one  of  whom  I  have  come 
on  here.  I  little  thought  to  see  you  again;  but 
yon  seem  to  force  yourself  upon  me.  I  ought  to 
speak  harshly  to  you.  There  is  one  triut  of  your 
conduct,  however,  my  boy,  which  has  given  me 
pleasure  in  the  midat  of  my  distress  about  you,  and 
bids  me  be  indulgent.  I  have  seen  you  charitably 
disposed  to  the  unfortunate,"  Oh!  how  I  blushed 
at  this  unmerited  praise !  But,  oh !  lucky  halfpen- 
ny !  "  You  may  want  money,  my  child,  after  such 
a  journey.  Here,  take  this!"  She  thrust  a  five- 
pound  note  into  my  hand,  bless  her  I  "and  remem- 
ber, we  have  not  seen  each  other."    We  parted. 

So  I  paid  my  hotel  bill,  and  got  bock  by  "slow 
and  seedy  :"  and  my  father  remained  in  ignorance 
of  my  escapade.  And  I  have  learned  never  again, 
by  recklessness  in  trifles,  to  plunge  myself  into  em- 
burraasment,  "  all  for  the  v>ant  of  a  halfpenny  !" 


THE   SERIOUS    JOE    MILLER. 


Thk  wide  spread  of  intellect,  which  distinguishes 
the  present  generation  from  all  that  have  preceded 
it,  and  the  intense  desire  for  knowledge  which 
pervades  all  classes  of  society,  have  impressed  upon 
the  writer  of  the  following  lines  the  necessity  of 
ministering  to  the  wants  of  an  educated  pubUc  in  a 
manner  hitherto  unattempted.  Frivolity  has,  until 
now,  characterized  by  far  too  large  a  proportion  of 
our  literature,  and  famiUarity  of  style  has  bred  con- 
tempt in  the  minds  of  the  majority  of  readers. 
Andquity  has  ceased  to  be  venerated,  and  old  age 
has  been  held  in  diseateem.  Our  best  comic  authors 
have  suflered  from  this  cause — and  more  partica- 
larly  one  who  is  identified,  not  only  with  the  Eng- 
lish language,  but  with  the  daily  intercourse  and 
intimate  conversation  of  Englishmen,  in  all  our 
relations  of  life,  and  particularly — after  dinner!  Is 
it  necessary  that  the  name  of  Joseph  Miller  should 
be  mentioned?  He  to  whom  we  owe  the  most,  has 
met  with  the  least  gratitude  in  return.  A  witticism 
is  uttered, — not  the  very  newest,  perhaps, — and 
straightway  the  listener  curls  his  lip,  and  scornfully 
eiclaims,  "  A  Joe !"  as  if  it  were  a  crime  to  repeat 
that  which,  when  first  it  waa  told,  imparted  the 
keenest  dehghtl  This  fidsc  feeling  arises,  not  from 
any  defect  m  the  jokes  themselves,  but  from  the 
manner  of  putting  them ;  and  tliia  we  purpose,  ac- 
cording to  our  present  system,  to  remedy. 

Instead  of  descending  to  the  common-place  level 
of  prose,  it  is  our  intention  to  ruse  the  respected 
Miller  lo  the  dignity  of  biank-verae;  to  impart  a 


tone  of  lofty  sentiment  to  the  exordium  which 
heralds  his  poignant  anecdotes,  and  by  the  force  of 
Btarthng  antithesis,  to  enhance  the  value  of  the 


With  this  view,  the  following  specimens  are  re- 
spectfully submitted  to  the  discerning  public. 

THE  MA9QUEEADE. 
'Tia  merry  in  Lord  William's  hall  to-night ; 
The  dance,  the  song,  the  garhinds,  and  the  lamps. 
Make  night  a  summer  day.     Pair  forms  are  tliere, 
Gracefhl  as  houris  fresh  from  Paradise. 
The  guests  are  clothed  in  garbs  of  many  lands  : 
The  Pole,  the  Russ,  the  Turk,  the  Highlander, 
With  step  majestic  tread  the  marble  floor; 
And  di'monds  flash  from  many  a  haughty  brow; 
And  ail  is  pride,  and  pomp,  and  revelry. 
The  board  is  glittering  with  a  gorgeous  pile 
Of  viands,  form'd  to  lure  the  appetite. 
And  make  the  anchorite  foi^t  his  vow. 
One  sat  beside  that  table. 

He  was  pale- 
As  though  the  blight  of  sorrow  had  too  soon 
Pass'd  o'er  the  blossom  of  his  youthful  hopes : 
His  glance  was  wand'ring  and  irresolute. 
As  if  he  sought— and  found  not.    By  his  garb, 
YoH  might  have  said  Armenia  called  him  son — 
Ample  his  sleeve,  and  large  his  mantle's  folds. 
Sudden  a  flash,  as  of  a  gem  illumined. 
Broke  from  his  eye ;  his  hand  with  rapid  motion 
Clutches  some  object,  and  again  supine 
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Sinks  into  quietude  : — but  wliere  it  pass'd 
There  is  a,  void— a,  apace — where  soinetbing  was, 

Who  gaiaa  fiiedly, 
As  tliougli  the  scowl  of  hate  were  in  that  look  ? 
Suspicion — of  a  nameless  characi  er — 
Curls  the  sardonic  look,  and  sharp  and  fierce 
Flow  forth  tlie  words  trova  that  envanoni'd  tongue, 
As,  seiring  from  the  board  a.  rase  brimful 
T'  o'erflowing, — he  accosted  the  Armenian, 
And,  dashing  the  contents  into  hia  breast, 
ExeUim'd,  "  Perhaps, — as  jou  have  stolen  thefawh, 
Tou'd  hits  some  melted  butter  with  them,  sir!'*^ 

THE  CAKAC. 
Keen  blew  the  blast  across  the  dreary  waste, 
The  driving  aieet,  and  cold,  sharp  piercing  rain. 
Beat  in  the  travller's  face,  and  nurab'd  hia  hmbs. 
As  onward  s^tl  be  sped,  to  gain  the  roof 
Where  he  might  safely  house ; — the  prowling  wolf, 
Alone  abroad,  howl'd  wildly  for  his  prey. 
And  mock'd  the  wat'ry  moon  that  gleiim'd  above. 

Anselmo  stood  within  his  ancient  hall : 
He  paced  the  marble  floor, — then  wistfully 
Turn'd  his  dark  eyes  to  where  no  cheerful  blaze 
Qleam'd  forth  aa  it  was  wont ; — his  household  gods 
Were  shiver'd  aH  \  gloom  darken'd  o'er  his  hearth, 
And  desolation  reign'd,  where  once  was  joy ! 

Sudden  the  trampling  of  a  steed  was  heard  ; 
The  loud-toned  bell  gave  warning  of  approach ; 
The  portal  open'd. — Dripping,  from  the  storm, 

A  scroll,  inscribed  with  mystic  characters : 

"Behold,"  he  cried,  "this  token  of  my  zeal! 

I  come  but  now,  from  yonder  distant  mart. 

To  lell  thee  that  a  carac,  long  oonsign'd, 

Haa  safely  made  the  port — and  there  she  lias, 

Her  precioua  cargo  waiting  thy  award. 

But  'tis  a  costly  price  thou'it  have  to  pay 

For  what  thou  lack'st ; — coals  noy  are  coaia  indeed^ 

Ansehno'fl  brow  grew  dark,  his  breath  came  short ; 

He  seized  the  paper  with  a  trembling  hand. 

And  gazed  upon  those  characters  of  Ere — 

Then,  with  a  aeowl  of  fearful  augury. 

He  slowly  mutter'd  to  the  messenger, 

"  I'm  glad  'tis  so — the  last  you  aent  were  slates  /" 

THE  ILLCTMINATION. 
LoNnoN  was  in  a  blaze — great  Wellington 

Of  our  brave  warriors  had  done  mighty  things  j 

The  enemy  was  orush'd,  and  Victory 

Eaised  her  enamelled  crest,  and  cro'w'd  for  joy  I 

London  was  in  a  blaze— Saint  James's  Street 
Was  ail  one  meteor,  gems  of  ev'ry  hue 
Sent  forth  their  flashing  coruscations  round, 
In  myriad  lamps  of  letters,  stars,  and  auna. 
A  shouting  multitude  is  gazing  upward : 
'Twould  seem  as  if  the  world  had  but  one  mouth, 
And  that  waa  Open  in  amazed  delight. 
One  window — mntfoio  did  I  say— a  score 
Of  crystal  casements  glitter'd  like  a.  lake 
On  which  the  planets  shine.    'Twas  in  a  house 
Where  even  in  daylight  tainbow  hues  were  seen 
On  vaaes  ranged  in  rows  symmetrical; 
Mysterioue  forms  of  instruments  were  there 


Such  as  the  Druids  in  their  sacred  rites 
Might  well  have  used.     Within— but  let  me  not 
Lilt  the  dim  curtain  from  that  secret  place — 
'Tis  with  the  windows  of  that  temple  now 
I  have  lo  do ;  and  ao  had  he,  yon  chief, 
Whose  brawny  arm  is  raised  with  fell  intent; 
Whose  hands  graao  missiles  dangerous  and  dire, 
While  with  n  force  worthy  a  Titan's  strength, 
He  dash'd  them  at  th'  illuminated  windows. 

And  terrible  the  crash;  pane  after  pane 

Fell  rattUng  down,  lamp  follow'd  blazing  lamp. 

In  wild  confusion — fired  with  fiendlike  rage, 

The  giant,  madden'd  with  hia  first  success, 

Pursued  his  proud  advantage.     All  had  felt 

His  vengeance,  when  a  blow,  quick,  heavy,  telling, 

Came  down  upon  him  with  the  speed  of  light. 

"  Why  do  you  break  my  windows,  ruffian,  say  ?" 

Eielaira'd  a  voice— "  Because  I  am  a  glazier,'' 

Retum'd  the  Titan,  with  a  fiendish  laugh. 

"  And  I  a  surgeon,"  cried  the  enraged  assailant ; 

"And  for  this  cause  'tis  mine  to  break  thy  head." 

THE  I.4NB. 
'TwAS  a  green  lane,  the  primrose  was  in  bloom, 
And  the  sweet  violet,  with  purple  blush, 
Starr'd  ev'ry  bank :  the  hawthorn  hedges  gave 
Their  perfumed  garlands  to  the  flattering  wind 
That  fondled  them :  the  golden  buttercup 
And  white-ray'd  daisy  looked  up  from  the  grass. 
Emerald  and  glistening  with  the  morning's  tears. 
The  atcer,  with  spotted  hide,  peep'd  o'er  Ibe  fence. 
And  lon'd  a  welcome  to  the  riang  day  ; 
The  tit  sprang  from  a  tiny  twig,  and  woke 
A  fairy  lay  of  love ;  the  fleecy  flock 
Their  ceaseless  labor,  'midst  the  thymj  mead, 
Pursued,  with  heads  bent  down,  as  though  they 

sought 
Some  treasure  atrew'd  along  the  flow'ry  way. 
Thrice  happy  searchers!  finding  what  they  seek, 
Food — ever  food— fragrant  and  fresh  and  springing, 
Like  youthful  hopes  and  wishes. 

Who  approaches. 
With  buoyant  step  and  countenance,  where  blend 
The  rich  vermilion  and  the  purple  tint 
Of  hualth  and  exercise?    Young  boy,  thy  face 
Is  round  and  ruddy,  and  thy  garments  scarce 
Conceal  those  limbs  robust  and  Strongly  knit. 
There  is  a  sparkle  in  that  eye  of  thine 
Might  make  the  warbler  on  iiis  topmost  bough 
Tremble  for  those  within  the  downy  neat. 

Another  form  comes  pacing  from  afar, 
■e  and  lordly,  portly  and  austere ; 
ble  ciad,  and  hat  of  mystic  form. 


But  no  sign  of  awe 

That  blooming  boy  Ssplays — he  passes  on 

Yes,  on — nor  turns  aside,  nor  hows  his  head, 
But  whistUng,  runs  as"thongh  no  clergyman 
Existed  under  Nature's  canopy  I 
"  Ill-nurtured  urchin  I"  cries  the  reverend  man, 
"Methinks  that  thou  art  better  fed  than,  taught." 

The  boy  of  rosy  countenance  turn'd  round, 
And  with  a  glance  in  which  respect  was  not, 
And  an  unfolding  of  his  fingers  four 
And  thumb  depress'd,  placed  on  his  curling  nose. 
Replied — "  You're  tight  for  once,  old  gentleman ; 
For  mother  feeds  me,  and  Tm  taught  bt/  you  F' 


,,  Google 


WHIMSICALITIEa   OF   EOBERT   WILLIAM    KLLISTON. 


WHIMSICALITIES   OF   ROBERT   WILLIAM   ELLISTOS. 


Robert  Wiluam  Ellistos  was  the  moat  gentle- 
manl;  comedian  upon  tbe  stage.  !□  tbc  warm- ' 
hearted,  eccentrio  heroes  of  tbe  sterling  comedies 
he  has  neser  been  eicelled  ;  and  his  auecegs  in  Sir 
Edward  Mortimer,  in  Colman's  plaj  of  The  Iron 
Cheat,  after  John  Kemble  bad  fiuled  in  it,  atamped 
him  ag  a  tragedian  of  .oonaderabie  preteoMon.  He 
afterwards  went  through  the  whole  range  of  first- 
rate  parts,  but  I  must  confess  that  his  tragedy  al- 
ways seemed  vapid  and  bearj,  even  in  bis  proud 
and  palmy  days.  He  had  a  pompous  delivery  in  all 
serious  characters,  with  a  labored  and  frequent  em- 
phasis; and  the  beautiful  language  of  ShaUspere 
came  from  his  mouth  Uke  the  fustian  of  modern 
melo-drama.  He  played  for  some  time  at  London 
and  Bath  upon  alternate  nights,  travelling  each  day 
a  distance  of  more  than  one  hundred  miles;  this 
procured  him  the  name  of  "  the  telegraph  actor." 
He  was  at  aU  times  an  industrioos  and  persevering 
luao,  honest  in  his  payments  when  he  could,  but 
too  often  lavish  of  promises  which  he  never  intend- 
ed to  perform.  As  an  actor  of  first-rate  talent,  ho 
was  deservedly  a  general  favorite ;  but  as  a  man- 
ager, no  man  could  be  more  despised.  Eis  domi- 
neering temper  involved  him  in  continual  strife. 
His  maiiagement  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre  was  marked 
with  an  eternal  siring  of  police  cases,  horse-whip- 
pings, squabbles  and  fights;  yet  be  was  without 
anunosity  in  his  disposition,  and  in  social  life 
hland,  conversational,  and  agreeable. 

Eliislon  had  a  rage — a  passion — a  perfect  m 
g  the  audience,  which  he  did  most 


with  a  smoll  pit  then  enclosed,  and  not  bigger 
a  decent-sized  drawing-room.  Tbc  house  oad 
moderately  attended  in  the  early  part  of  the  e 
ing  in  quesUon,  but  the  second  op  half-price 
tomers  crammed  it  to  aufibcation.  The  pit  we 
fidl  that  many  persons  became  alarmed,  and 
deavoredto  climb  into  the  boxes;  but  as  they 
already  suLficientlv  crowded,  the  intruders 
pushed  back  again,  and  the  confusion  became  up- 
roarious. Elliston  was  acting  the  hero  in  Moncricfi''s 
drama  of  "  Rochester."  He  was  on  the  stage,  wug- 
ing  or  endeavoring  to  sing  to  his  lady-love,  the 
btdlad  of  "  I  love  thee,  and  that  is  enough."  The 
over-crowded  pitites  were  too  noisy  to  be  passed 
over.  Dropping  the  lady's  hand,  and  advancing  to 
the  very  front  of  the  stage,  he  looked  all  around 
with  an  authoritative  and  school-master  sot^  of 
stare,  and  in  a  pompous  manner  add,  "  What  is  the 
meaning  of  this  disgraceful  disturbance?"  "Too 
full — over-crowded, — shame! — shame ! — robbery! 
give  us  back  our  money  I"  were  some  of  the  numer- 
ous responses,  "  Do  I  understand  aright,  that  you 
complain  of  the  bouse  being  too  full?  Who  dare 
assert  it !" — and  he  drew  himself  up  as  if  he  felt 
that  it  was  impossible  any.  one  could  contradict 
him.  "  I  do,"  said  a  gentleman  in  the  pit ;  "  there 
are  more  of  us  here  now  than  the  place  was  ever 
intended  to  hold,  and  your  door-keepers  still  keep 
admitting  others."  Miston  pointed  his  finger  at 
the  speaker,  and  thus  addressed  him :  "  How  dare 
you,  sir,  contradict  me  in  my  (Hon  hoiue  f  I  say 
the  pit  is  not  too  full ;  and  to  your  confusion  I  say 


it,  that  I  have  had  one  hundred  pounds  more  in 
that  pit  than  there  is  at  tbe  present  moment."  The 
barefeced  efirontery  of  this  Ue  absolutely  dumb- 
founded the  audience.  The  pit  never  held  twenty 
pounds  at  any  one  time.  Before  the  collecting 
wrath  could  explode,  Elliston  turned  round  to  his 
companion,  and  taking  her  hand  with  his  blandest 
and  moat  insinuating  smile,  resumed  the  re/rain  of 
his  song. — "E-e-e-enoimh — e-o-e-enough — and  that 
— and  that  is — enough.  The  transition  was  so  ab- 
rupt, and  the  words  so  ridiculously  appropriate, 
that  the  thunder-doud  burst  in  a  roar  of  laughter, 
and  the  over-crowded  audience  settled  legs  as  well 
they  could. 

While  he  was  lessee  of  Drury  Lane  theatre,  some 
imedy  failed  upon  the  first  representation,  and  was 
most  unequivocally  damned.  It  was  close  upon  the 
time  of  the  famine  in  Ireland,  consequent  upon  the 
failure  of  the  potato-crop.  Elliston  was  anjioyed  at 
'  non-success  of  the  piece.  He  eipected  it  would 
e  had  a  long  run,  and  have  brought  money  to 
treasury.  He  therefore  insisted  on  one  of  the 
performers  announcing  it  for  further  representation. 
The  audience  felt  insulted,  and  raised  a  cry  of 
"Manager!"  He  threw  open  the  stage-door,  and 
stalked  on.  "What  is  the  reason  you  have  con- 
demned this  comedy?  I  am  a  better  judge  of 
plays  than  you  can  he,  and  I  aver  it  to  be  an  ex- 
cellent play,  a  capital  play,  and  it  must  and  shall  be 
again  performed."  He  retired  toward  tbe  stage 
door;  a  roar  of  indignation  followed  him.  He  felt 
he  had  gone  too  far.  The  jells  were  redoubled; 
he  trembled  for  the  safety  of  his  chandeliere;  so 
drawing  out  hia  white  cambric  handkerchief,  an  ex- 
cellent adjunct  when  you  wish  to  be  pathcdc,  he 
advanced  again  to  the  front,  assuming  a  penitential 
and  deprecatory  air.  The  groans  were  loud  and 
long,  but  he  kept  his  ground,  looking  beseechingly 
to  the  right  and  left  He  triumphed-  a  pause  en- 
sued, when  he  bega  My  men  — thou 
sands  of  our  fellow-«    i              .     _  —  -. 


Ireland.     A  Benefit      U    ak     p!a 
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'hole  of  the  p 
pointed  to  receive    ub      p  htir  rebel 

When  I  appeal  to  yo  as  Sigh  bm  for  coopera 
tion  in  this  glorious    a  se  m    h  lis  me  that 

I  shall  not  appeal  in  vain.  A  burst  ol  approbation 
followed ;  John  Bull  was  tickled ;  the  insult  for 
l^ven;  and  Elliston  retired  amidst  loud  and  vehe 
ment  shouts  of  applause. 

In  the  stage  representation  of  George  the  Fourth  s 
coronation,  which  ran  some  two  or  three  hundred 
nights,  Elliston  personated  the  Bng.  This  spectacle 
was  produced  with  extraordinary  splendor;  the  prin- 
cipal actors  walked  in  procession  as  members  of  the 
Royal  Family  ;  a  platfonn  extended  across  the  im- 
mense pit;  and  the  mimic  monarch,  gorgeously 
dressed  in  exact  imitation  of  hia  royal  patron, 
marched  over  the  heads  of  that  portion  of  the  au- 
dience, and  received  the  shouts  of  applause  and  the 
homage  of  his  acted  subjects,  with  a  graceful  and 
dignified  acknowledgment.  The  frequent  repeti- 
tion of  all  this  "pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance" 
of  kingly  assumption,  mingling  with  tbe  fumes  of 
much  brandy  and  water,  and  tbe  natural  hanteui  of 
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his  maoagerial  dignity,  so  conglomerated  our  actor's 
ideas,  that  he  frequently  Jancieil  himself  the  mon- 
arch he  was  represendng.  It  has  been  said  that  he 
offered  to  confer  the  dignity  of  knighthood  npon 
his  stage  manager,  steady  John  Cooper ;  but  if  the 
proposal  was  erer  made,  it  must  hate  been  when 
Elliston  was  most  royally  drunk.  More  than  once 
did  he  leave  the  crowd  of  kneeling  courtiers,  and 
advancing  to  the  front  of  the  stage,  extend  his  arms 
toward  the  audience  as  if  in  the  act  of  benediction, 
and  say,  "  God  bless  jou,  my  people !" 

So  finnly  was  this  impression  of  royalty  fixed  In 
the  mind  of  this  eccentric  man,  or  so  agreeable  was 
the  assumption  to  his  usual  pomposity,  that  it  would 
frequently  appear,  even  in  matters  of  business, — 
and  in  the  early  part  of  the  day,  too,  when  charity 
would  lead  us  to  suppose  that  the  spiritual  move- 
ment could  scarcely  have  commenced.  A  boy  was 
sent  to  him  with  a  note  from  a  triend,  requesting  a 
free  admission  for  the  evening.  He  waved  his  hand 
and  said,  in  a  dignified  voice,  "  Child,  quit  the 
council  chamber ;  we  cannot  noir  receive  petitions." 

This  regal  disphiy  procured  him  the  title  of  King 
Robert  William,  and  even  his  friends  nick-named 
him  His  Majesty.  A  curious  remark  by  old  Spring, 
the  boi-book  keeper,  added  lo  the  jeer.  At  this  time 
the  rivalry  between  the  two  largo  houses  was  car- 
ried to  extremes.  An  habitual  frequenter  met 
Spring  in  the  lobby  of  Drury  one  evening,  and  ac- 
costed him  with,  "Well,  Spring,  what  sort  of  a 
house  have  you  to-night? — pretty  fall,  eh  ?"  "Mid- 
dling, my  dear,  sir,  middling ;  that  is,  not  very  good ; 
but  we  don't  grumble ;  indeed  we  have  no  right  to 
grumble.  God  is  very  good  to  us,  for  tbey  have  a 
miserable  house  at  Covent  Garden."  The  wags 
said,  w  th  more  wit  than  reverence,  that  Drury  was 
mana  ed  by  a  monarch,  and  patronized  by  Provi- 

El  ha  d  th  Third  was  reproduced  under  Elliston'a 
mana  ement,  with  a  revision  of  test,  and  a  total 
allerat  o  n  the  usual  style  of  dress.  Soane  pro- 
duced h  s  authorities,  and  Kean  jumped  about  in 
an  ron  skull-oap  and  a  "close-bodied  gown,  the 
sleeves  curiously  cut,"  looking  more  like  a  Tartar 
amazon  than  the  lUchard  of  our  idea,  Elliston  ap- 
peared as  Kiohmond  in  a  new  suit  of  shining  armor, 
and  strutted  about  the  stage,  grasping  a  terrific 
pole-aie  and  a  bright  shield,-- very  much  to  his 
own  delight,  Kean's  annoyance,  and  the  amusement 
of  the  audience.  In  the  last  scene,  when  Harry 
Tudor  inquires  of  his  friend,  Lord  Stanley,  after  his 
son,  the  safety  of  whose  head  had  been  threatened 
by  the  tyrant,  Elliston  should  have  said : 

Praj  tdl  me,  la  young  Geoi^o  SUnley  living !  , 

To  which  the  grateful  parent  replies; 

Ue  13,  my  licgc.  sod  safe  In  Leicester  town. 
Mr.  Powel,  a  respectable  veteran,  played  Lord 
Stanley.  Ho  was  the  usual  representative  of  gray- 
headed  pappies,  quiet  old  guardians,  and  fiilh  act 
micles.  He  was  always  scrupulously  perfect,  but 
could  no  more  go  out  of  his  way,  even  to  the  altera- 
tion of  a  syllable,  than  he  could  have  walked  up  a 
rope  stretched  from  the  stage  to  the  gallery,  in  the 
style  of  that  god  of  grace  and  agility,  Herr  Cline. 
Elliston,  instead  of  asking  Powell  if  young  Stanley 
was  living,  said 

Is  jmung  Qcnigo  Stanley  alainf 


To  which  Powell  replied,  with  bis  usual  a 


The  audience  roared,  and  Eean.  lying  nn  the 
stage  as  the  dead  tyrant,  muttered  an  emphatic 
oath,  which  drew  the  at(«ntion  of  the  front  rows  of 
the  pit. 

Elliston  was  told  of  his  error.  Upon  the  repeti- 
tion of  the  piece,  Wilmot.  the  prompter,  cautioned 
him  before  he  went  on,  and  repeated  the  words  of 
the  line  to  him  that  he  might  impress  them  npon 
Ilia  memory;  "Not  ttain,  sir,  but  living, — young 
Stanley  was  not  killed."  "No,  no, — I  know,  sir, — 
I  know,"  said  Elliston ;  "  d'ye  think  I  am  drunk,  or 
a  fool  ?"  On  he  went,  and  inquired  of  the  elder 
Stanley  if  his  son  was — mitsingi  and  Powell  an- 
swered, with  painful  correctness: 

He  Is,  HIT  llcge,  and  taf6  In  Leioestf  r  town. 

When  the  queen  of  ballad  singers,  Mrs.  Bland,  was 
unable  to  pursue  her  professionai  eiertion^  Elhs 
ton  gave  her  a  benefit  at  Drury  Lane,  and  ali  the 
talent  in  the  metropohs  volunteered  assistance  to 
help  an  old  favorite  Mathews  sang  a  coufJe  of 
songs.  Through  some  fault  in  the  arrangements, 
all  the  rest  of  the  intermediate  amusementi  wtro 
over  before  Mathews'  first  song  camo  on  He  sang 
it,  and  was  encored.  "Now  what  neit*'  said 
Mathews, 

"Why,  my  dear  boy,"  replied  ElUaton,  "my 
stupid  blundering  prompter  has  made  a  little  mis- 
take,— a  small  error.  We  have  nothing  now  but 
your  other  song  and  the  faree." 

"  D it,  sir,"  said  Mathews,  who  was  always 

irritable  in  business,  "I  can't  and  won't  sing  two 
comic  songs  close  together.  There  must  be  some- 
thing between  them  to  relieve  the  thing.  Nobody 
serves  up  two  courses  at  dinner,  eiactly  alike,  one 
after  the  other ;   besides,  I  want  to  change  my 

"  Never  mind  dressing,  my  dear  boy ;  the  same 
dress  will  do  for  both." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Elliston,  by  'Never 
mind  dressing?  Sir,  I  always  mind  dressing. 
When  you  give  a  dinner,  and  send  down  the  veni- 
son  and  the  salmon  to  the  cook,  do  you  say  'Sever 
mind  the  dressing,'  or  do  you  tell  her  that  the  same 
dressing  will  do  for  both.  This  stupid  business  is 
done  on  purpose  to  tease  me.  Hop  on  and  sing  a 
long  BOng,  and  then  hop  off.  Encored,  and  hop  on, 
and  sing  it  again.  Hop  o^  out  of  wind,  faggf  d  to 
death,  and  then  you  want  me  to  hop  on  again,  and 
^ag  another  d— — d  long  song." 

"  But  on  a  night  like  this — charity " 

"Curse  charity  I  Charity  begins  at  home.  I 
said  I'd  sing,  and  I  will ;  but  you  don't  want  me  to 
be  ail  night  singing,  and  hopping,  and  screeching, 
tike  a  lame  parrot.  It's  done  on  purpose.  I  did  say 
rd  never  enter  your  plaguy  patent  theatres  agiun." 

"Well,  what  time  do  you  want?" 

"  Ten  minutes  to  change  my  dress." 

"  Tou  shall  have  it." 

"But  howf — the  curtdn  hag  been  down  five 
minutes  now  ;  can't  keep  them  waiting  a  quarter  of 
an  hour,  and  nothing  doing.  They'll  pull  up  the 
benches,— .-pelt  me, — knock  my  eye  out, — serve  me 
right, — l^bkA  BO  business  to  come." 

"Well,  well,  Mr.  Mathews,  go  and  dress;  T\\ 
keep  them  in  a  good  humor  for  you ;  ril  make  a 
speech  I" 

Mathews  went  to  his  dresang  room,  and  Elliston 
took  out  his  watch.  He  suffered  three  minutes  more 
to  elapse,  then,  with  his  watch  concealed  in  the 
palm  of  one  hand,  and  hia  white  handkerchief  in. 
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the  Other,  he  gravely  threw  open  the  stage  door, 
and  walked  slowly  to  the  oenlre  of  the  Blage.  A 
round  of  apphiuse,  three  dignified  bows,  and  a 
short  pause.  In  his  usual  grandiloquent  Btyle,  he 
thanked  them  for  their  presence  On  that  evening, 
in  the  name  of  their  old  favorite,  Mrs.  Bland,  who 
was  deairous  of  evincing  her  gratitude  foe  their 
heart-eheering  generoBity.  He  glanced  at  his  watch, 
and  to  lie  wing;  but  aa  Mathewa  was  not  there, 
he  felt  bound  to  proceed.  He  spoke  of  the  uncer- 
tain tenure  of  an  acCor'a  prosperity, — many  chances 
of  dreadful  viciBsitodes,— no  resource  when  faculties 
ML  Another  glance  at  watch  and  wing.  He  ad- 
Terted  U>  the  eitra  talent  he  had  the  honor  of 
offering  to  their  notice  that  evening, — inatanced 
Mathews,  who  was  the  first  on  such  ocoaaons  to 
evince  a  promptitude  truly  prMseworthy.  ("  Curse 
him,  he's  not  ready  yetl")  He  then  congratulated 
the  audience  upon  seeing  this  popular  comedian 
once  more  on  the  boards  of  a  theatre  royal ;  hoped 
the  arrangements  of  the  evening  were  entirely  to 


a  the 


pleased,  he  cared  not  what  time  he  spent  ii 
task.  (Ten  minutes  eiaetly.)  Then  winding  up 
with  a  splendid  peroration,  he  bowed  himself  off 
amidst  thunders  of  applause.  "  There,"  add  he  to 
Mathews,  who  had  just  arrived  at  the  wing,  and  was 
greeted  with  a  hearty  slap  on  the  back, — "there, 
listen  to  that — now,  my  grumbler,  go  on  and  sing. 
They  are  in  a  better  humor  than  ever;  my  speech 
against  your  song  for  next  week's  receipts." 

In  the  old  Drury  Lane  theatre,  many  of  the 
dressing-rooms  were  level  with  the  landing  beneath 
the  stage.  During  the  representa^on  of  aotne  piece, 
wherein  Dowton  had  to  be  lowered  by  means  of  a 
trap  through  the  stage,  his  face  being  turned  to- 
wards the  audience,  Ellislon  and  De  Camp,  who 
were  concealed  below,  had  provided  themselves 
with  small  rattan  canes,  and  as  their  brother  actor, 
who  was  playing  a  serious  part,  was  slowly  descend- 
ing to  solemn  music,  they  applied  their  sticks  sharp- 
ly and  rapidly  to  the  tljinlj.clad  oalvea  of  Ms  legs. 
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Poor  Dowton,  whose  duty  ii  yf$»  to  look  as  digni- 
fied and  inlrerchant  as  a  ghOBt,  smarting  under  the 
pain,  could  scarcely  refrtin  the  expression  of  it  by 
a  positive  Hcrcech,  whilst  he  ourreted  with  his 
heela,  like  a  horae  in  Duncan's  arena.  Choking 
with  rage,  he  was  at  length  wholly  let  down,  and 
being  now  completely  out  of  ^ght  of  the  audience, 
he  looked  earnestly  round  to  discover  the  base  per- 
petrators of  the  Tiolence.  Elliston  and  his  com- 
panion had  of  course  absconded — it  vas  to  decamp 
irith  each  of  them ;  but  at  this  moment  Charles 
Holland,  dressed  to  the  very  finish  of  fashion,  wor- 
thy of  Cibber  himself;  was  crossing  from  one  of 
the  rooms.  The  enraged  actor,  mistaking  his  man, 
and  beherin^,  by  Holland's  imperturbabihty  of  man- 
ner, be  was  in  fact  the  real  offender,  seized  a  mop 
at  that  moment  immersed  [n  most  unseemly  water, 
and  thrusting  it  [n  bis  face,  utterly  destroyed  wig, 
rufflei,  point  lace,  and  erery  parOcular  of  hi8  ela- 
borate attire.  In  vain  Holland  protested  his  inno- 
cence, and  implored  for  mercy  —  hla  cries  Only 
whetted  the  appetite  of  the  other's  revenge,  and 
again  and  agun  the  saturated  mop  was  at  work  on 
his  finery.  Somewhat  appeased  at  last,  Dowton 
quitted  his  victim ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  the 
prompter's  bell  had  announced  the  commencement 
of  the  piece  in  which  Holland  was  to  have  appeared. 
What  was  to  bo  done  ?  The  drama  was  proceeding 
— Holland  already  called  to  the  stage  t  All  was  con- 
fusion thrice  confounded.  An  apology  for  "  Ike 
gnddeii  iRiUapotitiim  of  Mr.  Holland"  was  made, 
and  the  public  informed  that  De  Camp  had  "  kituUy 
trndertaken  to  go  on/or  tke  part  f 

Inthevicinity  of  the  Abbey  Church,  Bath,  resid- 
ed a  Mr.  ^ms,  an  opulent  woollen-draper — a  man 
of  strict  probity  in  all  transactions  of  life — whoae 
active  benevolence  and  nnassailable  good  humor, 
had  acquired  to  him  the  esteem  of  a  wide  circle  of 

This  personage  was  a  bachelor,  and  at  this  time 
about  sixty-five  years  of  age.  His  figure  was  tall, 
his  step  airy,  his  department  the  flower  of  polite- 
ness, and  in  disputes  he  was  the  very  Atticus  of 
parties.  His  dress  waa  usually  a  suit  of  gray ;  and 
his  hair,  of  which  there  was  a  profusion,  being  per- 
fectly white,  whereunto  a  queue  appended,  gave 
him  somewhat  of  a  Sir  Joihua  contour ;  though 
perhaps  he  bore  a  nearer  resemblance  to  the  more 
modern  portrait  of  that  precise  merchant,  as  per- 
sonated by  the  late  Mr.  Terry,  in  Poole's  admirable 
little  comedy  of  "  Simpson  and  Co." 

White  he  paid  a  marked  deference  to  all  men's 
opinions,  he  had  a  mistrust  of  his  own,  which  was 
singularly  curious.  On  a  sudden  torrent,  for  in- 
stance, which  some  people  would  denominate  "cats 
and  dogs,"  he  would  merely  apprthend  that  it  rained ; 
and  if  the  house  were  as  suddenly  enveloped  in  flame, 
he  would  suggeit  the  expedieiuy  of  giiitiing  the  iene~ 
menL  His  respect  for  the  other  sex  was  so  pro- 
found, as  to  keep  in  awful  subjection  every  gentler 
impulse  of  the  bosom — for  he  was  far  from  a  wo- 
man-hator ;  on  the  contrary,  ho  could  not  honor 
them  too  highly ;  but  it  was  all  honor. 

His  "menage"  consisted  of  a  dupheate  female 
attendant,  that  is,  two  separate  beings,  but  with 
brains  under  the  same  meridian,  whose  autumnal 
time  of  life,  and  counterpart  in  attire,  rendered 
them  perfectly  homogeneous. 

The  great  characteristic  of  Hr.  Siaia  was  a  pain- 
ful precision  in  all  things  His  hat  always  occupii'd 
the  left  peg  in  respect  of  bis  coat.    His  parlor  fur- 


niture was  cased  in  cotton  covers,  which  covers 
were  again  involuied  by  divers  sheets  of  brown 
paper,  resembling  the  pendant  patterns  in  a  tailor's 
shop.  Every  thing,  according  to  him,  was  "to 
wear  even '"  if  he  puUed  this  beU-rope  on  the  flrst 
occasion,  he  would  bear  in  mind  to  handle  that  on 
the  second ;  every  chair,  tea-cup,  and  silver  spoon, 
had  its  day  of  labor  and  relaxation;  and  had  he 
discovered  that,  by  misadventure,  he  had  worn  a 
pair  of  shoes  or  gray  stockings  out  of  turn,  he  would 
po^tivcly  have  lost  his  stomach. 

In  his  dressing-room,  he  was  constantly  attended 
by  his  two  wdting-women ;  not  that  he  actually  re- 
quired the  services  of  both,  but  by  such  means  the 
reputation  of  each  was  kept  in  a  Slate  of  preserva- 
tion ;  and,  to  conclude,  whenever  he  retired  to  bed, 
he  invariably  crept  up  the  foot  of  it,  that  his  linen 
might  he  without  a  wrinkle. 

It  may  not  at  once  appear,  how  any  sympathies 
could  have  eiisted  between  a  MUeaiaa  like  Elliston 
and  such  a  character  as  this ;  but  Mr.  Sms  was  by 

Ximenes,  and  not  always  as  moderate  as  Fieury; 
and  in  respect  of  his  little  indu^cnces,  like  the 
country  wench,  he  looked  very  miich  as  though  he 
had  rather  sin  again  than  repent.  And  why  not  ? 
an  extra  glass  of  punch,  or  a  visit  prolonged  to  mid- 
night, constituted  his  excess ;  though  once,  indeed, 
he  had  been  known  to  have  so  far  mystified  himself, 
as  to  toast  a  certain  female  of  no  eitraordinary  vir- 
tue, in  a  tumbler  of  toddy.  He.  however,  confessed 
he  went  for  three  days  unshaved,  from  the  above 
event,  as  he  had  not  the  assurance  to  look  on  him- 
self in  the  glass,  after  so  peccant  an  action. 

Mr.  Sims  was  fond  of  a  play,  and  had  some  taste 
for  the  drama.  He  had  seen  the  best  actors  of 
Garrick's  day,  and  could  talk  critically  on  the  ge- 
nius of  "rare  Ben  Jonson."  Mr.  Sims,  therefore, 
became,  with  other  Bath  people,  known  to  the  Ellis- 
ton  family. 

Mrs.  Elliston  being  absent  for  a  few  days  on  a 
visit  to  Mrs.  Collins,  Elliston  was  consequently  lelt 
at  Bath,  en  ffarfon.  On  one  of  his  widowed  after- 
noons, his  knocker  announced  some  visitor,  and 
Mr.  Sims  himself  deferentially  entered. 

"  Hy  dear  Mr.  EUiston,'"  cried  he,  as  he  advanced, 
with  a  step  lighter  than  a  roebuck,  "  have  I  indeed 
caught  you* — this  is  charming! — and  how  weU  you 
lookt  Listen:  I  promised  your  eicellent  wife  to 
have  an  eye  on  you  during  her  absence,  and  so  1 
will,  for  you  positively  must — must,  I  say,  dine  with 

"Dine  with  you,  Mr.  Sims?"  eiclwmed  EUiston, 
in  a  tone  which  must  have  been  truly  comic.  "  My 
good  Mr.  Sims " 

" Nay,  nay — I  shall  be  downright  riotous  if 

I  hear  any  excuses.  I  absolutely  must — must  have 
you.  In  fact,"  continued  he,  making  a  leg,  as  he 
advanced,  and  tapping  the  tip  of  his  leCt  fore-finger 
with  the  corresponding  extremity  of  the  right, 
"my  dinner  is  already  ordered — within  one  hour 
will  be  served — see,  with  what  little  ceremony  I 
treat  you." 

There  was  something  irresistibly  grotesque  even 
in  the  proposition;  for  though  Mr.  Sims  was  by  no 
means  a  stranger  in  the  house,  yet  the  very  sugges- 
tion of  a  liit-i-tSU  repast  with  the  precise  woollen- 
draper,  appeared  one  of  those  things  which,  al- 
though clearly  possible,  had  still  never  yet  been 
known  to  have  transpired.  As  for  instance,  A  man 
shall  not  marry  his  grandmother. 
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EOBERT  WILLIAM  ELLI9T0S. 


"To-dayl  SMii  you,  worthy  neighbor?"  dem 
ed  Ellistou,   as  he   passed    his   hand  thoughtfully 
aeroKS  his  forehead — "  to-day — that  is — lki»   day 

"Thursday,  I  would  surest,"  ioterpoaed  Sims, 
most  apo]ogetj{:all}'. 

"  Just  so ;  and  here  comes  my  friend  Quick,  who 
reminds  roe  of  his  promised  risit.  Dinner  on  table 
punctually  at  fire — "  continaed  EUiston,  addressing 
himself  to  Quick,  just  as  he  entered — "  not  a  minute 
later;"  which  was  of  course  the  Brat  notice  the 
other  had  had  at  all  of  the  matter,  white  EUiston 
himself  was  quite  awai^  he  had  not  a  solitary  cutlet 
in  the  house. 

"  But — but — "  interrupted  Sims,  with  his  fingers 
as  before — "  my  humble  face  ia  preparing — is  nearly 

" And  will  be  eicellent  when  eaten  cold  to- 
morrow," rejoined  Ellietom  "but  to-day — to-day, 
Sans,  you  are  my  guesti" 

The  draper  having  recovered  from  the  shock 
which  thete  words  occasioned,  was  evidently  as 
pleased  as  Punch  at  the  proposition,  though  he 
looked  an  the  ittCaic  as  one  of  the  maddest  pranks 
ever  yet  attempted — quite  a  Camelford  eiploit  of 
that  day,  or  Waterford  of  the  present ;  the  chal- 
lenge, however,  he  accepted,  but  to  no  one's  sur- 
prise more  than  his  own. 

"Iwillat  least  apprise  my  domestics,"  said  Shns, 
catching  up  his  hat  and  cane,  with  the  intention  of 
tripping  off  to  his  own  abode ;  but  EUiston,  grasp- 
ing bis  arm  with  considerable  melodramatic  effect, 
Baid,  "Xot  so,  friend  Sims;  this  is  a  poini  eader 
settled ;  and  our  time  is  short.  Take  your  own 
card,  neighbor,  and  just  inscribe  in  pencil,  '  remaim 
to-day  with.  Mr.  EUitton,'  and  I  will  despatch  it  in- 
Blantly." 

The  eipedient  was  no  sooner  suggested  than 
adopted,  and  EUistoo,  taking  Mr.  Sims  s  card,  van- 
ished instantly  from  the  room,  for  the  purpose  al- 
ready namad,  but  secretly  interpolated  certain 
Other  words  to  the  protocol  in  qaestion,  so  thai 
it  ran  thua — "Mr.  Simt  remaam  to-day  wilh  Mr. 
Clifton,  and  begt  thai  the  dinner  he  had  ordered, 
may  be  carefvUy  delivered,  juet  a»  prepared,  to  thf 

This  being  achieved,  Ellistou  returned  to  the 
apartment ;  and  Quick  being,  by  this  time,  well  as- 
sured some  belle  plaaanlerie  was  in  blossom,  toob 
part  in  the  amicable  contest  of  civil  things,  till  din- 
ner was  announced;  and  thus,  within  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  of  five,  the  happy  trio  sat  down  toge- 

Btlt  no  sooner  waa  the  first  cover  removed,  than 
Sims,  with  some  little  look  of  surprise,  and  great 
show  of  Batisfeotioo,  ejtclaimed — "A  trout!  " 
EUiston.  Well,  and  I  protest  a  very  fine  one ! 
the  fishmonger's  a  rogue,  for  he  told  me  min. 
the  only  one  in  the  market !" 

"Kshmongers  do  lie  most  infernally,"  observed 
EUiston;  "why,  he  told  me  the  very  same  thing. 
Come,  a  glass  of  wine !  Had  you  been  a  married 
man  now,  this  little  annoyance  had  never  reached 
you.  Ah!  you  bachelors!  But  peradventiiri  _ 
are  one  who,  in  searching  for  female  perfectioQ,  can 
only  find  it  in  the  wives  of  his  friends." 

Here  Sims  hid  his  face. 

"And  then  as  to  a  nniaery,"  Interposed  Quick, 
"  your  bachelor,  by  adoption,  may  pick  and  chi 
his  heir ;  but  if  he  marries,  he  must  put  up  - 
uiy  booby  that  providence  assigns  him." 


"Eicellentl" cried  EUiston.     "Come,  a  glass  oC 

A  second  cover  was  now  removed,  and  a  shoul- 
der of  mutton,  admirably  dreaaed,  waa  presented  ; 
at  the  sight  of  which,  ^ms,  clasping  his  iiands  in 
token  of  renewed  astonishment,  exclaimed, 

"A  shoulder  of  mutton! — why,  it  is  a  shoulder — 

e  very  dish  I  had  ordered  myself." 

"Similar,  similar,"  interposed  Quick, laughingly ; 
a  coincidence." 

Sims  acknowledged  the  correction  by  one  of  the 
blandest  smUcs  in  nature. 

riolncidences  are  indeed  extraordinary,"  ob- 
served EUiston.  "I  remember  in  May,  — 99,  the 
very  day  Serlngapatam  was  taken,  our  sexton's  wife 
was  brought  to  bed  of  twins." 

"  With  great  hnmUity,  my  dear  Mr.  EUiston,"  ob- 
served ^ms,  "  that  may  be  a  coincidence ;  but  is  it, 
think  you,  so  very — very  remarkable  ?" 

"  Why,  Hindostan  does  not  yield  ua  cities  every 
spring,"  replied  ElUaton,  "nor  arc  sexton's  wives 
ight  to  bed  of  twins,  as  a  matter  of  course." 
And  that  both  of  these  events  should  have  hap- 
pened on  the  same  day,  is  at  least  extraordinary," 
added  Quick, 

"Say  no  more — say  no  more;  I  am  completely 
answered,"  rejoined  Sims, 

Here  ElliatoD  suggested  another  glass  of  wine  all 

By  this  time  a  third  cover  waa  removed,  and  a 
tart,  very  temptingly  served,  succeeded,  which  El- 
Uaton having  commenced  dividing,  Sims  rose  from 
his  chair,  and  extending  his  hands  over  the  disman- 
tled lowrte  de  pomme»,  screamed  out, 

"  An  applo'pie,  as  I  live  I  Forgive  me  for  swear- 
ing, but  I  gave  special  orders  for  an  apple-pie  my- 
self. Apple — apple,  said  1  to  Mrs.  Green  and  Mrs. 
Blowfiower,  and  here  it  ia!" 

"  Yes,  I'll  give  up  Seringapatam  after  this !"  said 
Ellistou,  mysteriously;  ''but  when  fruit  is  in  season 
you  know why,  I'U  he  bound  they  have  an  apple- 
tart  next  door." 

"Apples  are  unusually  plentiful  this  year,"  ob- 
served Quick. 

"Come,  another  glaaa  of  wine!  It  shall  at  least 
be  nc  apple  of  discord." 

The  repast  was  now  drawing  to  a  close,  and  ElUs- 
ton,  who  had  promised  his  guests  a  bottle  of  supe- 
rior port  wine,  gave  orders  for  its  immediate  intro- 
duction; but  in  the  mean  time,  a  half  Stilton  cheese. 
In  prime  condition,  was  placed  o^  the  table. 

We  ace  told  that  a  certain  mar^cha!  of  France 
was  always  taken  in  convulsions  at  the  sight  of  a 
sucking  pig,  that  Tycho  Brahe  swooned  at  the  very 
glimpse  of  a  hace,  and  that  the  philosophic  Bayle 
was  seized  with  sickness  at  the  sound  of  water  run- 
ning from  a  cock ;  but  the  concentrated  force  of  all 
these  phenomena  could  scarcely  have  produced  a 
more  electric  shock,  than  the  sudden  appearance  of 
the  said  StUton  cheese  on  the  nerves  of  Mr.  Sima. 
Sprin^ng  from  his  seat,  as  though  stung  by  an 
adder,  he  gazed  upon  the  dish  before  him  in  breath- 
less stupefaction,  and  was  no  sooner  restored  to 
strength  of  utterance,  than  he  shrieked  aloud, 

"  A  cheese !  a  cheese '. — and,  is  it  possible,  a  Stil- 
ton cheese,  too  T 

"My  good  Sims "  interrupted  ElUaton. 

" Tia  magic!  magic!'  Excuse  me  for  swear- 
ing ;  but  I— I,  myself,  my  dear  Mr.  EUiston,  have  a 
Stilton  tool" 

"And  what  more  probable?" 
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"Similar,  siinilar,"  interponed  Quick,  it  eecond 

"  Tell  me,"  sajd  Elliaton,  with  an  inoffable  look 
of  wisdom,   "nhere  did  jou  piirchaKe  Juur  half 

Sdltoii  r 

"  At  Coie's,"  T»a£  the  replj 

"Then,  upon  my  honor,  the  cheese  before  you 
was  bought  at  tbe  same  place  Whv,  'tis  tbe  other 
half  I  aJid  your  fine  i>lue  mould  and  marble  veiuing 
must  inevitably  correspond  to  the  minutest  speck. 
The  faet  is,  we  have  been  lucky  to-day  id  hitting 
each  other's  taate.    Come,  the  port!" 

This  lucid  judgment  was  acquiesced  in  bj  Sims, 
with  a  smile  of  the  most  lavish  admlratioo,  and  the 
cloth  l>eing  removed,  the  host  began  to  push  the 
bottle. 

In  vain  have  we  collected  all  the  fioe  thinga  that 
transpired  from  this  moment.  The  three  friends 
were  in  considerable  force,  and  the  decanter  circQ- 
lated  aa  briskly  aa  a  hat  in  a  mountebank's  ring. 
As  tbe  wine  sank,  their  spirits  rose ;  Ur.  ^ms  so 


&r  forgot  himself  as  to  remember  a  song,  and  by 
ten  o'clock  there  was  not  a  happier  gentleman  of 
threescore  in  the  four  parishes, 

Mr.  Sims  being  now  sufficiently  &r  gone — ripe  aa 
hia  own  StiltOD,  for  the  purpose — Elliston  gave  di- 
rections for  a  sedan  chair  to  be  in  waiting,  and  col- 
lecting the  crockery  of  the  woollen-draper,  which 
had  lately  graced  the  dinner-table,  he  placed  the 
pyramidal  pile  on  a  wooden  tr^y,  flanking  the 
ediflce  by  tbe  four  black  bottles  they  had  just 
emptied. 

All  things  being  now  in  readiness,  Mr.  Sims, 
much  against  his  inclination,  was  assisted  into  the 
chair,  and  being  secured  therein,  the  tray  and  por- 
celiuu,  borne  on  the  head  of  a  porter,  like  a  board 
of  black  plumes  in  advance  of  a  solemn  hearse,  led 
the  procession  to  the  Abbey  Churchyard.  The 
body  of  Mr,  Sims,  dancing  between  the  poles,  came 
next  in  order,  while  Elliston  and  his  friend,  as  chief 
mourners,  brought  up  the  rear.  In  this  way  they 
reached  the  mausoleum  of  tbe  itluatHoua  departed, 
and  having  "made  wet  their  eyes  with  penitential 
tears,"  left  tbe  rites  of  sepulture  to  the  care  of  Mrs. 
Qreen  and  Mrs.  Blowflower. 


THE    PRINCE    OF    DARKNES 


1  AM  better  to-day.  How  much  so  do  I  feel  by  a 
visit  from  mj  friend  Charles  Bamfylde!  His  com- 
panionable qualities  minister  to  my  spirit  a  tran- 
sient reinvigoration,  in  which  I  ever  find  the  bodily 
frame  pardcipates.  Charles  is  really  a,  feature  in 
the  drama  of  life,  contributing  Uttio,  perhaps,  to 
the  great  business  of  the  scene,  which,  mechanically, 
would  go  on  as  well  without  him ;  but  hia  charac- 
ter bears  with  it  an  agreeable  variety,  by  which, 
though  the  world  itself  may  not  be  materially  bene- 
fited, yet  I  undoubtedly  am.  Though  frequently  a 
butt,  he  is  always  a  hero ;  and  in  various  instances 
his  good-natured  blnndering  begets  him  as  much 
applause  as  though  he  were  a  positive  wit.     The 


In  the  early  part  of  the  present  week,  he  had 
accidentally  encountered  a  certain  acquiuntance,  a 
gentleman  with  whom  his  father  and  himself  had 
originally  fallen  in,  during  their  short  stay  at  some 
one  of  our  large  mercantile  cities,  and  in  whose 
power  it  bad  been  to  confer  on  the  Bamfylde  family 
much  useful  attention  and  considerable  gratifica- 
tion. This  gentleman,  though  neither  marvellously 
intelligent  himseli^  nor  deeply  skilled  in  the  myste- 
ries of  science  or  commerdal  strife,  was  still  known 
to  others  who  were  so;  and  by  his  means,  there- 
fore, Mr.  Bamfylde,  and  ray  favorite  friend  Charies, 

passed  a  fortnight  in  the  city  of ,  very  much 

to  Uieir  satislaction.  Unespectedly  dehghted  was 
each  at  their  occurrence  in  this  place,  Hastings, 
and  alter  a  hearty  shake  of  recognition,  Charles 
invited  his  companion  to  a  dinner  for  the  following 
day,  at  his  father's  honse. 

When  I  say  recognition,  I  mean  thereby  of  face, 
lineaments,  and  person;  but  as  to  the  name  of  the 


individual,  my  younc  friend  confessed,  much  (o  his 
annoyance,  that  be  had  altogether  forgotten  it.  He 
felt,  however,  assured,  On  relating  the  circumstance 
at  his  family  conclave,  one  and  all  of  them  would 
immediately  remind  him  of  it.  On  reaching  home, 
he  described  the  pleasing  apparition  of  his  morning 
ramble,  and,  true  enough,  every  circumstance  so 
well  recollected  by  the  son  had  been  equally  treaa- 
ured  up  by  the  worthy  family  drcle  ;  but  on  a  de- 
claration of  bis  precise  dilemma,  his  mother,  with  a 
ludicrous  look  of  embarrassment,  observed,  ','  This 
is,  indeed,  very  untoward,  for  Sophia  and  myself 
are  in  tbe  same  predicament — me  olio  hamforgollen 
Ike  gentteman't  name  !" 

The  family  began  now  to  find  their  ^tuation  be- 
coming not  a  little  perplexed ;  and  on  the  morrow, 
as  the  hour  of  sii  p.  m.  was  approaching,  with  that 
rapidity  which  time  usually  chooses  when  he  prom- 
ises to  bring  evil  along  with  him,  the  geueral  un- 
easiness was  by  no  means  abated.  Every  project 
was  thought  of  which  might  be  likely  to  unravel 
tbe  distressing  mystery.  The  alphabet  was  first 
put  into  requisition ;  "  Atkins,  Balakins,  Catskins — 
Armstrong,  Bachelor,  Coxhcath," — all,  all  in  vain. 
"Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,"  were  equaUy  of  no 
avail,  and  each  eiperiment  was  "a  deed  without  a 

Charles,  however,  stated  a  suggestion  which 
might  lead  to  their  rescue,  which  was  to  lay  a 
special  mandate  on  the  foot-boy,  to  give  due  em-' 
pbaHS  on  announcing  the  name  of  each  guest,  at 
his  introduction  to  the  drawing-room  ;  and  this  he 
further  enforced  by  actually  telling  the  lad  the 
necessity  for  it.  This  arrangement  tended  in  some 
degree  to  compose  their  minds,  and  they  now  only 
awaited  the  arrival  of  their  dinner-company.  In  due 
time,  the  umber-clouded  street-door  shook  again 
by  the  operation  of  the  first  knocking.    Breathless 
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was  the  silence  in  the  drawing-room,  and  "Mr. 
CirKinnahit  WhartoW  was  announced  in  ho  alti- 
sonant a  key,  as  to  cliailenge  some  alight  Buffusion 
mto  the  countenanc*  of  the  joung  gentleman,  as 
he  made  his  way  to  the  upper  end  of  the  apart- 
ment. But  Cincinnalus  Wharton  was  not  the  ma. 
terial  which  composed  the  inlereat  of  the  moment. 
Again  were  the  panels  startled ;  a.  second  knocking 
— a  third,  quick  upon  its  heels.  "  Colonel  and  Mrs. 
Xomaarr— in  they  came.  "  Mr  Pipkirt  r—aoi  la 
gUded  Mr.  Fiptin.  Mr.  Pipkin  passed  through  a 
reduplication,  and  in  a  tone  which  might  have  en- 
titled the  boy  Davidson  to  no  less  an  office  than 
that  of  toastmasler  at  Guildhall ;  but  neither  Pipkin 
nor  the  Colonel  was  the  man.  By  this  time,  the 
whole  party,  with  the  eiception  of  the  tardy  U»- 
knovra,  were  arrived.  The  interest  grew  warmer. 
Like  Pahius,  the  loiterer  gamed  mightily  bj  delay ; 
indeed,  the  family  began  to  entertain  great  hopes 
that  their  friend  might  have  been  afflicted  nowise 
dissimilarly  with  themselves,  and  had  either  forgot- 
ten his  invitaUon  altogether,  or  had  been  provi- 
dentially detained  elsewhere.  But  another  and 
final  rattling  at  the  panels  proclaimed  him  here. 
Bamfylde,  his  wife,  Charles,  and  the  ^r  Sophia, 
moved  in  a  family  knot  in  the  direction  of  the  door, 
making  assurance  doubly  sure  by  catching  the  full 
force  of  Davidson's  announcement ;  when,  whether 
suddenly  unmanned  by  this  family  array,  or  para- 
lyzed by  overwrought  aniiety,  which  oftentimes 
oerleapa  itself,  it  would  be  as  difficult  as  immate- 
rial to  say,  but  in  walked  the  substance  of  a  man, 
to  the  phantom  of  a  name!     Tongui-tied  was  the 

bewildered    foot-boy,    and "stuck  in  his 

throat  I"  What  was  to  be  done  ?  What  could  now 
be  done  ? 

Fortunately,  the  feshion  for  general  introductions 
had  fallen  into  disuse,  and  this  was  something. 
Tet  what  was  to  be  done?-  Some  one  present — 
Pipkin,  for  instance,  so  fond  of  going  from  place 
to  place,  and  being  considered  a  great  diner  out — 
might  possibly  be  acquainted  with  him,  and  so  ac- 
cost him  by  name;  or  it  might  turn  oat,  if  the 
^m%co««r«dwerebut  abit  ofanegolis(,he  would 
indulge  in  some  narration  of  "himself  and  times," 
whereby  his  obnubilated  patronymic  might  tran- 
BI»re  to  the  fullest  content, 

A  thought,  worth  a  jewel,  suddenly  invested 
Charles.  "Gentlemen  not  unfrequently  have  their 
names  written  in  their  hats;  an  initial  will  speak 
the  rest ;  I'll  go  into  the  hall  and  find  it.  Or,  per- 
adventure,  he  may  have  come  in  a  great-coat, 
which,  not  very  unlikely,  may  contain  his  card- 
case— rit  pick  his  pocket !"  And  away  he  ran  out 
of  the  room,  leaving  his  benighted  parents  to  grope 
theirway  as  well  as  they  could,  until  the  announce- 
ment for  dinner. 

Nothing,  however,  could  be  found  to  give  any 
clue  to  this  sphinx  of  a  name.  The  hat  disclosed 
only  "  wal«r-proof,"  at  the  bottom,  and  a  cloak, 
containing  a  pur  of  those  most  useful  articles, 
goloshes,  had  been  brought  instead  of  a  great- 
coat. "My  usual  and  own  peculiar  luck!"  men- 
tally eiclalmed  Charles,  when  observing  Davidson 
supporting  the  family  tureen  into  the  dining-parior. 
"  I  can't  Icll  how  it  was,  air,"  mournfully  said  the 
lad;  "but,  oh!  sir!  the  gentleman's  name  I" 

In  the  mean  while,  the  master  of  the  house  was 
endeavoring  to  make  light  of  the  matter  with  the 
Prince  of  Darkness.  He  talked  of  London,  of  ac- 
quaintance, and  past  occurrences,  hoping  thereby 


the  deeply-imbedded  word,  by  some  coincidence  or 
other,  would  be  rooted  up  and  fullv  discovered. 
But  no  such  thing—"  Oh !  no,  we  never  mentioned 
him!"  and  dinner  was  served.  The  iVi'nce,  under 
the  delusion  that  the  entertainment  had  been  fi;ied 
for  the  special  honor  of  his  company,  offered  his 
arm  to  his  amiable  hostess,  and  the  rest  of  the  gen- 
tlemen, with  appropriation  of  partners,  after  a  little 
amicable  contest  as  to  precedence,  followed  in  a  rush 
towards  the  parlor;  an  act  altogether  as  clumsy  as 
ridicnlous. 

The  stranger  was  placed  on  Mrs.  Bamfvlde's 
right  hand;  those  who  followed  dropped  into' their 
respective  chairs.  The  unfolding  of  napkins,  tink- 
ling of  glasses,  and  collision  of  soup-plates,  which 
constitute  the  preliminary  buzs  of  a  dinner-party, 
took  the  Geld;  and  matters  appeared  at  least  to 
commence  tolerably  well. 

The  Unamfeiied  had  very  gallantly  taken  on 
himself  the  severance  of  a  Dover  turhot,  passing  on 
it  the  favor  of  his  own  especial  admiration,  when 
Bamfylde,  being  desirous  of  making  the  polite  ap- 
prehension that  "Mr. had  gotten  intfl  a 

troublesome  comer,"  found  himself  painfully  cur- 
tdled  of  the  bland  address;  for  not  being  In  pos- 
session of  his  name,  the  intended  civility  could  not 
be  forthcoming.  Yet  it  soon  became  necessary  to 
say  something,  and  directing,  therefore,  his  voice 
to  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and  filing  his  eye 
steadfastly  on  his  friend,  said,  "Shall  1  have  the 
honor  of  helping  you,  Hr,  from  my  raga&t  /"  but 
unfortunately,  not  having  caught  even  a  glance  in 
return,  no  answer  was  the  result.  Conversation 
was,  nevertheless,  carried  on,  and  the  stranger, 
with  an  empressemeni  peculiar  to  some  people,  was 
whispering  a  common  stock  of  small-talk  into  the 
ear  of  the  lady;  declaring  the  Madeira  was  of  the 
rarest  quality  in  a  confidential  manner,  worthy  a 
cause  of  a  far  softer  interest. 

Bamfylde  now  made  a  second  effort  like  the 
former. 

"  A  little  wine,  sir,  after  your  trouble  at  the  top 
of  the  table?"  But  Colonel  Lomaj;,  who,  at  that 
moment  happened  to  look  up,  and  who  had  hitherto 
been  completely  lost  in  thought,  or  rather  lost  for 
the  want  of  it,  rephed,  "With  great  pleasure!" 
He  thereupon  chose  his  wine,  stooped  his  head, 
and  raised  his  glass. 

The  great  Ignote  now  decidedly  took  the  lead  at 
table,  and  well  satisfied  with  his  single  Ustener, 
Mr.  Pipkin,  by  whose  obsequious  attention  he  was 
sufficiently  compensated  for  the  total  absence  of  it 
in  the  r(  t  of  tht  (ompany,  he  at  length  established 
his  en.Iusi\e  privilege  to  every  word  that  was  ul- 

Pipkiu  hid  a  vague  conjecture  he  had  some- 
lere  encountered  his  fellow-guest  on  a  former 
tasion — at  some  Toxophilite  meeting  or  Fancy- 
fair  but  not  having  the  courage  to  put  the  ques- 
'ftn  the  intere  tmg  &ct  was  "smothered  in  sur- 

As  to  the  other  division  of  the  party,  they  had 
but  little  interest  in  anynames  which  did  not  affect 
their  appetites,  and  had  been  perfectly  content  had 
"sherry"  and  "  champagne  "  been  the  only  words 
uttered  during  the  repast. 

And  now  the  Prince,  bursting  from  the  silken 
trammels  of  his  hostess,  into  which  ho  had  once 
fallen,  and  having  rendered  Pipkin  happy  for 
est  of  the  evening,  addressed  himself  some- 
what abruptly  to  the  master  of  the  mandon,  saying, 
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"  I  believe,  Mr.  Bamfjlde,  you  hate  a  son  who 
has  joat  sailed  for  India  ?" 

"Last  month,"  was  the  replj ;  " my  youngest — 
Percival." 

"Yea,  I  remember,"  continued  the  former;  "I 
was  at  Liverpool  about  the  time.  By  the  bye,  did 
he  not  go  out  in  a  ship  named  after  my  family?" 

Poor  Bamfjlde  staggered  even  in  hia  chair,  and 
putUn?  the  ning  of  a  pheaeanC,  intended  for  the 
Colony's  lad  oh      Ow      plate,  which  already 

contained   a       ffi      n     p  of  omeklle   itierie, 

Stammered    o   h       Y' — yea — he  did  bo~ he   did 

Here  am  n  a  y  b    st  of  laughter  from 

my  young    n    d  C  a  suited  the  company  to 

turn  round,      m  wha  h     mortification  of  Pip- 

kin, who  was  d      ro  miaang  a  joke. 


The  illustrioua  OSscure,  for  an  instant,  waa  taken 
tather  abacb,  and  with  a  certuii  fixed  direction  of 
the  eyee,  and  indescribable  eitension  of  the  nether 
lip,  appeared  to  aay,  "Surely,  I  have  uttered  some- 
thing mightily  ridicnloua  1" 

But  our  host,  resolving  to  acquire  a  leeeoD  by 
this  untoward  eorUretempt,  and  say  a£  little  as  pos- 
sible for  the  future,  did  not  even  venture  to  raise 
Ilia  head ;  and,  that  he  might  have  ample  pretence 
for  not  doing  ao,  betook  himself  to  the  pheasant 
and  aweet  sauce,  unconscioua  of  flavor  and  invol- 
untary in  mastication. 

With  great  precaution,  things  went  on  tolerably 
well  until  the  ladies  were  about  to  retire.  Pipkin 
was  hastening  to  the  door,  when  his  wine-gluss, 
already  too  near  the  jp-ojt  ik  JVan/ei  of  Mrs.  Lomax, 
acquired  a  totter  by  the  general  movement,  which 

E laced  the  contents  at  once  in  the  lady's  lap;  and 
aving,  ou  his  sudden  recoil  of  horror,  fiied  him- 
self with  no  equivocal  positiveness  on  the  toe  of 
his  other  neighbor,  CiocinnatiB  Wharton,  the  con- 
fusion which  attended  the  attempt  of  a  double  apol- 
ogy, rendered  perhaps  the  unfortunate  aggressor 
quite  as  much  an  object  of  merriment  as  the  suffer- 

And  now  our  host,  having  but  little  desire  for 
the  renewal  of  an  attack  in  any  wise  similar  to  the 
Uat,  and  entertaining  about  as  much  afiecdon  for 
bis  guest  of  the  visor,  as  a  scalded  cat  for  a  family 
tea-kettle,  instead  of  taking  the  poat  of  honor  just 
vacated  by  his  lady,  remained  where  he  was,  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  table,  addressing  himself  wholly 
to  Mr.  Wharton  and  the  Colonel.  But  the  former, 
who  had  for  some  months  past  cast  an  eye  of  desire 
upon  a  certtun  schedule  B  borough,  was  far  more 
inclined  to  indulge  his  thoughts  on  hia  mistress 
aforesaid,  though  &r  away  in  Dorsetshire,  and  for 
the  present  in  the  embraces  of  a  profligate  anti- 
church-rater,  than  to  listen  to  his  host;  and  for  the 
latter,  the  Colonel,  he  appeared  not  only  like  his 
entertainer,  disposed  to  forget  others,  but  Ukewiae 
himself,  and  had  dropped  off  into  a  comfortable 
snooze  for  the  reminder  of  the  sitting. 

Poor  Bamfylde,  with  that  senselesa  courage  which 
fifoquently  distinguishes  the  cnward,  opened  now 
with  «  volubility  on  the  whole  rank  and  file  of  the 
party  present,  by  pouring  in  anecdote  after  anec- 
dote and  amongst  them  one  of  some  interest ;  the 
fiiCts  havug  recently  transpired  on  this  immediate 
eoast.    It  was  the  loss  of  a  poor  fisherman  at  sea — 


native  of  the  place — much  reapected — leaving  a 
wife  to  deplore  hia  loss,  with  six  children,  and 
another  expected  some  time  about  quarter-day. 
Our  host,  in  his  narrative,  was  both  animated  and 
impressive;  painting  the  desolate  condition  of  the 
marine  family  of  seven,  in  striking  colors,  and  de- 
scribing the  turbulence  of  the  night  in  question 
with  the  force  of  true  eloquence.  The  Prince  was 
duly  invested  with  becoming  jatj — Cincinnatos  was 
recalled  from  Dorsetshire — and  the  Colonel  begged 
pardon  for  being  ao  rude- 

"A  mother  and  six  children!"  exclaimed  the 
!fanieleS8,  "ail  desolate — fatherless — dear  me  !  and 
the  widow  eipecting  within  a  few  weeksto dear 

■■Just 


■'But  has  there  hoc 
scription  rused  for  the  helpless  ones!"  demanded 
the  other. 

'■Oh!  yes,"  was  the  reply;  ■'a  subscription  was 
immediately  set  on  foot,  and  many  have  contnbu 
ted." 

■■  Then,  my  worthy  friend  Bamfylde,"  continued 
his  august  visitor,  thrusting  his  hand  into  his  pocket, 
and  pulling  out  two  sovereigns,  "  may  I  request 
you  will  add  ray  name  to-morrow  to  the  list  already 
— you  know  I  am  off  early  in  the  morning — and 
Heaven  send  them  further  comfort!" 

Wtiat  was  the  "Agamemnon"  dilemma  to  thisl 
Unhappy  Bamfylde  1  be  wished  heartily  he  hod 
been  a  companion  in  that  identical  boat,  and  per- 
ished loo.  With  his  friend's  money  already  in  his 
hand,  he  was  the  very  picture  of  despair. 

"  Hadn't  you  rather — wouldn't  it  he  better — "  he 
was  beginning ;  "but  no,  no,"  thought  be,  "worse 
and  worse  will  follow — m  hazard  no  more — disas- 
ter comes  upon  disaster — and  yet,  'the  worst  re- 
mains behindl'" 

The  great  Obetnire  looking  on  all  this  as  the  sud- 
den effect  of  his  munificence,  took  up,  therefore, 
the  general  line  of  remark  as  his  friend  Bamfylde 
had  left  it,  pouring  in  such  a  torrent  of  eloquence 
on  the  great  Christian  duty  of  benevolence,  that 
Pipkin  modestly  requested  to  be  permitted  a  psj^ 
taker  in  the  delight  of  doing  good ;  and  a  third 
sovereign  was  thereupon  added. 

The  cry  of  "Land!  land!"  at  sea,  aKer  a  long 
voyage,  is  a  most  heartfelt  sound ;.  and  so  I  appre- 
hend is  that  of  "Reprieve!"  within  the  narrow 
walls  of  a  condemned  cell;  but  I  much  question 
whether. either  of  these  could  be  a  more  welcome 
hearing  than  ■'  Cofiee  is  waiting  in  the  drawing- 
room  I"  to  our  despairing  master. 

■■Coffee is  waidng!"  His  countenance  verily  did 
brighten,  and,  springing  on  his  feet  with  greater 
eagerness  to  be  gone  than  quite  befitted  the  giver 
of  a  feast,  excUiimed,  ■'Come,  a  gUss  of  Madeira 
round  I"  and  thus  firing  his  challenge  into  the  covey 
of  bis  friends,  he  felt  himself  once  again  on  shore*. 
The  very  transit  from  one  place  to  another  was  a 
relief,  and  the  whole  party  were  presently  restored 
to  the  drawing-room. 

With  a  little  precaution,  Bamfjlde  now  calculated 
on  getting  through  the  residue  of  the  night  undis- 
turbed. Ccrtunlj  he  took  extreme  pains  to  avoid 
his  friend  altJlgether,  and,  under  the  firm  convic- 
tion of  (irftM  caiOTKfo,  occupied  a  corner  in  the  room 
with  the  immovability  of  a  plaster  divinity. 

The  clock  indicated  ten— coffee  had  passed  away 
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■--"chaBse"  had  followed,  and  the  Prince,  with  his 
wonted  imprcsaement,  had  juet  concluded  a  sly  an- 
ecdote to  Sophia,  beg^ng  she  would  not  divnlge 
his  name  ax  authority  for  the  scandal,  when  anndrj 
vehicles  were  heard  roUing  up  to  the  dooc.  "  Col- 
Quel  Lomitx's  carriage  "  was  presently  announced  ; 
at  the  sound  of  which  the  Colonel  suddenly  shook 
his  bead,  aa  though  the  fibres  of  his  nodding  plume 
impeded  his  vision,  and  starting  up,  stood  erect,  as 
if  about  to  undergo  the  ceremony  of  admeasure- 
meot.  His  placid  ladj  languidly  whispered  she 
was  ready;  and  while  making  her  farewell,  beard 
many  regrets  thereupon  expressed,  which,  if  they 
possessed  half  the  sincerity  of  Pipkin's  delist,  most 
indeed  have  been  highly  flattering  to  the  kdy. 

Soon  after  this  "  division,"  Cincinnatua  Wharton, 
of  course,  "  quitted  the  house,"  leaving  the  honora- 
ble member,  "  whose  name  we  could  not  learn," 
in  possession  of -the  chair.  The  sublime  Obte-arf 
still  lingered — a  moration  which  failed  not  to  raise 
some  misgiving  with  certain  parties — with  all,  in 
fact,  now  remaining,  eicept  the  supple  and  re-en- 
couraged Pipkin. 

But  the  dread  UntUieoiiered,  now  suddenly  jump- 
ing up,  and  interrupting  himself  in  the  midat  of  an 
inquiry  respecting  the  publication  of  the  list  of  do- 
nations to  the  survivors,  in  the  county  "  Mercury," 
gently  laid  his  hand  on  the  bell-rope,  and  puDing  it 
at  the  time  he  Spoke,  demanded  if  he  might  be  per- 
mitted ki  ask  for  the  footman.  The  lad  presently 
appeared;  Bamfylde  peeped  from  behind  the  dam- 
ask hangings  of  the  window,  and  my  friend  Charles 
exhibited  a  coohiesa  which  would  have  become 
tactician  of  far  graver  years  than  his  own. 

"  Pray,  does  it  rain  ?"  demanded  the  Man  of 
Mystery. 

"Yes,  sir,  it  pours." 

"  Then  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  inquire  if  ray 
carriage  is  at  the  door  ?" 

"  Yoier  carriage,  sir*" 

"If  you  please — 'lis  a  wet  night;  but  we  have 
indeed  been  happy  ;"  the  latter  part  of  which,  being 
addressed  to  the  fair  Sophia,  was  also  intended  to 
imply,  "1  know  you  will  think  of  me  when  I  am 

"  Your  carriage  !"  repeated  the  attendant,  look- 
ing towards  the  great  Oeeutt.  "  Hit  carriage  '." 
still  continued  he,  taming  in  the  direction  of  his 

"Idiotl"  vociferated  the  enraged  head  of  the 
Bamfyldes,  when,  springing  on  bis  feet,  he  sprang 
also  to  the  door,  and  pushing  the  conaterned  serv- 
ing-lad aside,  plunged  down  the  staircase,  and  pass- 
ing the  hall,  spite  of  wind  and  weather,  rushed  un- 
covered into  the  street.  Sure  enough,  a  hired 
carriage  and  driver  were  in  attendance;  on  per- 
ceivmg  which,  Bani^lde,  in  rapid  accents,  eielaim- 
ed — "Flyman,  my  man,  my  good  man,  harkycl — 
Toil  were  ordered  to  be  in  waiting  at  tlus  house  by 

"Yes,  bir — half-past  ten;  and  I'm  somewheres 
about  my  time,"  replied  the  man,  deliberately  draw- 
ing out  his  watch. 

"Good,  good,"  proceeded  the  other,  "punctual 
and  right;  but  listen:  what  was  the  name  of  the 
gentleman  for  whom  you  were  to  inquire?" 

"  The  name  of  the  gentleman  ! — what,  the  gentle- 
man's name  who  bid  me  come  P" 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  tell  you  I" 

"  A  tall  gentleman,  you  mean,  eic :  rather  pock- 
jnw-ied?" 


"Cannot  you  aiKwer  mc? — what  name  did  he 
give  jou?" 

"Why,  sir,  to  say  the  truth,  I  didn't  pay  much 
account  to  that,  seeing  he  would  be  sure  to  know 
this  here  fly  agMn,  for  he  picked  me  out  o'  the 
whole  lot.  But  here's  my  name,  air,  and  address 
too,"  continued  the  driver,  pulUng  from  his  great- 
coat a  pocket-book  of  small  printed  cards,  "  White 
Lion  Yard,  sir,  down  by  the  bathing-rooms." 

Ill-starred  Bamfylde  I  He  did  not  rave— no,  he 
was  past  that;  but  putting  his  band  to  his  fore- 
head trickling  with  rain,  and  stamping  in  bitter 
earnest  at  every  step,  forced  his  way  again  into  the 
house.  The  family-lad,  who  was  still  waiting  in  the 
hall,  as  his  disordered  master  entered,  and  seeing 
him  turn  distractedly  into  the  dining-parlor,  pre- 
sented himself  once  more  at  the  drawing-room  en- 

"Did  you  say  my  carriage  was  waiting?"  he  was 
agidn  asked. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  slight  eshl- 
hition  of  doggedness.  "  Your  carriage  ia  waiting; 
but  as  to  master,  sir,  he  appears   to  have  been 

"  My  fother  is  subject  to  them,"  opportunely  in- 
terrupted Charies — "attacks  of  dizziness,  which  at 
times  are  absolutely  alarming." 

"Not  brought  on  by  our  meeting  to-day?"  was 
the  hope  of  him  whose  name  none  could  remember, 
and  equally  responded  to  by  "Pipkin,"  which  no 
one  could  forget. 

After  indulging  in  certain  indications  of  depart- 
ure, the  Prince  made  his  obeisance  to  the  lady  of 
the  mansion, and  smiling  an  "adieu"to  Sophia, 
which  again  appeared  to  imply,  "I'm  sure  you'll 
think  of  mc,"  he  took  bis  leave. 

"'Tis  all  over  at  lastl"  circlaimed  one  of  the 
family  quartette,  and  each  dropped  with  thankfut- 

Three  minutes  had  not  elapsed,  when  "le  gro- 
lesqne  malheureux,"  poor  Bamfylde  himself,  entered 
the  apartment. 


If  there  be  gratitude  in 


1, 1  am  prepare! 


But  Charies  and  bis  sister  laughed  with  the  most 
joyous  freedom. 

"  Come,  come !  yon  make  too  much  of  this  af- 
fair," observed  the  mamma. 

"  Oh,  no !  I  was  upon  thorns — writhing  on  sting- 
ing-nettles; I'm  blistered  from  top  to  toe.    And 

Here  again  the  party  laughed  aloud,  and  so 
hearty  was  the  peal,  that  no  one  had  heard  the 
door  abruptly  opened,  until  the  elder  gentleman, 
turning  about,  to  his  hor.-or  discovered  the  Prince 
of  Darkneis  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  apart- 

A  faint  scream  burst  from  the  ladies.  Bamfylde 
was  onee  more  a  piaster  divinity ;  while  i  verily 
believe  his  son  entertained  the  unflUal  persua- 
sion of  the  present  being  the  richest  portion  of  the 
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mfylde  ;  "  let  him 


proceed."  And  he  buried  his  face  between  his  hands. 
"  I  am  here  only  for  an  instant,"  said  the  fnifc- 
parted,  "  with  a  request  that  my  young  friend,  in 
executing  a  slight  commisdon  for  me  to-morrow, 
will  at  the  same  time  confer  a  considerable  favor." 
bdng  offered,  he  proceeded. 
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"In  my  BtroU,  yesterday,!  occidenfally  went  into 
a  sale-room,  juet  by,  and  could  not  resist  bidding 
for  B,  \ery  cnarming  ormolu  timo-piece — the  sub- 
ject, Bacchua  a,tid  Ariadne — worthy  Celiini  himsulf. 
Twas  knociied  down  to  me,  and  is  to  be  packed  for 
travelling,  by  the  auctioneer.  Etery  thing  is  paid ; 
but  as  I  cannot  conveniently  carry  it  to-morrow 
-with  roe,  1  have  taken  the  liberty  of  saying  that 
you,  my  friend  Charles,  would  receive  it.  Maj  I 
therefore  beg  you  will  do  tbie,  ami  see  it  properly 
addressed,  that  I  may  find  it  safely  delivered  on 
my  return  home  from  London  f  No,  no !  I'll  not 
sit  down  again — 'tis  late — egad  !  I'd  nearly  forgot- 
ten my  errand.  Now,  don't  slir!  good  night,  and 
fsreirell  till  we  meet  agun '.  Happy  dream.  Hiss 
Sophia! — adieu!  adieu  I"  and  agun  he  left  the  room. 

This  second  exit  was  by  no  means  distinguished 
like  the  first,  by  the  eruption  of  merriment.  Mat- 
ters had  at  length  become  serious,  aud  Sophia  be- 
gan to  apprehend  that  the  joke  might  be  carried 
too  far  with  poor  papa.  Once  more  ru^ng  his 
head,  he  appeared  to  question  with  the  appalled 
Macbeth,  "Which  of  you  have  done  this?"  and 
throwing  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  door,  he 
shuddered  even  by  the  fireside. 

"Have  courage,  sir,"  eiclaimed  Charles  ;  "he  is 
gone  whence  he  came ;  has  scented  the  morning 
air,  and  the  ghost's  furlough  is  at  an  end." 


"At  an  end P"  interrupted  his  father.  "Misery 
has  no  end.  Children,  my  resolution  is  fised.  To- 
morrow, early,  I  am  resolved  to  discover  this  legate 
of  Erebus,  confess  the  whole,  appeal  to  his  human- 
ity— if  the  devil  have  one — create  a  proper  trust 
for  the  money  in  my  hand,  take  a.  new  aaaignment 
of  Bacchua  and  Ariadne ;  nor  wlU  I  refuse,  on  as- 
surance of  hia  forgiveness,  to  receive  in  bond  every 
molten  deity  in  the  Pagan  mythology." 

And  the  morrow  did  arrive.  The  clock  had  al- 
ready struck  eight,  when  Bamfylde  prepared  for 
pas^g  his  threshold,  with  that  artificial  compo- 
sure which  a  man  who  ia  about  to  fight  a  duel  flat~ 
ters  himself  is  most  exemplary  courage.  At  this 
moment,  a  loud  single  rap  was  heard  at  the  yellow 
entrance,  and  Davidson  announced  a  waiter  IVom 

the Hotel.     Holding  between  the  thumb  and 

finger  of  his  right-hand  a  small  oblong  piece  of 
pasteboard,  "The  gentleman,"  siud  the  messenger, 
"  who  slept  al  our  house  last  night,  and  dined  here 
yesterday,  has  left  for  London  early  this  morning, 
by  the  '  Tag^loni,'  and  desired  me  to  bring  you  this 
card,  sir,  hoping  that  you  may  have  found  yourself 
better  after  a  night's  test." 

Bamfylde,  seizing  the  card  and  gazing  an  instant 
upon  it  with  straining  eye-tmlls,  esclduncd,  "Mr. 
Jobs  Pdkzletuwait  !" 


PICTORIAL 


Tom.  Ah,  Bill !  Tra  quite  tired  of  the  dissipation  of  the  gay  and  fashionable  world.  I  think  I  sbsll 
marry  and  settle. 

Bill.  Well,  I'm  devilish  ^ck  of  a  Bachelor's  Ijfe  myself,  but  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  throwing  myself 
away  in  a  hurry. 
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1120  TUE  jester's  seemon,     an  kx-ale-ation,  hot  and  cold. 


THE    JESTER'S    SERMON. 


The  jester  sliook  hia  hood  and  bells,  and  leaped  npon  a  chair, 

The  pagea  laughed,  the  wonien  screamed,  and  tossed  their  Bcented  hair ; 

The  ialcoD  whistled,  sta^-tiounda  bayed,  the  lap-dog  barked  without. 

The  scullion  dropped  the  pitcher  brown,  the  cook  railed  at  the  lout ; 

The  Bt«ivard,  couuljng  out  his  gold,  let  pouch  and  money  fall, 

And  nhj?  because  the  Jester  rose  to  say  grace  in  the  hall! 

The  page  played  with  the  heron's  plume,  the  steward  with  his  chain, 

The  butler  drummed  upon  the  hoard,  and  laughed  with  might  and  main ; 

The  grooms  beat  on  their  metal  cans,  and  reared  till  they  turned  red, 

But  stitl  the  jester  shut  his  eyes,  and  rolled  hia  witty  head ; 

And  wlien  they  grew  a  little  still,  read  half  a  yard  of  text. 

And  waving  hand,  struck  on  the  desk,  then  frowned  tike  one  perplexed. 

"Dear  sinners  all,"  the  fool  began,  "man's  life  is  but  a  jest, 
"A  dream,  a  shadow,  bubble,  air,  a  vapor  at  the  best. 
"In  a  thousand  pounds  of  law  I  find  not  a  single  ounce  of  love: 
"A  blind  man  killed  the  parson's  cow  in  shooting  at  the  dove; 
"  The  fool  that  eats  till  he  is  sick  must  fast  till  he  is  well ; 
"  The  wooer  who  can  flatter  most  will  bear  away  the  belle. 

"Letnomanhallooheissafe  till  he  is  through  the  wood; 
"He  who  will  not  when  he  may,  roust  tarry  when  he  should. 
"He  who  laughs  at  crooked  men  should  need  walk  tcry  straight; 
"  0  he  who  once  has  won  a  name  may  lie  a-bed  dll  eight, 
"Make  haste  to  purchase  house  and  land,  be  very  slow  to  wed; 
"  True  coral  needs  no  painter's  brush,  nor  need  be  daubed  with  ted. 

"The  friar,  preaching,  cnrsed  the  thief  {the  pudding  in  his  sleeve). 

"To  fish  for  sprats  with  goiden  hooks  is  foohsh,  by  your  leave— 

"  To  travel  well— an  ass's  ears,  ape's  face,  hog's  mouth,  and  ostrich  legs. 

"  He  does  not  care  a  pin  fop  thieves  who  limps  about  hnd  begs. 

"  Be  always  first  man  at  a  feast  and  last  man  at  a  fray  ; 

"  The  shoft  way  round,  in  spite  of  all,  is  still  the  longest  way. 

"  When  the  hvmgry  curate  licks  (he  knife,  there's  not  much  for  the  clerk : 
"When  the  pilot,  turning  pale  and  sick,  looks  up — the  storm  grows  dark." 
Then  loud  they  laughed,  the  fat  cook's  tears  ran  down  iuto  the  pan ; 
The  steward  shook,  that  he  was  forced  to  drop  the  brimming  can ; 
And  then  again  the  women  screamed,  and  every  stag-hound  bayed — 
And  why  ?  because  the  motley  fool  so  wise  a  sermon  made ! 


AN   1 


:-ALE-AT10S,   HOT   AND   COLD. 


A  POOR  poet,  de^rous  of  a  cask  of  ale,  s 
following  epistle  U>  the  brewer ; — 
Dyott,  brewer  of  good  ale. 
May  thy  custom  never  fail ; 
How  I  love  that  draught  of  thine! 
Clear  as  amber,  rich  as  wine. 
WhUe  I  sip,  it  Sows  along 
Sweetly  o'ermy  pleased  tongue. 
Making  every  trouble  cease, 
Lulling  soft  my  soul  to  peace. 
Thy  delicious  beverage 
Makes  a  youth  of  crippled  age  ; 
Banishes  alt  misery. 
And  sets  the  loaded  bosom  free. 
Let  me  whisper  in  thine  ear — 
Send  me,  friend,  a  cask  of  beer! 


The  Brewer  pa 
quest,  who  then  st 

Haill  thou  cause  of  aches  and  pains; 

Haiti  destroyer  of  men'a  brains; 

Hail !  thou  origin  of  riot. 

Hail  I  thou  fat  and  vulgar  Dyott ! 

A  beast  thyself,  thou  makest  others 

Look  Just  like  thy  beastly  brothers. 

Bodies  are  by  thee  ^nl^rged, 

Heads  are  palsied,  stomachs  charged. 

Pleuri^es,  asthmatic  breath, 

Gout,  and  want,  and  sudden  death. 

Madness,  fevers,  misery 

Of  every  kind,  arise  from  thee ! 

Drink,  wicked  wretch,  thy  poisonous  ale. 

Drink  tilt  you  burst,  and  go  to  h — . 
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